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Dramatis Perſonae. 


A Lord, before whom the play is ſuppoſed to be 
play'd. 

CHRISTOPHER SLY, a drunken Tinker. 

Hoſteſs. 


Page, Players, Huntſmen, and other Servants attend- 


ing on the Lord. 


The Perſons of the Play itſelf are, 


BAPP1STA, Father to Katharina and Biagca, very rich. 
ViNCENT10, an old gentleman of Piſa, 

LUCENT10, Son to Vincentio, in love with Bianca. 
PETRUCH10, a Gentleman of Verona, a ſuitor to Ka- 
tharina. 

GREMIO, 
HoRTENS10, 
TRraANtoO, 
BionDELLO, 
GRum1o, Servant to Petruchio, 

PEDANT, an old fellow ſet up to perſonate Vincentio. 


, 
W 


| Pretenders to Bianca, 


5 Servants to Lucentio. 


KATHARINA, the Shrew. 
BIANCA, her Siſter. 
Widow. ; 
Taylor, Haberdaſhers, with Servants attending 
on Baptiſta and Petruchio, 


SCENE, ſometimes in Papua, and ſometimes in 
PETRUCHIO's HOUSE in the country. 
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1 45-2 BB Tony Hos rESsSs and SLY. 
> 8 1 v. 1 * 


Hos r. A pair of ſtocks, you rogue. 
Sr. Y'are a baggage ; the Slics are no rogues. 


1 Look 1 in the Chronicles, we came in with Richard 


Conqueror; therefore paucus pallabris, let the world 
ſlide: Seſſa. 


Hos r. You will not pay for the glaſſes yon have 


thy cold bed, and warm thee. 


„ Third-borcugh, ar conſtable. 


* Hosr. I know my remedy ; I muſt go fetch che 
Thhird-borough. 

Z SrLy. Third, or fourth, or fifth borough, I'll an- 
ſwer him by law; 1 Il got budge an inch, boy; let 
him come, and kindly. 


Exit. 


[Falls o. 


6 The Taming of the Shrew, 2. 
SCENE Il. 


Wind horns. Enter a Lord from hunting with a Train, 


LozD. Huntſman, 1 charge thee tender well my 
hounds, 


* Brach Merriman, the poor cur is imboſt ; 


And couple Clowder with the deep mouth'd Brach. 


Saw 'ſt thou not, boy; how Silver made it good 
At the hedge corner in the coldett fault? 
I would not loſe the dog foi want pound. 
Hun. Why, Belman is as good as be, my lord; 
He cried upon it at the meerelt loſs, 
And twice to-day pick'd out the dulleſt ſcent: 
Truſt me, I take him for the better dog. 
LokD. I hou art a fool; if Eccho were as fleet, 
I would eſteem him worth a dozen ſuch. 
But ſup them well, and look unto them all, 
To-morrow I intend to hunt again, 
Hun. I will, my lord. 
LoxD. What's here? one dead, or drunk? ſee doth 
he breathe? 
2 Hun. He breathes, my Lord. Were he not warm'd 
with ale, 
This were a bed but cold, to ſleep ſo ſoundly. 
LoxD. O monſtrous beaſt! how like a ſwine he lies! 


Grim death, how foul and loathſome is thine image! 


Sirs, I will practiſe on this drunken man. 
What think you if he were convey'd to bed, 
Wrapt in ſweet cloaths ; rings put upon his fingers 
A moſt delicious banquet by his bed, 
And brave attendants near him when he wakes; 
Would not the beggar then forget himſelf ? 

1 Hun, Believe me, Lord, 1 think he cannot chuſe, 


55 ms uv > 


uſe. 
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2 Hun. It would ſeem ſtrange unto him when he 
wak' d. 
Lord. Even as a flatt'ring dream, or worthleſs 
fancy. 
Then take him up, and manage well the jeſt: 
Carry him gent ly to my faireſt chamber, 
And hang it round with all my wanton pictures; 
Balm his foul head with warm diſtilled waters, 
And burn ſweet wood to make the lodging ſweet. 
Procure me muſic ready when he wakes, 
To make a dulcet and a heav'nly ſound ; 
And if he chance to ſpeak, be ready ſtraight, 
And with a low ſubmiſſive reverence, 
Say, what is it your honour will command; 
Let one attend him with a ſilver baſon 
Full of roſe- water, and beſtrew'd with flowers. 
Another bear the ewer; a third a diaper, 


And ſay, wilt pleaſe your lordſhip cool your hands? 


Some one be ready with a coſtly ſuit, 
And aſk him what apparel he will wear; 
Another tell him of his hounds and horſe, 
And that his lady mourns at his diſeaſe ; 
Perſuade him that he hath been lunatic. 


And when he ſays he's poor, ſay that he dreams, 
For he is nothing but a mighty lord: 


' his do, and do it kindly, gentle ſirs: 
It will be paſtime paſling excellent, 
If. it be huſbanded with modeſty. [ part, 


1 Hun, My Lord, I warrant you we'll play our 
As he ſhall think by our true diligence, 


He is no leſs than what we ſay he is. 


LoD. Take him up gently, and to bed with him; 


| = each one to his office when he wakes. 
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8 The Taming of the Shrew, 3. 
Sirrah, go ſee what trumpet tis that founds. 
Belike ſome noble gentleman that means, 
Travelling ſome journey, to repoſe him here, 


SCENE Ul, 
Enter Servant. 


How now? whois it? 
Ser. Pleaſe your honour, players 
That offer ſervice to your lordſhip. 
LokD. Bid them come near: 
Enter Players. 
Now fellows, you are welcome. 
PLay. We thank your honour. 
LoD. Do you intend to (tay with me to-night ? 
2 PLay.So pleaſe your lordſhip to accept our duty. 
Lok D. With all my heart. This fellow I remember, 
Since once he play'd a farmer's eldeſt ſon ; 
'T was where you woo'd the gentlewoman ſo well: 
I have forgot your name; but fure that part 
Was aptly fitted, and naturally perform'd. 
Siu. I think it was Soto that your honour means. 
Lox p. Tis very true, thou didſt it excellent: 
Well, you ate come to me in happy time, 
The rather for I have ſome ſport in hand, 
Wherein your cunning can aſſiſt me much. 
There is a lord will hear you play to- night; 
But I am doubtful of your modeſties, 
Leſt over-eying of his odd behaviour, 
(For yet his honour never heard a play,) 
You break into ſome merry paſſion, 
And ſo offend him: for 1 tell you, firs, 
If you ſhould ſmile, he grows impatient; 
Pr ax. Fear not, my lord, we can contain ourſelves; 


a a CU „„ eee 


ſelves; 
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Were he the verieſt antic in the world. 


+2 PLAYER. [to the other. ] Go get a diſhclout to 


make clean your ſhoes, and I'll ſpeak for the proper- 
ties. [Exit Player. 


My lord, we muſt have a ſhoulder of mutton for a 
property, and a little vinegar to make our devil roar, 
LoxD. Go ſirrah, take them to the buttery, 


Let them want nothing that the houſe affords. 


[ Exit one with the Players. 
Sirrah, go you to Bartholomew my page, 
And ſee him dreſt in all ſuits like a lady: 
That done, conduct him to the drunkard's chamber, 
And call him madam, do him all obeiſance. 
Tell him from me, (as he will win my love) 
He bear himſelf with honourable action, 
Such as he hath obſerv'd in noble ladies 
Unto their lords, by them accompliſhed ; 
Such duty to the drunkard let him do, 
With ſoft low tongue, and lowly courteſie; 


| And ſay; what is't your honour will command, 


Wherein your lady, and your humble wife, 


May ſhew her duty, and make known her love? 


And then with kind embracements, tempting kiſſes, 


And with declining head into his boſom, 


Bid ham ſhed tears, as being overjoy'd 
To ſee her noble lord reſtor'd to health, 


Who for theſe ſeven years hath eſteem'd himſelf 
No better than a poor and loathſome beggar : 


And if the boy have not a woman's gift 
To rain a ſhower of commanded tears, 


An onion will do well for ſuch a ſhift, 
Which in a napkin being cloſe convey'd, 


1 


+ This ſpeech, is added from the old edition, 
Yor, III. * B 
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Shall in deſpight enforce a wat'ry eye. 

See this diſpatch'd with all the haſte thou canſt, 
Anon I'll give thee more inſtructions. [ Exit Servass. 
I know the boy will well uſurp the grace, 

Voice, gate, and action of a gentlewoman. 

I long to hear him call the drankard, huſband, 
And how my men will (tay themſelves from laugha 
When they do homage to this ſimple peaſant ; 

I'll in to counſel them: haply my preſence 

May well abate the over-merry ſpleen, 

Which otherwiſe would go into extreams. 


SCENE IV. 


Enter Sl with attendants, fome with apparel, baſon 
and ewer, and other appurtenances, 


Sr v. For God's fake a pot of fmall ale. 5 
1 Serv. Will't pleaſe your lerdſtup drink a cup of 


ſack ? 
2SeRv. Will't pleaſe your honour taſte of theſe 
conſerves ? [day ? 


3 Sexy. What raiment will your honout wear te- 

Stv. I am Chriſtophers Sly, eall not me honour, 
nor lordſhip: I ne'er drank ſack in my life: and if 
you give me any conſerves, give me conſerves of beef: 
ne'er aſk me what ratment I'M wear, for I have no 
more doublets than backs, no mere ſteckings than 
legs, nor no more ſhoes than feet, nay ſometimes more 


feet than ſhoes, or ſuch ſhoes as my toes lock through 


the over-leather. [nout. 
LoD. Heay'n ceaſe this idle humour in your R- 

Oh that a mighty man of ſuch deſeent, 

Of ſuch poſſeſſions, and ſo high eſteem, 3 + 

Should be infuſed with fo foul à ſpirit. 3 £ 


* 


48. 
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SLY, What, would you make me mad? am not J 
chiſtophero Sly, old Sly's fon of Burton-heath, by 
birth a pedler, by education a card-maker, by tranſ- 
mutation a bearherd, and now by prefent profeſhon a 
tinker ? aſk Marian Hacket, the fat ale-wife of Win- 


cot, if ſhe know me not; if ſhe ſay I am nat fourteen 
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pence on the ſcore for ſheer ale, ſcore me up for the 
lying'ſt knave in Chriſtendom, What I am not“ be- 
ſtraught : here's — 
1 Max. Oh this it is that makes your lady mourn. 
2 Man. Oh this it is that makes your ſervants droop. 
Lond. Hence comes it that your kindred ſhun 
your houſe, 
As beaten hence by your ſtrange lunacy, 
Oh noble lord, bethink thee of thy birth, 
Call home thy ancient thoughts from baniſhment, 
And baniſh hence theſe abject lowly dreams. 


Lock how thy ſervants do attend on thee, 
Each in his office ready at thy beck. 
Wilt thou have muſic ? hark, Apollo plays, [Mufic. 


And twenty caged nightingales do ſing. 
Or wilt thou fleep? we'll have thee to a couch, 
Softer and {ſweeter than the luſt ſul bed 
On purpoſe trimm'd up for Semiramis. 


Say thou wilt walk, we will beſtrow the ground: 
Or wilt thou ride? thy horſes ſhall be trapp'd, 
Their harneſs ſtudded all with gold and pearl. 


Doſt thou love hawking ? thou haſt hawks will ſoar 


Above the morning lark. Or wilt thou hunt, 
Thy hounds ſhall make the welkin aofwer them, 
And fetch ſhrill echoes from the hollow earth. 


1 Max. Say thou wilt courſe, thy greyhounds are 
as ſwift 
9 bellraught, diftrafied. 
B 2 


12 The Taming of the Shrew, 4. 


As breathed ſtags ; ay, fleeter than the roe. 

2 Man. Doſt thou love pictures? we will fetch 

thee ſtrait 

Adonis painted by a running brook, 
And Citherea all in ſedges hid, 
Which ſeem to move, and wanton with her breath, 
Ev'n as the waving ſedges play with wind. 

LokrD. We'll ſhew the lo, as ſhe was a maid, 
And how ſhe was beguiled and ſurpriz'd, 


As lively painted as the deed was done. [wood, 


3 Man, Or Daphne roaming through a thorny 
Scratching her legs, that one ſhall ſwear ſhe bleeds ; 
And at the ſight ſhall fad Apollo weep: 

So workmanly the blood and tears are drawn. 

LokD. Thou art a lord, and nothing but a lord: 
Thou haſt a lady far more beautiful 
Than any woman in this waining age. [thee, 

1 Man. And till the tears that ſhe hath ſhed for 
Like envious floods, o'er-run her lovely face, 

She was the faireſt creature in the world, 
And yet ſhe is inferior to none. 

SLY. Am Ia lord, and have I ſuch a lady? 
Or do dream? or have I dream'd 'till now? 
I do not ſleep ; I ſee, I hear, I ſpeak ; 

I ſmell ſweet favours, and I feel ſoft things: 
Upon my life I am a lord indeed, 
And not a tinker, nor Chriſtophero Sly. 
Well, bring our lady hither to our fight, 
And once again a pot o'th' ſmalleſt ale. 
2 Man, Will't pleaſe your mightineſs to waſh 
your hands ? 
Oh how we joy to ſee your wits reſtor'd, 
Oh that once more you knew but what you are! 
Theſe fifteen years you have been in a dream, 


fetch 


» waſh 
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or when you wak'd, you wak'd as if you ſlept. 


SLY. Theſe fifteen years! by my fay, a goodly nap: 
But did I never ſpeak of all that time? 
* 1 Man. Oh yes, my lord, but very idle words. 
For tho” you lay here in this goodly chamber, 


Vet would you ſay, ye were beaten out of door, 


And rail'd upon the hoſteſs of the houſe, 
And ſay you would preſent her at the Leet, 
Becauſe ſhe bought (tone jugs, and no ſeal'd quarts : 
Sometimes you would call out for Cicely Hacket. 
SLY. Ay, the woman's maid of the houſe. 
+ 3 Man. Why Sir, you know no houſe, nor no 
8 ſuch maid, 
Nor no ſuch men as you have reckon'd up, 
As Stephen Sly, and old John Naps of Greece, 
And Peter Turf, and Henry Pimpernell, 
And twenty more ſuch names and men as theſe, 
Which never were, nor no man ever ſaw. 
Sv. Now lord be thanked for my good amends. 
- ALL. Amen. 
 SLy.+ By th' maſs I think I am a lord indeed. 
What is thy name ? 
Man. Simon, an't pleaſe your honour, 
SV v. Sim? that's as much as to ſay Simeon or Simon; 


put forth thy hand and fill the pot. 
: 
6 Enter Lady with attendants. 


4 SLY. I thank thee, thou ſhalt not loſe by it. 
Lady, How fares my noble lord? 


4 + This and the two following ſpeeches added from the old 
1 a dition. 
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SLY. Marry 1 fare well, for here is cheer enough, 
Where is my wife? 

Lady. Here noble lord, what is thy will with her? 

SLY. Are you my wife, and will not call me huſband? 
My men ſhould call me lord, I am your good man. 

Lapy. My huſband and my lerd, my lord and 

huſband, 

I am your wife in all obedience. 

SLy. I know it well: what muſt I call her? 

LoxrD. Madam. 

SLy. Alce madam, or Joan madam ? 

Lok p. Madam, and nothing elſe, ſo lords call ladies. 

SLY. Come {it down on my knee. Sim, drink to 
her. Madam wiſe, they ſay that I have dream'd, and 
ſlept above ſome fifteen years and more. 

Lady. Ay, and the time ſeems thirty unto me, 
Being all this time abandon d from your bed. 

SLy. Tis much, Servants leave me and ber alone: 


madam, undreſs you, and come now to bed. Sim, 
drink to her. 


Lapy, Thrice noble lord, Jet me entreat of you, 

To pardon me yet for a night or two: 

Or if not ſo, until the ſun be ſet ; 

For your phyſicians have expreſly charg'd, 
In peril to incur your former malady, 
That I ſhould yet abſent me from your bed; 
I hope this reaſon ſtands for my excuſe. 

SLy. Ay, it ſtands ſo, that I may hardly tarry ſo 
long; but I would be loth to fall into my dream a- 
gain: I wall cherefare tarry in deſpight of the fleſh 
and the blood, 


aw 


ladies. 
rink to 


d, and 
me, 


r alone: 
Sim, 


f you, 


tarry ſo 
eam a- 


he fleſh 
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SCENE VI. 
Enter a Meſſenger. 


+ Mess. Your honour's players, hearing your a- 
mendment, 
Are come to play a pleaſant comedy 
For ſo your doctors hold it very meet, 
Seeing ſo much ſadneſs hath congeal'd your blood, 
And melancholy is the nurſe of frenzy, 
Therefore they thought it good you hear a play, 
And frame your mind to mirth and merriment, 


Which bars a thouſand harms, and lengthens life, 


+ SLY. Marry I will, let them play, is it not a com- 
modity ? a Chriſtmas gambol, or a tumbling trick ? 
LD. No, my good lord, it is more plealing ſtuff, 
Sur. What, houſhould ſtuff? 
* Lady, It is a kind of hiſtory. 
> SLY, Well, we'll ſee't: come, madam wife, fit 
by my ſide, and let the world lip, we ſhall ne'er be 


Younger, 
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Flouriſh, Enter LuckNTIO and TRRANIO. 


LUCENTI1O. 
RrAN10, ſince for the great deſire I had 
To ſee fair Padua, nurſery of arts, 

I am arriv'd for fruitful Lombardy, 

The pleaſant garden of great Italy. 

And by my father's love and leave am arm'd 
With his good will, and thy good company, 
Moſt truſty ſervant, well approv'd in all, 


Here let us breathe, and happily inſtitute 


A courſe of learning, and ingenious ſtudies, 
Piſa, renowned for grave citizens, 

Gave me my being, and my father firſt 

A merchaat of great traffic through the world : 
Vincentio's come of the Bentivolii, 

Vincentio his ſon, brought up in Florence, 

It ſhall become to ſerve all hopes conceiv'd 

To deck his fortune with his virtuous deeds : 
And therefore, Tranio, for the time I ſtudy, 
Virtue and that part of philoſophy 
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Will! apply, that treats of happineſs, 
G By virtue ſpecially to be atchiev'd. 
Tell me thy mind, for I have Piſa left, 
And am to Padua come, as he that leaves 
A ſhallow plaſh to plunge him in the deep, 
And with ſatiety ſeeks to quench his thirſt. 
TA. Me pardonato, gentle maſter mine, 
I am in all affected as yourſelf: 
Glad that you thus continue your reſolve, 
To ſuck the ſweets of ſweet philoſophy : 
Only, good maſter, while we do admire 
This virtue, and this moral diſcipline, 
Let's be no Stoics, nor no ſtocks, | pray; 
o. Or, ſo devote to Ariſtotle's checks 
As Ovid be an outcaſt quite abjur d. 
Talk logic with acquaintance that you have, 
d And practiſe rhetoric in your common talk 
Muſic and poeſie uſe to quicken you, 
The Mathematics, and the Metaphyſics, 
Fall to them as you find your ſtomach ſerves you: 
No profit grows, where is no pleaſure ta en: 
In brief, Sir, ſtudy what you molt affect. 
Luc. Gramercies, Tranio, well doſt thou adviſe 
If, Biondello, thou wert come aſhore, 
We could at once put us in readineſs, 
And take a lodging fit to entertain 
Such friends, as time in Padua ſhall beget. 
1: But ſtay a while, what company is this? 
TA. Maſter, ſome ſhow to weleome us to tows: 
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18 The Tuming of the Shrew, I. 2. 
SCENE fl. 


Enter BArT1STA with KATHARING and BIAxeA, 
GREMIO and HoOrTENSIO, LUCENTl1®@ and 
Tk ax10 /tand by. 


Bay. Gentlemen, importune me no farther, 

For how I firmly am reſoly'd you know; 

That is, not to beſtow my youngeſt daughter, 

Before I have a huſband for the elder : 

If either of you both love Katharina, 

Becauſe I know you well, and love you well, 

Leave ſhall you have to court her at your pleafure. 
Gre. To cart her rather. She's too rough for me. 

There, there, Hortenſio, will you any wife? 
KaTH. I pray you, Sir, is it your will 

To make a ſtale of me amongſt theſe mates? 

Hok. Mates, maid, how mean you that? no mates 
for you; 

Unleſs you were of gentler milder mould. 

Kar. Ffaith, Sir, you ſhall never need to fear, 

I wis it is not half way to her heart: 

But if it were, doubt nor, her care ſhall be 

To comb your noddle with a three - legg'd ſtool, 

And paint your face, and uſe you like a fool. 

Ho R. From all ſuch devils, good Lord, deliver us. 
GRE. And me too, good Lord. ward, 
TRA. Huſh, maſter, here's ſome good paſtime to- 

That wench is ſtark mad, or wonderful froward. 
Loe. But in the other's ſilence I do ſte 

Maid's mild behaviour and ſobriety. 

Peace, Tranio. | 
Tra. Well ſaid, maſts, mum, and gaze your fill. 
Bay, Gentlemen, that I may ſoon make good 

What 1 have ſaid, Bianca get you in, 


AN ea, 
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And let ĩt not diſpleaſe thee, good Bianca, 


For I will love thee ne'er the leſs, my girl. 
Kar. A pretty pet, it is beſt put finger in the eye, 
an ſhe knew why. | 


Bix. Siſter, content you in my diſcontent, 


Sir, to your pleaſure humbly I ſubſcribe : 
My books and inſtruments ſhall be my company, 


On them to look, and practiſe by myſelf. 


Luc. Hark, Tranio,thou may'ſt hear Minerva ſpeak, 
Hos. Signior Baptiſta, will you be ſo ſtrange ? 
Sorry am I that our good - will effects 
Bianca's grief. 
Gee, Why will you mew her up, 
Signior Baptiſta, for this fiend of hell, 
And make ber bear the penance of her tongue ? 
Bae, Gentlemen, content ye; 1 am reſolv'd: 
Go in, Bianca, 
And for I know ſhe taketh moſt delight 
In muſic, inſtruments, and poetry, 
School-maſters will I keep within my houſe, 
Fit to inſtruct her youth. If you, Hortenſio, 
Or Signior Gremio, you know any ſuch, 


Prefer them hither: for to cunning men 


Iwill be very kind and liberal, 


Io mine own children, in good bringing up, 
And ſo farewel. Katharina, you may ſtay, 
For I have more to commune with Bianca. 


[ Exit, 
Kar. Why, I truſt I may go too, may 1 not ? 


What, ſhall I be appointed hours, as tho', belike, I 


| knew not what to take, and what to leave? ha! 
Exit, 


} 
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SCENE III. 
GRE. You may go to the devil's dam: your gifts 


are ſo good, here is none will hold you, Our love is 


not ſo great, Hortenſio, but we may blow our nails to- 
gether, and faſt it fairly out. Our cake's dow on both 
ſides. Farewel ; yet for the love I bear my ſweet Bi- 
anca, if I can by any means light on a fit man to teach 
her that wherein ſhe delights, 1 will with him to her 
father, 

Hos. So will I, Signior Gremio: but a word, I 
pray; tho? the nature of our quarrel never yet brook'd 
parle, know now upon advice, it toucheth us both, 
that we may yet again have acceſs to our fair miſtreſs, 
and be happy rivals in Bianca's love, to labour and ef- 
fect one thing ſpecially. 3 | 
Gre. What's that, I pray? 

Hok. Marry Sir, to get a huſband oe her ſiſter. 

GAE. A huſband! a devil. | | 

Ho R. I ſay a huſband. 

GRE. I fay a devil. Think'ſt thou, Hortenſio, tho” 
her father be very rich, any man is ſo very a fool to 
be married to hell? 

Hor. Tuſh, Gremio ; tho' it paſs your patience 
and mine to endure her * loud alarms, why, man, 


there be good fellows in the world, an a man could 


light on them, would take her with all ber faults, and 
l enough. 

' GRE, I cannot tell; but ! had as lief take her 
dowry with this condition, to be whip'd at the high+ 
croſs every morning. 

Hok. Faith, as you ſay, there's ſmall choice in 


rotten apples: come, ſince this bar in law makes us 
® lewd. 
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| Friends, it ſhall be ſo far forth friendly maintain'd, 


till by helping Baptiſta's eldeſt daughter to a hus- 
band, we ſet his youngeſt free for a huſband, and then 
have to't afreſh, Sweet Bianca! happy man be his 
Hole; he that runs faſteſt gets the ring; how ſay you, 


| Signior Gremio ? 


GRE. I am agreed, and would I had given him the 


| beſt horſe in Padua to begin the wooing that would 


throughly woo her, wed her, and bed her, and rid the 
houſe of her. Come on. 
+ [Exennt Gre. and Hor, Manent Tra. and Lucen, 


SCENE: IV. 


Ta. I pray, Sir, tell me, is it poſſible 

That love ſhould on a ſudden take ſuch hold? 

Luc. Oh Tranio, till i found it to be true, 

I never thought it poſſible or likely. 

But ſee, while * ſtood looking on, 

found th'effe of love in idleneſs. 

And now in plainneſs do confeſs to thee, 

That art to me as ſecret and as dear 

As Anna to the Queen of Carthage was, 

Tranio, I burn, I pine, I periſh, Tranio, 

If 1 atchieve not this young modeſt girl: 

Counſel me, Tranio, for J know thou canſt; 
Aſſiſt me, Tranio, for I know thou wilt. 
4 TA. Maſter, it is no time to chide you now; 
Aſſection i is not rated from the heart. ö 
If love hath touch'd you, nought remains but ſo, 
*Redime te captum quam queas minimo. 

Luc. Gramercy, lad; go forward, this contents, 


3 The reſt will comfort, for thy counſel's ſound, 
1 TRA. Maſter, you look ſo longly on the maid, 
3 2 you mark 'd not what's the pith of all, 
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Luc, O yes, I faw ſweet beauty in her face, 
Such as the daughter of Agenor had, 
That made great Joye to humble him to her hand, 
When with his knees he kiſs'd the Cretan ſtrand, 
TRA. Saw you no more? mark'd you not how 
her ſiſter 
Began to ſcold, and raiſe up ſuch a ſtorm, 
That mortal ears might hardly endure the din ? 
Luc. Tranio, I ſaw her coral lips to move, 
And with her breath ſhe did perfume the air; 
Sacred and ſweet was all I ſaw in her, 
Tx a. Nay, then 'tis time to ſtir him from his trance: 
I pray awake, Sir; if you love the maid 
Bend thoughts and wit t'atchieve her. Thus it Gale 
Her eldeſt ſiſter is ſo curſt and ſhrewd, 
That till the father rids his hands of her, 
Maſter, your love mult live a maid at home, 
And therefore has he cloſely mew'd her up, 
Becauſe ſhe ſhall not be annoy'd with ſuitors. 
Luc. Ah, Tranio, what a cruel father's he! 
But art thou not advis'd, he took ſome care 
To get her cunning ſchool-maſters to inſtruct her? 
Tra. Ay marry am 1, Sir, and now tis plotted, 
Luc. I have it, Tranio. 
TA. Maſter, for my hand, 
Both our inventions meet and j Jump in one. 
Lyc, Tell me thine firſt. 
TRA. You will be ſchool-maſter, 
And undertake the teaching of the maid: 
That's your device. 
Luc. It is: may it be done? 
TRA. Not poſſible: for who ſhall bear your part, 
And be in Padua here Vincentio's ſon, 
Keep houſe, and ply his book, welcome his friends, 
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8 Viſit his countrymen, and banquet them? 
Luc. Baſta, content thee, for I have it full. 

and, We have not yet been ſeen in any houſe, 

ad, Kor can we be diſtinguiſh'd by our faces, 

ot how For man or maſter : then it follows thus. 


Thou ſhalt be maſter, Tranio, in my ſtead; 
Keep houſe, and port, and ſervants, as I ſhould, 
? will ſome other be, fome Florentine, 
Some Neapolitan, or meaner man of Piſa. 
Tis hatch'd, and ſhall be ſo : Tranio, at once 
Vncaſe thee : take my colour'd hat and cloak. 


trance: When Biondello comes, he waits on thee, 
But | will charm him firſt to keep his tongue. 
ſtands; TSA. So had you need. 


In brief, good Sir, fith it your pleaſure is, 
And I am tied to be obedient, 

oo ſo your father charg'd me at our parting 3 
e ſerviceable to my ſon, quoth he,) 

Altho' I think twas in another ſenſe, 


! am content to be Lucentio, 

Becauſe fo well 1 love Lucentio. 
er? Luc. Tranio, be ſo; becauſe Lucentio loves 
ted, | And let me be a ſhave t'atchieve that maid, 


Whoſe ſudden ſight hath thrall'd my wounded eye. 
7 Enter BionDELLO. | 
Here comes the rogue. Sirrah, whete have you been? 


Bion. Where have 1 been? nay, how now, where 
are you? maſter, has my fellow Tranio ſtoll'n your 
eloaths, or you ſtoll'n his, or both? pray what's the 
news? 


Luc. Sirrah, come hither: tis no time to jeſt, 


* 


part, And therefore frame your manners to the time. 
Jour fellow Tranio here, to ſave my life, 
ends, Puts my apparel and my count'nance ob, . 
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And I for my eſcape have put on his: 
For in a quarrel, ſince I came aſhore, 
I kill'd a man, and fear I am deſcry'd : 
Wait you on him, I charge you, as becomes 
While I make way from hence to ſave my life, 
You underſtand me ? 
Bion. Ay, Sir, ne'er a whit. 
Luc. And not a jot of Tranio in your mouth, 
Tranio is charig'd into Lucentio. 
B1oNn. The better for him, would 1 were ſo too. 
TRA. So would I, faith boy, to have the next wiſh 
after, that Lucentio indeed had Baptiſta's youngeſt 
daughter. But ſirrah, not for my ſake, but your ma- 
ſter's, I adviſe you uſe your manners diſcreetly in all 
kind of companies: when I am alone, why then I am 


Tranio; but in all places elſe, your maſter Lucentio. 


Luc, Tranio, let's go: one thing more reſts, that 
thyſelf execute, to make one among theſe wooers ; 
if thou aſk me why, ſufficeth my reaſons are both good 
and weighty. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE V. 
Before Hortenſio's houſe in Padua. 


Enter PETRUCH1O, and Gxuuio. 
PET. Verona, for a while I take my leave, 
To ſee my friends in Padua; but of all 


My beſt beloved and approved friend, 


Hortenſio; and I trow this is the houſe, 
Here ſirrah, Grumio, knock I ſay.* 
knock I ay. | 


Grv. Knock, Sir? whom fhould I knock? is there any 
man has rebus'd your worſhip? 
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: Enter HoRTENS10, 
Ho. Alla nofl ra caſa ben venuto molto honorato 
Szonior mio Petruchio.* 


And tell me now, ſweet friend, what happy gale 


' Pr r. Villain, I ſay, knock me here ſoundly. 
Gu v. Knock you here, Sir? why, Sir, what am I, Sir, 


/ That I ſhould knock you here Sir? 


Par. Villain, I ſay knock me at this gate, 

And rap me well, or I'll knock your knave's pate. 
GR. My maſteriis grown quarrelſome: 

I mould knock you firſt, 

And then I know after, who comes by the worſt. 

PET. Will it not be? | 
Faith, ſirrah, and you'll not knock, I'll ring it, 
of try how you can Sol, Fa, and ſing it. 

| [He wrings him by the ears, 
nv. Help, miſtreſs, help, my maſter is mad. 
b | PET. Now knock when I bid you: firrah, villain. 

Hor. How now, what's the matter? my old friend Gru- 
io, and my good friend Petruchio! how do you all at Ve. 
rona ? 

Pe r. Signior Hortenſio, come you to part the fray? 
Con tutti le core bene trovato may I ſay. 
Enter, &c. 


| — Petruchio. 


Riſe, Grumio, we will compound this quarrel. 

” Grv. Nay, 'tis no matter, what he leges in Latin. If this 

not a lawful cauſe for me to leave his ſervice, look you, 
: he bid me knock him, and rap him ſoundly, Sir. Well, 

s it fit for a ſervant to uſe his maſter ſo, being perhaps, fox 

ebght I ſce, two and thirty, a pip out? 

Whom would to God I had well knock'd at firſt, 

Then had not Grumio come by the worſt. 


4 PET. A ſenſeleſs villain. Good Hortenſio, 
vid the raſcal knock upon your gate, 


Vor. III. D 
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Happly to wive and thrive, as belt I may : 


And could not get him for my heart to do it. 
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Blows you to Padua here, from old Verona ? 
PET, Such winds as ſcatters young men through 
the world, 

To ſeek their fortunes farther than at home, 
Where {mall experience grows but in a few, 

Signior Hortenſio, thus it ſtands with me, 

Antonio my father is deceaſt 

And I“ have thruſt myſelf into this maze, 


Crowns in my purſe I have, and goods at home, 
And ſo am come abroad to ſee the world. 

Ho. Petruchio, ſhall I then come roundly to thee, 
And wiſh thee to a ſhrewd 1l]-faveur'd wife? 
Thou'dſt thank me but a little for my counſel, 

And yet I'll promiſe thee ſhe ſhall be rich, 
And very rich : but thou'rt too much my friend, 
And I'll not wiſh thee to her. 

PET, Signior Hortenſio, twixt ſuch friends as us 
Few words ſuffice; and therefore if you know 
One rich enough to be Petruchio's wife; | 
(As wealth is burthen of my wooing dance) | 
Be ſhe as foul as was Florentius' love, | J 
As old as Sybil, and as curſt and ſhrewd 


4 AS Aa 


- . 
Sis. itz. Wl... So 1 


GR U. Knock at the gate? O heav'ns! ſpake you not theſe 
words plain? ſirrah, knock me here, rap me here, knock me 
well, and knock me ſoundly ? and come you now with knock 
ing at the gate? 

PET. Sirrah, be gone, or talk not, I adviſe you. | 

Ho R. Petruchio, patience, I am Grumio's pledge: | 
Why this is a heavy chance *twixt him and you, : 
Your ancient truſty pleaſant ſervant Grumio; 
And tell me now, &c. 
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As Socrates Zantippe, or a worſe, 
She moves me not, or not removes, at leaſt, 
Affection's edge inf me. Were ſhe as rough 
As are the ſwelling Adriatic ſeas, 
come to wive it wealthily in Padua: 
If wealthily, then happily in Padua. 
Gau. Nay, look you, Sir, he tells you flatly what 


tis mind is: why give him gold enough, and marry 


him to a puppet, or an þ aglet baby, or an old trot 
with ne'er a tooth in her head, tho' ſhe have as many 
diſeaſes as two and fifty horſes ; why nothing comes 
amiſs, ſo money comes withal. 

Hon. Petruchio, ſince we are ſtept thus far in, 

I will continue that I broach'd in jeſt. 

can, Petruchio, help thee to a wife 

With wealth enough, and young and beauteous, 
Brought up as beſt becomes a gentlewoman., 

Her only fault, and that is fault enough, 
1, that ſhe is intolerable curs'd, 
And ſhrewd, and froward, ſo beyond all meaſure, 
That were my ſtate far worſer than it is, 
I would not wed her for a mine of gold. 

Pz r. Hortenſio, peace; thou know'ſt not gold's effect; 
bu me her father's name, and tis enough: 

For I will board her, tho' ſhe chide as loud 
As thunder, when the clouds in autumn crack. 
Hon. Her father is Baptiſta Minola, 
In affable and courteous gentleman ; 

Her name is Katharina Minola, 
S$enown'd in Padua for her ſcolding tongue. 

= PET, I know her father, tho' I know not her; 
And he knew my deceaſed father well ; 


N will not ſleep, Hortenſio, till I ſee her, 


F time, þ aglet, the tag of a point. 
D 2 
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And therefore let me be thus bold with you, * 
To give you over at this firſt encounter, * 
Unleſs you will accompany me thither. | 
G&v. I pray you, Sir, let him go while the humour C 
laſts. O' my word, an ſhe knew him as well as Il do, folk 
ſhe would think ſcolding would do little good upon Ma 
him. She may perhaps call him half a ſcore knaves, * E 
or ſo: why that's nothing; an he begin once, he'll _Pet! 
rail in his rope tricks. I'll tell you what, Sir, an ſhe © E 
ſtand him but a little, he will throw a figure in her C 
face, and ſo disfigure her with it, that ſhe ſhall have Har 
no more eyes to ſee withal than a cat: you know him All 


not, Sir, Ane 
Ho. Tarry, Petruchio, I muſt go with thee, p. You 
For in Baptiſta's houſe my treaſure is : Sig 
He hath the jewel of my life in hold, III 
His youngeſt daughter, beautiful Bianca, An 
And her with-holds he from me. Other more Fot 
Suitors to her, and rivals in my love: 7 
Suppoſing it a thing impoſſible, 1 
For thoſe defects I have before rehears'd, As 
That ever Katharina will be woo'd ; As 
Therefore this order hath Baptiſta ta'en, e 


That none ſhall have acceſs unto Bianca, . h 
Till Katharine the curs'd have got a huſband. = 
Gu. Katharine the curs'd, | | 
A title for a maid, of all titles the worſt, 
Hor. Now ſhall my friend Petruchio do me grace, 
And offer me diſguis'd in ſober robes 
To old Baptiſta as a ſchool-maſter 
Well ſeen in muſic, to inſtru Bianca, 
That ſo I may by this device, at leaſt, 
Have leave and leiſure to make love to her; 


And unſuſpected court her by herſelf, 
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SCENE VI. 


Enter GxEM10, and LUCENT1O diſeuis'd. 


Gnu. Here's no knavery ! ſee, to beguile the old 
folks, how the young folks lay their heads together, 


Maſter, look about you : who goes there ? ha. 


Hon. Peace, Grumio, 'tis the rival of my love. 
| Petruchio, ſtand by a while. 

* Gxv, A proper ſtripling, and an amorous, 

» Gre. O very well, I have perus'd the note. 
Hark you, Sir, I'll have them very fairly bound, 
All books of love, ſee that, at any hand; 


And ſee you read no other lectures to . 
© You underſtand me. Over and beſide 


Signior Baptiſta's liberality, 

ll mend it with a largeſs. Take your papers too, 

And let me have them very well perfum'd, 

For ſhe is ſweeter than perfume itſelf 

1 o whom they go: what will you read to her? 
Luc, Whate er I read to her, I'll plead for you, 

As for my patron, ſtand you ſo aſſured; 

As firmly as yourſelf were ſtill in vlacs, 


| ; ea, and perhaps with more ſueceſsful words 


T han you, unleſs you were a ſcholar, Sir. 


| : GRE. Oh this learning, what a thing it is! 
Sav. Oh this woodcock, what an aſs it is! 
Per. Peace, ſirrah. 


Hoa. Grumio, mum! God fave you, Signior Gremio. 
GRE. And you are well met, Signior Hortenſio. 


I row you whither I am going? to Baptiſta Minola ; 
; Fpromis'd to enquire carefully about a ſchool- maſter 
3 or the fair Bianca, and by good fortune I have light- 


ed well on this young man: for learning and behavi- 


4 F dur fit for her turn, well read in poetry, and other 
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books, good ones, I warrant ye. 
Hon. Tis well; and I have met a gentleman 
Hath promis d me to help me to another, 
A fine muſician to inſtruct our miſtreſs, 
So ſhall I no whit be behind in duty 
To fair Bianca, ſo beloy'd of me. 
GRE. Belov'd of me, and that my deeds ſhall prove. 
GR. And that his bags ſhall prove, 
Ho R. Gremio, tis now no time to vent our love, 
Liſten to me, and if you ſpeak me fair, | 
T'll tell you news indifferent good for either. W | 
Here is a gentleman whom by chance 1 met, 
Upon agreement from us to his liking, | 
Will undertake to woo curs'd Katherine, | « 
Yea and to marry her, if her dowry pleaſe, i 
Gx. So ſaid, ſo done, is well; | 


Hortenſio, have you told him all her faults ? 


PET, I know ſhe is an irkſome brawling ſcold; 4 
If that be all, maſters, I hear no harm. ; 

GRE. No, ſayeſt me ſo, friend? what countryman ? 7 

PET. Born in Verona, old Antonio's ſon ; * 
My father's dead, my fortune lives for me, 1 


And I do hope, good days and long, to ſee. 
GRE, Oh Sir, ſuch a life with ſuch a wife were 
ſtrange; 
But if you have a ſtomach, to't a God's name, 
You ſhall have me aſſiſting you in all, 
But will you woo this wild cat ? 
PET. Will L live ? 
Gau. Will he woo her? ay, or I'll hang her. 
PET. Why came I hither, but to that intent? 
Think you a little din can daunt my ears? 
© Have I not in my time heard lion's roar ? 
© Have I not heard the ſea, puff'd up with winds, 
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Rage like an angry boar, chafed with ſweat ? 
Have I not heard great ordnance in the field? 
And heav'ns artillery thunder in the ſkies ? 

© Have I not in a pitched battle heard 

© Loud larums, neighing ſteeds, and trumpets clangue? 
© And do you tell me of a woman's tongue, 

That gives not half ſo great a blow to hear, 

© As will a cheſnut in a farmer's fire ? 

Tuſh, tuſh, fear boys with bugs, 

Gu. For he fears none. 

Sax. Hortenſio, hark: 

This gentleman is happily arriv'd, 

My mind preſumes, for his own good, and yours. 
Hon. I promis'd we would be contributors, 

And bear his charge of wooing whatſoe'er. 

© GRE. And ſo we will, provided that he win her. 
Gab. I would I were as ſure of a good dinner. 
? SCENE VI. 


7 o them TRAN10 bravely apparell'd, and BioxpzTTo. 


5 TRA. Gentlemen, God ſave you. If I may be bold, 
tell me, I beſeech thee, which is the readieſt way to 
the houſe of Signior Baptiſta Minola ? 


B1oN. He that has the two fair daughters? is't he 


you mean? 


TA. Even he, Biondello. 

GRE. Hark you, Sir, you mean not her to 
TA. Perhaps him and her, what have you to do? 
PET. Nor her that chides, Sir, at any hand, I pray. 


TRA. I love no chiders, Sir: Biondello, let's away. 
Loc. Well begun, Tranio. 


Hos, Sir, a word ere you go: 


Are you a ſuitor to the maid you talk of, yea or no? 
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| Tara: And if I be, Sir, is it any offence ? 
GRE. No; if without more words you will get you 
hence. | 
Tzxa. Why, Sir, I pray, are not the ſtreets as free 
For me, as for you ? 
GRE, But ſo is not ſhe, 
Txa. For what reaſon I beſeech you? 
GE. For this reaſon, if you'll know. 


That ſhe's the choice love of Signior Gremio. 


Ho. That ſhe's the choſen of Signior Hortenſio. 
Tx a. Softly, my maſters if you be gentlemen, 

Do me this right; hear me with patience, 

Baptiſta is a noble gentleman, 

To whom my father is not all unknown, 

And were his daughter fairer than ſhe is, 

She may more ſuitors have, and me for one, 

Fair Leda's daughter had a thouſand wooers, 

'Then well one more may fair Bianca have, 

And ſo ſhe ſhall. Lucentio ſhall make one, 

Tho' Paris came, in hope to ſpeed alone. 
GRE. What, this gentleman will out- talk us all, 
Luc. Sir, give him head, I know he'll prove a jade. 
PET. Hortenſio, to what end are all theſe words? 
Hos. Sir, let me be ſo bold as to aſk you, 


Did you yet ever ſee Baptiſta's daughter ? 


TRA. No, Sir; but hear I do that he hath two: 
The one as famous for a ſcolding tongue, 
As the other is for beauteous modeſty. 

Per, Sir, Sir, the ſirſt's for me, let her go by. 

GRE. Vea, leave that labour to great Hercules, 
And let it be more than Alcides' twelve. 

Px r. Sir, underſtand you this of me, inſooth : 
The youngeſt daughter, whom you hearken for, 
Her father keeps from all acceſs of ſuitors, 


15 


et you 


is free 


enſiq, 


9 
. 
* 
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Abd will not promiſe her to any man, 

Until the eldeſt ſiſter firſt be wed: 

The younger then is free, and not before, 
Ta. If it be ſo, Sir, that you are the man 
ſt ſteed us all, and me amongſt the reſt : 
And if you break the ice, aud do this fear, 
Atchieve the elder, ſet the younger free 

For our acceſs, whoſe hap ſhall be to have her, 


Will not ſo graceſeſs be, to be ingrate. 


Hon. Sir, you ſay well, and well you do conceive: : 
And ſince you do profeſs to be a ſuitor ; 
u muſt, as we do, gratifie this centlemas, 
To whom we all reſt generally beholden. 
© Tra, Sir, I ſhall not be flack; in ſign whereof, 
Pleaſe ye, we may contrive this afternoon, 
And quaff carouſes to our miſtreſs' health, 
And do as adverſaries do in law, 
re mightily, but eat and drink as friends. 
GRu. Blox. O excellent motion: fellows, let's 
be gone, 
Hon. The motion's good indeed, and be it ſo, 
Ferruchio, 1 ſhall be your be: venuto, [Exeunt, 


Fn 


4 1 Man. My Lord, you nod, you do not mind the play. 
23 SLy. Tea, by St. Ann do 1: a good matter ſurely ! 


"Wes there any more it? 


Lr. My Lord, tis but begun. 
'Tis a very excellent piece of work, Madam 
L ady. Would tauere done ! 


* vor. HE; A 
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ACT u. SCENE I. 


Baptiſta't Houſe in Padua. 
Enter KATHARINA and BIANCA, 


0 BIANCA. ö 
FA 00D ſiſter, wrong me not, nor wrong yourſelf, 
To make a bond-maid and a flave of me; 
That I diſdain : but for theſe other goods, 
Unbind my hands, I'll pull them off myſelf, 
Yea, all my raiment, to my petticoat, 
Or what you will command me will I do; 
So well I know my duty to my elders. 
Kar. Of all thy ſuitors here | charge thee tell 
Whom thou lov'ſt beſt - ſee thou diſſemble not, 
Bian. Believe me ſiſter, of all men alive 
I never yet beheld that ſpecial face 
Which I could fancy more than any other, 
Kar. Minion, thou lieſt ; is't not Hortenſio? 5 
BiAxN. If you affect him, ſiſter, here I ſwear | 
I'l] plead for you myſelf, but you ſhall have him. 
KarTH, Oh then belike you fancy riches more, 
You will have Gremio, to keep you fair, 
B Bian. Is it for him you do fo envy me? 
Nay then you jeſt, and now l well perceive 
You have but jeſted with me all this while; 
I pr'ythee, fitter Kate, untie my hands. 
KATH, If that be jeſt, then all the reſt was ſo. 
[ Strikes her, 
Enter BAj!Ti8TA. [ſotence! 
Bay. Why how now dame, whence grows this in- 
Bianca, ſtand aſide; poor girl, ſhe weeps; 
Go ply thy needle, meddle not with her. 


vg 
Ty by * 


irſell, 


0. 

e her. 
tence! 
his in- 
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r ſhame, thou hilding of a deviliſh ſpirit, 
Why doſt thou wrong her, that did ne'er wrong thee ? 
When did ſhe croſs thee with a bitter word ? 

1 KaTH, Her ſilence flouts me, and I'll be reveng'd, 


[ Flies after Bianca. 
* Bae, What, in my ſight ? Bianca, get thee in. 
4 [ Ex. Bian, 


1 KaTHn. Will you not ſuffer me? nay, now I {ce 
$he is your treaſure, ſhe muſt have a huſband, 
I'muſt dance bare-foot on her wedding-day, 


| And for your love to her lead apes in hell: 


Falk not to me, I will go fit and weep, 

Till I can find occaſion of revenge. [Exit Kath. 
Bar. Was ever gentleman thus griey'd as 1? 

But who comes here ? 
15 


3 SCENE I. 


Brier GRrEMIoO, LUCENT1O in the habit of a mean 
man, PETRUCH1O with HoRTENS10 like a muſi- 
cian, TRANIO and Bion DELL o bearing a lute and 


| books, 


4 Gu, Good morrow, neighbour Baptiſta. 
Bar. Good morrow, neighbour Gremio: God ſave 
Fou gentlemen. 


Per. And you, good Sir; pray have you not a 


ughter call'd Katharina, fair and virtuous ? 

1 Bar. Ihave a daughter, Sir, call'd Katharina. 

1 | Gag, Lou are too blunt, go to it orderly. 

Par. You wrong me,Signior Gremio, give me leave. 
am a gentleman of Verona, Sir, 

That hearing of her beauty and her wit, 

"Mer affability and baſhful modeſty, 

ö er wondrous qualities, and mild behaviour, 

4 E 2 
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ACT H. SCENE l. 


Baptiſta't Houſe in Padua. 
Enter KATHARINA and BIANCA, 


BIANCA. 


Y 00D ſiſter, wrong me not, nor wrong yourſelf, _ 


To make a bond-maid and a ſlave of me; 
That I diſdain : but for theſe other goods, 
Unbind my hands, I'll pull them off myſelf, 
Yea, all my raiment, to my petticoat, 
Or what you will command me will I do; 
So well I know my duty to my elders. 
Kar. Of all thy ſuitors here I charge thee tell 
Whom thou lov'ſt beſt - ſee thou diſſemble not. 
Biax Believe me ſiſter, of all men alive 
I never yet beheld that ſpecial face 
Which I could fancy more than any other, 
KaTH, Minion, thou lieſt ; is't not Hortenſio? 
Bia. If you affect him, ſiſter, here I ſwear 
I'll plead for you myſelf, but you ſhall have him. 
KarTH, Oh then belike you fancy riches more, 
You will have Gremio, to keep you fair, 
Bian. Is it for him you do fo envy me? 
Nay then you jeſt, and now l well perceive 
You have but jeſted with me all this while; 
I pr'ythee, fitter Kate, untie my hands. 
KATH, If that be jelt, then all the reſt was ſo. 
[ Strikes her. 
Enter BAf\Ti8TA. [ſofence ? ? 


Bay, Why how now dame, whence grows this in- ; 


Bianca, ſtand aſide ; poor girl, ſhe weeps ; 
Go ply thy needle, meddle not with her. 


ſelf, 


* 
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For ſhame, thou hilding of a deviliſh ſpirit, 

Vby doſt thou wrong her, that did ne er wrong thee ? 

When did ſhe croſs thee with a bitter word ? 

g KATH, Her ſilence flouts me, and 1'll be reveng'd, 
[ Flies after Bianca, 

[| Bat. What, in my ſight ? Bianca, get thee in. 

[ Ex. Bian, 
> KarTn, Will you not ſuffer me? nay, now I ſee 
he is your treaſure, ſhe muſt have a huſband, 

FJ muſt dance bare-foot on her wedding-day, 


And for your love to her lead apes in hell: 


alk not to me, 1 will go ſit and Weep, 


f ' | Till I can find occaſion of revenge. [LE xit Kath. 


Bar. Was ever gentleman thus griey'd as 1? 


: put who comes here ? 


SCENE u. 


Inter Gxemio, LUCENT1O #n the habit of a mean 


man, PETRUCHIO with HORTENS10 like a muſi- 
cian, TRANIO and BIO DELL o bearing a lute and 


books, 


Gre, Good morrow, neighbour Baptiſta. 
Bar. Good morrow, neighbour Gremio: God ſave 


Von gentlemen. 


PeT. And you, good Sir; pray have you not a 


1 daughter call'd Katharina, fair and virtuous ? 


Bar. Ihavea daughter, Sir, call'd Katharina, 
G. Youare too blunt, go to it orderly. 
PET. You wrong me, Signior Gremio, give me leave. 


1 I am a gentleman of Verona, Sir, 
That hearing of her beauty and her wit, 


Her affability and baſhful modeſty, 


Her wondrous qualides. and mild behaviour, 
E 2 
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Am bold to ſhew myſelf a forward gueſt 
Within your houſe, to make mine eye the witneſs 
Of that report, which I ſo oft have heard, 
And for an entrance to my entertainment, 
[Preſenting Hor, 
I do preſent you with a man of mine, 
. Cunning in muſic, and the mathematics, 
To inſtruct her fully in thoſe ſciences, 
Whereof I know ſhe is not ignorant: 
Accept of him, or elſe you do me wrong, 
His name is Licio, born in Mantua, 
Bae, Y'are welcome, Sir, and he for your good 
ſake, 
But for my daughter Katharina, this I know, 
She is not for your turn, the more's my grief. 
PE r. I ſee you do not mean to part with her, 
Or elſe you like not of my company. 
Bae. Miſtake me not, I ſpeak but what I find, 
Whence are you, Sir? what may I call your name? 
px r. Petruchio is my name, Antonio's ſon, 
A man well known throughout all Italy. 
Bae.Iknow him well: you are welcome for his ſake. 
GRE. Saving your tale; Petruchio, I pray let us 
that are poor petitioners ſpeak too. Baccare, you are 
marvellous forward. | 
PET. Oh, pardon me, Signior Gremio, I. would fain 
be doing. 
GRE. I doubt it not, Sir, but you wall curſe your 
wooing neighbours, This is a.gift very grateful, I am 
ſure of it. To expreſs the like kindneſs myſelf, that 
have been more kindly beholden to you than any, free. 
leave give to this young ſcholar, that hath been long 
ſtudying at Reims, [ Preſenting Luc. ] as cunning in 
Greek, Laun, and other languages, as the other in 


300d 


7 


1 * 


Jou ſhall go ſee your pupils preſently. 
Polls, within. 
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and mathematics ; his name is Cy pray 
gecept his ſervice, 

Bar. A thouſand thanks, Signior Gremio: wel- 
eme, good Cambio. But, gentle Sir, methinks you 
Walk like a ſtranger, [To Tranio.] may I be ſo bold 
to know the cauſe of your coming? 

5 TA. Pardon me, Sir, the boldneſs is mine own, 
That being a ſtranger in chis city here, 

Do make myſelf a ſuitor to your daughter, 

- up Bianca, fair and virtuous: 

r is your firm reſolve unknown to me, 

che preferment of the eldeſt ſiſter, 

is liberty is all that I requeſt, 


at upon knowledge of my parentage, 

ay have welcome mongſt the reſt that woo, 
And free acceſs and favour as the reſt, 

od. toward the education of your daughters, 
ere beſtow a ſimple inſtrument, 

And this ſmall packet of Greek and Latin books, 
vyou accept them, then their worth is great. 
Bar. Lucentio is your name? of whence I pray? 
Ta A. Of Piſa, Sir, ſon to Vincentio. 
Bar. A mighty man of Piſa; by report 

now him well; you are very welcome, Sir. 
Fake you the Jute, and you the ſet of books, 


Exter a Servant, 
rah, lead theſe gentlemen 


2 Jo my two daughters, and then tell them both 


Theſe are their tutors, bid them uſe them well. 


L N < will go walk a little in the orchard, 
Ind then to dinner. You are paſſing welcome, 
j=d lo] pray you all to think yourſelves. 
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Per. Signior Baptiſta, my buſineſs aſketh baſte, 
And every day I cannot come to woo. 
You knew my father well, and in him me, 
Left ſolely heir to all his lands and goods, 
Which I have better d rather than decreas'd; 
Then tell me, if 1 get your daughter's love, 
What dowry ſhall I have with her to wife? 
Bay. After my death, the one half of my lands, 
And in poſſeſſion twenty thouſand crowns. 
Pet. And for that dowry, I'll aſſure her of 
Her widawhood, be it that ſhe ſurvive me, 
la all my lands and leaſes whatſoever ; 
Let ſpecialties be therefore drawn between us, 
That covenants may be kept on either hand. 
Bar, Ay, when the ſpecial thing is well obtain'd, 
That is, her love; for that is all in all, 
Pr. Why that i is nothing: for I tell you, father, 
I am as peremptory as ſhe proud- -minded. 
And where two raging fires meet together 
They do conſume the thing that feeds their fury, 
Tho' little fire grows great with little wind, 
Yet extream guſts will blow out fire and all: 
So J to her, and ſo ſhe yields to me, 
For I am rough, and woo not like a babe. [ſpeed: 
Bar. Well may'ſt thou woo, and happy be thy 
But be thou arm'd for ſome unhappy words. 
Px r. Ay, to the proof, as mountains are for winds, 
That ſhake not, tho' they blow perpetually. 


SCENE ii. 
Enter Ho&TENS10 with his head broke. 43 
Bar. How now my friend, why doſt thou look ſo 
pale? 3 
Hos. For fear I promiſe you, if I look pale. 


The Taming of the Is, Il. 3; 8 39 
bar. What, will my daughter prove a good mu- 
Vf fician ? 


Hon. 1 think ſhe'll ſooner prove a ſoldier 
E may hold with her, but never lutes. 


te, 


Bar. Why then thou canſt not break her to the lute? 
Hor. Why no, for ſhe hath broke the lute to me. 
1 did but tell her ſhe miſtook her frets, 
And bow'd her hand to teach her fingering, 
When, with a moſt impatient deviliſh ſpirit, 
Frets call you them? quoth ſhe: I'll fame with them: 
Ind with that word ſhe ſtruck me on the head, 
And through the inſtrument my pate made way, 
And there I ſtood amazed for a while, 
on a pillory, looking through the Jute : 
While ſhe did call me raſcal, fidler, 
And twangling jack, with twenty ſuch vile terms, 
ther, 35 ſhe had ſtudied to miſuſe me ſo. 
PET. Now, by the world, it is a luſty wench, 
| Nove her ten times more than e'er 1 did; 
Oh how I long to have ſome chat with her! ! 


ds, 


5 Bar. Well, go with me, and be not ſo diſcomfited, 
Proceed in practice with my younger daughter, 
She's apt to learn, and thankful for good turns; 
peed: Penior Petruchio, will you go with us, 
e thy er ſhall I ſend my daughter Kate to you? 
Par. I pray you do. I will attend her here. 
vinds, | LE xit Bap. 


And woo her with ſome ſpirit when ſhe comes. 
f Ny chat ſhe rail, why 8 I'll tell her plain 
4 lings as ſweetly as a nightingale : 

$ay that he frown, III ſay ſhe looks as clear 
s morning roſes newly waſh'd with dew ; 

1 55 ſhe be mute, and will not ſpeak a word, 
Then I'll commend her volubility, 
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And ſay ſhe uttereth piercing eloquence : 

If ſhe do bid me pack, 1'll give her thanks, 

As tho' ſhe bid me ſtay by her a week; 

If ſhe deny to wed, I'll crave the day 

When 1 ſhall aſk the banes, and when be married? 
But here ſhe comes, and now Petruchio ſpeak, 


SCENE 1v. 
Euter KATHARINA. 
Good morrow Kate, for that's your name I hear, 


KaTH. Well have you heard, but ſomething hard 


of hearing. 
They call me Katharine, that do talk of me. 

PET, You lie in faith, for you are call'd plain Kate, 
And bonny Kate, and ſometimes Kate the curſt: 
But Kate, the prettieſt Kate in Chriſtendom, 

Kate of Kate-hall, my ſuper-dainty Kate, 

{For dainties are all cates) and therefore Kate 
Take this of me, Kate of my conſolation ! 
Hearing thy mildneſs prais'd in every town, 
Thy virtues ſpoke of, and thy beauty founded; 
Yet not ſo deeply as to thee belongs: 

Myſelf am mov'd to woo thee for my wife. 

KaTH. Mov'd! in good time; let him that mov'd 

you hither, 
Remove you hence ; I knew you at the firſt 
You were a moveable. 

PeT, Why, what's a moveable ? 

KaTH, A jcin'd ſtool, 

PET, Thou haſt hit it; come, lit bn me. 

KATH: Aﬀes are made to bear, and ſo are you. 

Per. Women are made to bear, and ſo are you. 


KATH, No ſuch jade, Sir, as you, if me you mear: 


PET, Alas, good Kate, I will not burthen thee, 
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For knowing thee to be but young and light — 
Kar. Too light for ſuch a ſwain as you to catch; 
150 yet as heavy as my weight ſhould be.“ 


* weight mond be. | 
£65 Pr r. Should be! ſhould! buz. | 
Z KaTH. Well ta'en, and like a buzzard. 
Per. Oh ſlow-wing'd turtle, ſhall a buzzard take thee? 
* Kara. Ay, for a turtle, as he takes a buzzard. 
4 PET. Come, come you waſp, i'faith you are too angry. 
᷑r. Earn, If I be waſpiſh, beſt beware my ſting, 
hard & Per. My remedy is then to pluck it out. 
" ® Kar. Ay, if the fool could find it where it lyes. 
Pr. Who knows not where a waſp doth wear bis ſting? 
Kate, In his tail. 
EKH. In his tongue. 
Per. Whoſe tongue? 
KATH, Yours if you talk of tails, and ſo farewel. 
Pe r. What, with my tongue in your tail? nay, come again? 2 
od Kate, I am a gentleman. 
KATH. That I'll try. [ She ſtrikes him. 
PET. I ſwear I'll cuff yon, if you ſtrike again. 
KATH. So may you loſe your arms. 
It you ſtrike me you are no gentleman, 
; And if no gentleman, why then no arms. 
ov'd Peer. A herald, Kate? oh put me in thy books. 
= KaTH. What is your creſt, a coxcomb ? 
PET. A combleſs cock, ſo Kate will be my hen. 
KATH, No cock of mine, you crow too like a craven. 
PET. Nay, come Kate; come, you mult not look ſo ſower. 
KATH. It is my faſhion when I ſee a crab. 
Pr. Why here's no crab, and therefore look not ſo ſowet; 
KATA. There is, there is. | 
PET. Then ſhew it me. 
KATH. Had I a glaſs I would. 
Prr. What, you mean my face? 
Vor. III. 


ear: 
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Pr r. Nay,hear you Kate. Inſooth you ſcape not ſo, 
KarTH, I chafe you if I tarry; let me go. 

PE r. No, not a whit, I find you paſſing gentle: 

*T was told me you were rough, and coy, and ſullen, 

And now I find report a very liar, 

For thou art pleaſant, gameſome, paſſing courteous, 

But ſlow in ſpeech, yet ſweet as ſpring· time flowers. 

Thou can'ſt not frown, thou can'ſt not look aſcance, 

Nor bite the lip, as angry wenches will, 

Nor haſte thou pleaſure to be croſs in talk: 


But thou with mildneſs entertain'ſt thy wooers, 


With gentle conf rence, ſoft and affable. 

Why doth the world report that Kate doth limp ? 

Oh ſland'rous world! Kate, like the hazle twig, 

Is (trait, and flender, and as brown in hue 

As hazle nuts, and ſweeter than the kernels, 

O let me ſee thee walk: thou doſt not halt. 

Kar n. Go fool, and whom thou keep'ſt command, 
PET Did ever Dian ſo become a grove, 

As Kate this chamber with her princely gaite ? 

O be thou Dian, and let her be Kate, 

And then let Kate be chaſte, and Dian ſportful. 
Karn Where did youſtndy all this goodly ſpeech? 
PE r. It is exlempore, from my mother-wit, 
KATH, A witty mother, witleſs elſe her fon, 

Pr r. Am I not wiſe ? 
KaTH. Yes, keep you warn, 


KATH, Well aim'd of ſuch a young one. 

PET. Now, by St. George | am too young fot you, 
KATH. Yet you are wither'd, 

Pr. ? | is with cares, 

KATH. I care not, 


PzT, Nay, et. 


* 


and. 


ech? 


Per, Why ſo mean, ſweet Katharine, i in thy bed: 
And therefore ſetting all this chat aſide, 

Thus in plain terms : your father hath conſented 
That you ſhall be my wife; your dow'ry 'greed on, 
Ind will you, nill you, I will marry you. 


Now, Kate, I am a huſband for your turn, 


For by this light, whereby I ſee thy beauty, 
Thy beauty that doth make me like thee well, 
Thou maſt be married to no man but me. 

For [am he am born to tame you Kate, 

4a bring you from a wild cat to a Kate, 
Conformable as other houſhold Kates; 

Here comes your father, never make denial, 

1 mult and will have Katharine to my wife. 


SCENE V. 


Enter Bar TIs TA, GREMIO, and TRAx I. 


Bay. Now, Signior Petruchio, how ſpeed you with 
my daughter ? 

PET. How but well, Sir? how but well? 

It were impoſſible I ſhould ſpeed amiſs. [dumps? 


* 4 e 5 
0 os 1 * . 
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Bar. Why how now daughter Katharine, in your 


Kar. Call you me daughter ? now I promiſe you 
Fou've ſhew'd a tender fatherly regard, 
To wiſh me wed to one half lunatic, 
A madcap ruffian, and a ſwearing jack, 
That thinks with oaths to face the matter out. 
4 Per. Father, 'tis thus; yourſelf and all the world 
f hat talk'd of her, have talk d amiſs of her; 
If ſhe be curs'd, it is for policy, 


For ſhe's not froward, but modeſt as the dove: 
Phe is not hot, but temperate as the morn, 
For patience ſhe will prove a ſecond Griflel, 


F 2 
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And Roman Lucrece for her chaſtity. 4 
And to conclude, we've 'greed ſo well together, N 
That upon Sunday i is the wedding day. 

KATH, I'll ſee thee hang'd on Sunday firſt, 

GRE, Hark: Petruchio ! ſhe ſays ſhe'll ſee thee 

hang'd firſt, 
TA. Is this your ſpeeding? nay then, good night 
our part! 

Per. Be patient, Sirs, I chuſe her for myſelf, 
If ſhe and I be pleas d, what's that to you? 
Tis bargain d 'twixt us twain, being alone, 
That ſhe ſhall ſtill be curs'd in company. 
I tell you 'tis incredible to believe 
How much ſhe loves me; oh the kindeſt Kate ? 
She hung about my neck, and kiſs on kiſs 
She vy'd ſo fait, proteſting oath on oath, 
That in a twink ſhe won me to her love. 
Oh you are novices; 'tis a world to ſee, 
How tame (when men and women are alone) 
A+ meacock wretch can make the curſteſt ſhrew. 
Give me thy hand, Kate, I will unto Venice, 


To buy apparel *gainſt the wedding day; 3 'Ti 
Father, provide t the feaſt, and bid the gueſts, = Th 
Iwill be ſure my Katharine ſhall be fine. Sha 


Bap. I know not what to ſay, but give your hands. 82) 
God ſend you joy, Petruchio, 'tis a match. E 
GRE, TRA. Amen ſay we, we will be witneſſes, 
Per. Father, and wife, and gentlemen, adicu, 

1 will to Venice, Sunday comes apace, 
We will have rings and things, and fine array, 
And kiſs me, Kate, we will be married a Sunday. 
[ Ex, Petruchio and Katharina. 


t meacock, or mew-cock, an effeminate fellow, 


© 
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SCENE VI. 


© Gre, Was ever match clapt up ſo ſuddenly ? 
Barr. Faith, gentlemen, I play a merchant's part, 
| Ind venture madly on a deſperate mart, 

Ta. Twas a commodity lay fretting by you; 
will bring you gain, or periſh on the ſeas. 

BAP. The gain 1 ſeek, is quiet in the match. 
GRE. No doubt but he hath got a quiet catch: 


hut now Baptiſta, to your younger daughter, 


Now is the day we long have looked for: 

am your neighbour, and was ſuitor firſt, 

Ta a. And I am one that love Bianca more 

Than words can witneſs or your thoughts can gueſs, 

SER. Youngling ! thou canſt not love ſo dear as l. 

Tx a. Grey-beard ! thy love doth freeze. 

6E. Bur thine doth fry, 

Skipper, ſtand back; 'tis age that nouriſheth. 

Ta A. But youth in ladies eyes that flouriſheth, 

Bar. Content you gentlemen, I will compound 
this ſtrife; 


Tis deeds muſt wine the prize, and he of both 


That can aſſure my daughter greateſt dower, 
Shall have Bianca's love. 


1 Say, Signior Gremio, what can you aſſure her? 

S x. Firſt, as you know, my houſe within the city 
Is richly furniſhed with plate and gold, 

7 Baſons and ewers to lave her dainty hands: 

i My hangings all of Tyrian tapeſtry; 


In ivory coffers I have ſtufft my crowns ; 
In cypreſs cheſts my arras, counterpanes, 
cell apparel, tents and canopies, 

Fine linnen, Turkey cuſhions boſs'd with pearl; 


| © Yalance of Venice gold in needle-work 
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Pewter and braſs, and all things that belong 
To houſe, or houſe-keeping + then at my farm 
I have a hundred milch-kine to the pail, 
Sixſcore fat oxen ſtanding in my ſtalls ; 

And all things anſwerable to this portion. 
Myſelf am (truck in years, I mult confeſs, 
And if I die to-morrow this is hers, 

If whilſt 1 live ſhe will be only mine. 

Ta a. That ny came well in. Sir, liſt to me; 

I am my father's heir, and only ſon; 

If I may have your daughter to my wife, 

I'll leave her houſes three or four as good, 

Within rich Fiſa walls, as any one 

Old Signior Gremio has in Padua; 

Beſides two thouſand ducats by the year 

Of fruitful land; all which ſhall be her jointure. 

What, have l pinch'd you, >ignior Gremio ? 
GRE, Two thouſand ducats by the year of land 

My land amounts not to ſo much in all : 

That ſhe ſhall have, beſides an Argoſie 

That now is lying in Marſcilles's road. 

What, have I choakt you with an Argolie ? 

Ta. Gremio, tis known my father hath no leſe 
Than three great Argoſies, beſides two galliaſſes, 
And twelve tight gallies ; theſe I will aſſure her, 
And twice as much, what e'er thou offer'ſt next. 

GRE. Nay, I have offer'd all; I have no more; 
And ſhe can have no more than all 1 have ; 

If you like me, the ſhall have me and mine. . 

Tra. Why then the maid is mine from all the world, ÞF 
By your firm promiſe ; Gremio is out · vied. = 

Bar I muſt confeſs your offer is the belt ; 
And let your father make her the aſſurance, 
She is your own, elſe you muſt pardon me : 
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it you ſhould die before him, where's her dower ! 
TIA. That's but a cavil; he is old, I young. 
Gaze. And may not young men die as well as old? 
Bae, Well, gentlemen, then 1 am thus reſolv'd: 

On Sunday next, you know, 

My daughter Katharine is to be married : 

Now on the Sunday following ſhall Bianca 

Be ride to you, if you make this aſſurance z 

If dot, to Signtor Gremio : 

And ſo l take my leave, and thank you both. [ Exit; 
Ge, Adieu, good neighbour. Now l fear thee not: 

Sirrah, young gameſter, your Father were a fool 

To give thee all; and in his waining age 

Set foot under thy table : tut! a toy ! 

An old Italian fox is not ſo kind, my boy. Exit. 

T4. A vengeance on your crafty wither'd hide, 

Yet [ have fac'd it with a card of ten : 

Tis in my head to do my maſter good: 

Ifee no reaſon, but ſuppos'd Lucentio 


47 


May get a father, call'd ſuppos'd Vincentio; 


And that's a wonder : fathers commonly 

Do get their children ; but in this caſe of wooing, 
Wehild (hall get a ſire, if 1 fail not of my cunning. [ Exit. 
4 [Sly fheaks 25 one 6— 
1 's LY. Sim, außen will the foal come again 


LY 


l Siu. Anon, my Lord. 
Sr v. Give's ſome more drink hers — where's the 


: er? here Kim, eat ſame of theſe things. 
I Stn, So I db, my Lord. 


dx: r. Here Si im, IJdrint to ther, 
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AkCT:-i.--3SCENTDE 1. 


Continues in Padua. 
Enter LucEnT10, HorTENS10, and BIAx c. 
|  _Lvcenrto. 
Idler, forbear; you grow too forward, Sir: 
Have you fo ſoon forgot the entertainment 
Her ſiſter Katharine weleom'd you withal ? 
Hor. Wrangling pedant, this 
The patroneſs of heavenly harmony 
Then give me leave to have prerogative 
And when in muſic we have ſpent an hour, 
Your lecture ſhall have leiſure for as much. 
Luc. Prepoſterous aſs, that never read ſo far 
To know the cauſe why muſic was ordain'd: 
Was it not to refreſh the mind of man 
After his ſtudies, or his uſual pain ? 
Then give me leave to read philoſophy, 
And while I pauſe ſerve in your harmony. 
Ho. Sirrah, I will not bear theſe braves of thin: 
Bran, Why, gentlemen, you do me double wrong 
To ſtrive for that which reſteth in my choice: 
I am no breeching ſcholar in the ſchools ; 
I'll not be tied to hours, nor pointed times, 
But learn my leſſons as I pleaſe myſelf ; 
And to cut off all ſtrife, here fit we down, 
Take you your inſtrument, play you the while, 
His lecture will be done ere you have tun'd. 
Ho. You'll leave his lecture when I am in tune! 
[ Hortenſio eiiie 
Luc. That will be never: tune your inſtrument: 
Brax. Where left we laſt ? 


NA, 


at 


thine, 
WT OD} 
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Luc. Here, Madam: Hic ibat Simois, hic e/t Sigeia 
7 tellus, 

Hic ſteterat Priami regia celſa ſenis, 

Bran Conſtrue them. 

Luc. Hic ibat, as I told you before, Simoit, I am 
3 hic eſt, ſon unto Vincentio of Piſa, Sigeia 
tellus, diſguis'd thus to get your love, Hic ſteterat, and 
that Lucentio that comes a wooing, Priami, is my 
man Tranio, regia, bearing my port, cel/a ſenis, that 
we might beguile the old Pantaloon. 

Hon. Madam, my inſtrument s in tune. | Returning, 

Bix. Let's hear. O ſie, the treble j jars. 

Luc. Spit in the hole, man, and tune again. 

Biax. Now let me ſee if I can conſtrue it: Hic ibat 
Genet, I know you not, hic eſt Sigeia tellus, 1 truſt 
you not, hic ſteterat Priami, take heed he hear us not, 
regia, preſume not, celſa ſenis, deſpair not. 

Honk. Madam, tis now in tune, 

Luc. All but the baſe. 

Ho. The baſe is right, 'tis the baſe knave that jars, 

How fiery and how froward is our pedant | 

Now for my life, that knave doth court my love; 

ene, ['1] watch you better yet. 

= Bian, In time I may believe, yet I miſtruſt, 


Luc Miſtruſt it not, for ſure Aeacides 


Was Ajax, call'd ſo from his grandfather. [you, 
Bax I muſt believe my maſter, elſe I promiſe 
Would be arguing ſtill upon that doubt 

t let it reſt, Now Licio to you : 
Gpod maſters, take it not unkindly, pray, 
That | have been thus pleaſant with you both, 
Ho. You may go walk, and give me leave a while, 
my leſſons make no muſic in three parts. 


Luc. Are you ſg formal, Sir? well, 1 muſt wait, 
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And watch withal ; for, but I be deceiy'd, 
Our fine muſician groweth amorous. 

Hor. Madam, before you touch the inſtrument, 4 
To learn the order of my fingering, 1 
I muſt begin with rudiments of art, 3 
To teach you Gamut in a briefer ſort, 

More pleaſant, pithy, and effeQual, 
Than hath been taught by any of my trade; 
And there it is in writing fairly drawn, 

Bran, Why, 1 am paſt my Gamut long ago. 

Ho R. Yet read the Gamut of Hortenſio, 

B1AaN. [reading.] Gamut I am, the ground of all 

accord, 

Are, to plead Hortenſio's paſſion, 

B mi, Bianca, take him for thy lord, 
 Cfaut, that loves with all affection, 
D ſol re, one cliff, but two notes have , 
Elami, ſhow pity, or 1 die. 

Call you this Gamut ? tut, I like it not; 
Old faſhions pleaſe me beſt ? I'm not ſo nite 
To change true rules for new inventions. 

Enter a ſervaiit. 
Serv. Miſtreſs, your father prays you leave your 
books, 
And help to dreſs your ſiſter's chamber up; 
You know to-morrow is the wedding- day. 
B1AN. Farewel ſweet maſters both; i muſt be gone. 
Exit. 
Luc. Faith miſtreſs, then 1 have ho cauſe to ſtay, 
Exit, 

Hon. But I have cauſe to pry into this ut; ; 

Methinks he looks as though he were in love : 
Yet if thy thoughts, Bianca, be ſo humble, 
To caſt thy wandring eyes on every tale; 


ent, 


df all 


| 7; he Taming of the Shrew. Hf. 2. 5 
ze thee who liſt ; if once I find thee ranging, 


He rtenſio will be quit with thee by changing. [ Exit. 


SCENE ll. 


| ner BAaetIiSTA, Grtmio, Tranto, Kiri 


1 NA, LUCENT10, BLANCA, and attendants. 


hat Kath'rine and Petruchio ſhould be married 


Bar. Signior Lucentio, this is the 'pointed day 
1 yet we hear not of our ſon-in-law. 


What will be ſaid ? what mockery will it be, 


To want the bridegroom when the prieſt attends 
To ſpeak the ceremonial rites of marriage? 
hat ſays Lucentio to this ſhame of ours ? 


| Yo KaTH. No ſhame but mine; I mult, forſooth, be 


is forc'd 

To give my hand oppos'd againſt my heart, 

Vnto a mad - brain rudesby, full of ſpleen, 

Who woo'd in haſte, and means to wed at leiſure. 
told you, I, be was a frantic fool, 

Hiding his bitter jeſts in blunt behaviour: 

Bad to be noted for a merry man, 

He'll woo a thouſand, point the day of marriage, 
- ake friends, i invite, yes, and proclaim the banes; 


4 et never means to wed where he hath woo'd. 
Now muſt the world point at poor Katharine, 


And ſay, Io there is mad Petruchio's wife, 


; 1 it would pleaſe him come and marry her. 


TA. Patience, good Katharine, and Baptiſta too; 
Upon my. life Petruchio means but well, 
hat ever fortune ſtays him from his word. 


3 ; Tho he be blunt, I know him paſſing wiſe ; 
YZ 8 * ho' he be merry, yet withal he's honeſt. 


© 4 


*KATH#. Would Katharine had never ſeen him tho' [ 
G 2 [ Exit weeping. 
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Bap. Go, girl; 1 cannot blame thee now to weep; 6 im 


For ſuch an injury would vex a ſaint, 
Much more a threw of thy impatient humour, 


S G EN E 111. 
Enter BroNDELLO, 


Bron. Maſter, maſter; old news, and ſuch news a: 
you never heard of. 
Bar. It is new and old too ? how may that be? 
Bron, Why, is it not news to hear of Pctruchio'; 
coming ? 

Bay. Is he come? 

Biox. Why no, Sir, 

Pay. What then ? 

Bion, He's coming, | 

Bap. When will he be here? [ there, 

Bio x. When he ſtands where I am, and fees you 

TRA. But ſay, what to thine old news? 

BiON. Why Petruchio is coming in a new hat and 
an old jerkin ; a pair of old breeches thrice turn'd; 
© a pair of boots that have been candle-caſes, one 
© backled, another lac'd; an old ruſty ſword ta'en out 
© of the town-armory, with a broken hilt, and chape- 
© leſs, with two broken points; his horſe hip d with 
© an old mothy faddle, the ſtirrups of no kindred ; be- 
© ſides poſſeſt with the glanders, and like to moſs in 

© the chine, troubled with the lampaſſe, infected with 
© the faſhions, full of windpalls, ſped with ſpavins, 
© raied with the yellows, paſt cure of the fives, ſtark 
© ſpoiled with the ſtaggers, begnawn with the bots, 
* waid in the back and ſhoulder-ſhotten. near-legg'd 
© before, and with a half checkt bit, and a headſtall 


c 


of ſheep's leather, which being reſtrain d to kecp 
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m from ſtumbling hath been often burſt, and now | 


®Txe1air'd with knots; one girt fix times piec'd, and 
C woman s crupper of velure, which hath two let- 
: 2 for her name, fairly ſet down in ſtuds, and here 
d there pieced with packthread. 

Bar. W ho comes with bim? 

"Bron, © Oh Sir, his lackey, for all the world capa- 
blond like the horſe, with a linnen ſtock on ont 
leg, and a kerſey boot-hoſe on the other, garter'd 


_ #%ith a red and blue liſt; an old hat, and the humour 


of forty fancies prickt up in t for a feather: a mon- 


af 


ſter, a very monſter in apparel, and not like a Chri- 


ſtian footboy, or gentleman's lackey. 

” Trax Tis ſome odd humour pricks him to this 
1 faſhion; 
Vet oftentimes he goes but mean apparell'd. 

+ Bay, lam glad he's come, howſoever he comes. 

» Bion, Why Sir, he comes not. 
is Bar. Didſt thou not fay he comes? 

x Bion, Who? that Petruchio came? 
Bar. Ay, that Petruchio came. 
Box. No, Sir; 1 {ay his horſe comes with him on 


bis back. 


Bae Why that's all one. 


# Bron, Nay, by St. Jamy, I hold you a penny 


horſe and'a man is more than one,and yet not many. 


SCENE IV. 


1 Enter PzT&UCH10 and Geunio fantaſtically 
0 habited, 


Per Come,wherebetheſe gallants? who is at home? 
| Bar. You're welcome, Sir. 
3k Per, And yet I come not well, 
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Bar. And yet you halt not. | 
Ta. Not ſo well''parell'd as I wiſh you were, 

PET. Were it better, I ſhould ruſh in thus. 

But where is Kate ? where is my lovely bride ? 

How does my father? gentles, methinks you frown 

And wherefore gaze this goodly company, 

As if they ſaw ſome wondrous monument, 

Some comet, or unuſual prodigy ? Uday: 
Bar. Why, Sir, you know this is your wedding 


Firſt were we ſad, fearing you would not come; 


Now ſadder, that you come ſo unprovided, 
Fie, doff this habit, ſhame to your eſtate, 
An eye-ſore to our ſolemn feſtival. 
TRA. And tell us what occaſion of import 
Hath all ſo long detain'd you from your wife, 
And ſent you hither ſo unlike yourſelf? 
PE r. Tedious it were to tell, and barſh to hear: 
Sufficeth I am come to keep my word, 
Tho' in ſome part enforced to 3 
Which at more leiſure I will ſo excuſe, 


As you ſhall well be ſatisfied withal. 


But where is Kate? I ſtay too long from her; 
The morning wears; tis time we were at church. 
TA. See not your bride in thefe unreverent robe: 
Go to my chamber, put on cloaths of mine. 
Pr. Not I; believe me, thus I'll viſit ber. 
Bae. But thus, I truſt, you will not marry her. 
PET. Good ſooth, even thus ; therefore ha' done 
with words; 
To me ſhe's married, not unto my eloaths: 
Could I repair what ſhe will wear in me, 
As I could change theſe poor accoutrements, 
*T were well for Kate, and better for myſelf. 
But what a fool am I to chat with you, 


ch. 
robes; 


er, 
done 
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When 1 ſhould bid good-morrow to my bride, 
ſeal the title with a lovely kiſs ? [Exit. 
T's a. He bath ſome meaning in his mad attire : 
We will perſuade him, be it poſſible, 

| put on better, ere he go to church. 

Par. Ill after him, and ſee the event of this, Exit. 


SCENE x. 


ZTx4. But, Sir, our love concerneth us to add 
Her father's liking ; which to bring to paſs, 

l before imparted to your worſhip, 

am to get a man, (whate'er he be 

ſcills not much, we'll fit him to our turn) 

nd he ſhall be Vincentio of Piſa, 

And make aſſurance here in Padua 

f greater ſums than I have promiſed : 

| bs ſhall you quietly enjoy your hope, 

And marry ſweet Bianca with conſent. 

Lue. Were it not that my fellow ſchool-maſter 
Noth watch Bianca's ſteps ſo narrowly, 

FT were good methinks to ſteal our marriage; 
Which onee perform'd, let all the worldd ſay no, 
Il keep my own, deſpight of all the world. 
Ta. That by degrees we mean to look into, 


And watch our vantage in this buſineſs : 


e'll over-reach the gray-beard Gremio, 


3 1 he narrow-prying father Minola, 
The quaint muſieian amorous Licio; 
All for my maſter's ſake Lucentio. 
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SCENE VI. 


Enter GREMIO. 


Now, Signior Gremio, came you from the church ? 
GRE. As willingly as e'er | came from ſchool. 
TA. And is the bride and bridegruom comiay 

home? 
Gre A bridegroom ſay you? 'tis a groom indeed, 

A grumbling groom, and that the girl ſhall find, 
TA. Cruſter than the ? why tis impoſſible, 
GRE. Why hes a devil, a devil, a very fiend. 
TRA. Why ſhe's a devil, a devil, the devil's dam, 
GRE. Tur, ſhe's a lamb, a dove, a fool to him: 

III tell you, Sir Lucentio, when the prieſt 

Should aſk if Katharine ſhould be his wife ? 

Ay, by gogs woons, quoth he; and ſwore ſo loud, 

That all amaz'd the prieſt let fall the book; 

And as he ſtoop'd again to take it up, 

This mad brain'd bridegroom took him ſuch a cuff, 

That down fell prieſt and book, and book and prieſt. 

Now take them up, quoth he, if any liſt. 

Tra. What ſaid the wench, when he roſe up again! 
GRE. Trembled and ſhook; for why, he ſtamp'd 
and ſwore, 

As if the yicar meant to cozen him, 

But after many ceremonies done, 

He calls for wine: a health, quoth he; as if 

H'ad been aboard carowzing to his mates # 

After a ſtorm; quaft off the muſcadel, 1 

And threw the ſops all in the ſexton's face ; 3 

Having no other cauſe, but that his beard 

Grew thin and hungerly, and ſeem'd to aſk 

His ſops as he was drinking. This done, he took 

The bride about the neck, and kiſt her lips 
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With ſuch a clamorous ſmack, that at the parting 

M1 the church eccho'd; and I ſeeing this, 

me thence for very ſhame ; and after me 


ch? &now the rout is coming : 
ol. 8 ch a mad marriage never was before. 
omi Mark, hark, 1 hear the minſtrels play. [Mufic plays. 
SCENE VII. 

ndeed, 3 
1. y Huter PETRUCH1O, KATHARINA, BIAxeA, HoR- 
1 TENSIO, and BAPTISTA. 
d. 1 par. Gentlemen and friends, I thank you for your 
dam. pains: 
im: I know you think to dine with me to- day, 

And have prepar'd great ſtore of wedding cheer z 

Put ſoit is, my haſte doth call me hence; 

ud, And therefore here I mean to take my leave. 

Bar. Is't poſſible you will away to- night? 

= Per, I muſt away to day, before night come. 
uf, Make it no wonder; if you knew my buſineſs, 
prieſt, ou would intreat me rather go than ſtay. 

End honeſt company, I thank you all, 

gain! That have beheld me give away myſelf 
amp'd To this moſt patient, ſweet and virtuous wife. 


Dine with my father, drink a health to me, 

or | muſt hence, and farewel to you all. 

Tra, Let us intreat you ſtay till after dinner. 

PET, It may not be. 

GRE, Let me intreat you. 

PET. It cannot be. 

KaTH, Let me intreat you. 

= Per. I am content. | 
Kar. Are you content to ſtay ? 

- XR Per. Il am content you ſhall intreat me ſtay; 

Zut yet not ſtay, intreat me how you Can. 

Vor. III. H 


P oF 


That ſtops my way in Padua: Grumio, 
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Karu Now, if you love me, ſtay. 1.4 
Pfr. Grumio, my horſes. | 


Gau. Ay, dir, they be ready: the oats have eaten on 
the horſes. | þ 
KaTH. Nay then c 


Do what thou cantt, I will not go to day; 7 
No, nor to motrow, nor till I pleaſe myſelf: 1 
The door is open, Sir. there lyes your way, 11 
You may be jogging while your boots are green, 1 
For me, III not go, till I pleaſe myſelf: : 
*Tis like you Il prove a jolly ſurly groom, f 
That take it on you at the firſt fo roundly. 


PET. O Kate content thee; pr'ythee be not angr. Foi 
Kath | will be angry: what haſt thou to do? vo 
Father, be quiet ; he thall ſtay my lciſure, by 
GRE. Ay, marry Sir, now it begins to work. Au 


Karu. Gentlemen, forward to the bridal - dinner. 
Iſee a woman may be made a fool, 
If ſhe had not a ſpirit to teſiſt. | 
Pr. They ſhall go forward, Kate, at thy command. 
Obey the bride, you that attend on her: | 
Go to the feait, revel and domincer ; 
Carowſe full meaſure to her maiden head; f 
Be mad and merry, or go hang yourſelves; 1 
But for my bonny Kate. ſhe muſt with me. 
Nay look not big, nor ſtamp uor ſtare, nor fret, 
I will be maſter of what is mine own; 
She is my goods, my chattels, the is my houſe, 
My houſhold ituff, my field, my barn, 
My horſe, my ox. my aſs, my any thing; 
And here ſhe ſtands, touch her who ever dare; 
I'll bring my action on the proudeſt he, 


Draw forth thy weapon; we're beſet with thieves 


eatey 
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eſcue thy miſtreſs if thou be a man: 


Hear not, ſweet wench they ſha'l not touch thee, Kate; 
1 I'll buckler thee againſt « million [ &xe. Pet. and Kath, 


Bay. Nay. let them go. a couple of quiet ones. 
GRE. Went they not quickly, 1 ſhould die with 
laughing. 
Tra. Of all mad matches, never was the like, 
Luc. Miſtreſs, what's your opinion of your ſiſter ? 
Bian. That being mad herſelf, ſhe's madly mated, 
GN. Il warrant him Petruchio is Kated 
Bae Neighbours aid friends, tho? bride and bride» 
groom want 


For to ſupply the places at the table 


You know there wants no junkets at the feaſt : 
Lucentio, you ſupply the bridegroom's place, 
And let Bianca take her ſiſter s room. 
TzAa Shall ſweet Bianca practiſe how to bride it? 
Bar. She ſhall, Lucentio : gentlemen, let's go. 
LExeunt. 


r WV EN 1. 
| Petruchis's Country Houſe, 


Enter GRUMio 


| GRUMIO, 
IE, fie on all tired jades, and all mad maſters, 
and all foul ways! was ever man ſo beaten ? was 
ever man ſo raide? was ever man ſo weary? I am 
ſent before to make a fire, and they are coming after 
to warm them: now were I not alittle pot, and ſoon 
hot, my very lips might freeze to my teeth, my tongue 
to the roof of my mouth, my heart in my belly, ere 
I ſhould come by a fire to thaw me; but I with blow- 
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ing the fire ſhall warm myſelf; for conſidering the 
weather, a taller man than I will take cold : holla, 
hoa, Curus ! 

Enter Cuxris. 

CugT. Who is it that calls ſo coldly ? 

Gau. A piece of ice. If thou doubt it, thou may'lt 
flide from my ſhoulder to my heel, with no greater a 
run but my head and my neck. A fire, good Curtis. 

Curr. Is my maſter and his wife coming, Grumio? 

Gru Oh ay, Curtis, ay; and therefore fire, fire, 
caſt on no water, | 

Cox r. Is ſhe ſo hot a ſhrew as ſhe's reported? 

GR. She was, good Curtis, before the froſt ; but 
thou know'tt winter tames man, woman and beaſt, for 
it hath tam'd my old maſter, and my new miſtreſs, and 
my ſelf, fellow Curtis. | 

Cuxr. Away, you three-inch'd fool; I am no 
beaſt. 

GRV. Am I but three inches? why thy horn is a 


foot, and ſo long am 1 at the leaſt. But wilt thou 
make a fire, or ſhall l complain on thee to our mi- 
ſtreſs, whoſe hand, ſhe being now at hand, thou ſhalt ' 
ſoon feel to thy cold comfort, for being flow in thy 


hot office. 

Curr, I pr'ythee, good Grumio, tell me, how goes 
the world ? | 

Grvu. A cold world, Curtis, in every office but 
thine; and therefore fire: do thy duty, and have thy 
duty: for my maſter and miſtreſs are almoſt frozen 
to death. 

CukrT. There's fire ready; and therefore, good 
Grumio, the news, 

GRV. Why, Jack boy, ho boy, and as much news 
as thou wilt, 
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ng the Cur r. Come, you are ſo full of conycatching. 
holla, Gu. Why therefore fire; for | have caught ex- 
eam cold, Where's the cook? is ſupper ready, the 
Houſe trimm'd, ruſhes ſtrew'd, cobwebs ſwept, the 
rvingmen in their new fuſtian, their white ſtockings, 
nay't nd every officer his wedding garment on? be the 
atera Jacks fair within, the Jills fair without, carpets laid, 
tis. And every thing in order? 
1mio!? Cu r. All ready: and therefore I pray thee what 
, fire, pews? 
Z Gav, Firſt, know my horſe is tired, my maſter and 
? niſtreſs fall'n our. 
; but Car. How? 
t, for Gu. Out of their ſaddles into the dirt; and there+ 
„and py hangs a tale. | 
Curr. Let's ha't, good Grumio. 
n no GRV. Lend thine ear. 
Cugr. Here. 
is a GRV. There. DStribes him. 
thou Coxr. This is to feel a tale, not to hear a tale. | 
m- xv. And therefore tis call'd a ſenſible tale: and 
ſhalt this cuff was but to knock at your ear, and beſcech 
thy | Miltning. Now I begin: 1wmprimis we came down a foul 
mill, my maſter riding behind my miſtreſs. 
goes Cor. Both on one horſe ? 
GU. What's that to thee ? 
but CurT, Why a horſe, 
thy | av. Tell thou the tale. But hadſt thou not croft 
zen me, thou ſhould ſt have heard how her hore fell, and 
ſhe under her horſe: thou {hould'{t have heard in 
ood how miry a place, how ſhe was bemoil'd, how he left 


&WS 
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her with the horſe upon her, how he beat me becauſe 
her horſe ſtumbled, how ſhe waded through the dirt 
* to pluck him off me; how he ſwore, how ſhe pray d 
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that never pray'd beſore ; how | cry'd, how the horſe 255 
ran away, how her bridle was burſt, how 1 loſt ny 5 


crupper: with many things of worthy memory, which 
now ſhall die in oblivion, and thou return unexpert · 
enc'd to thy grave, 
CukT By this reckoning he is more ſhrew than ſhe, XZ 
Gau. Ay, and that thou and the proudeſt of you pz 
all ſhall find when he comes home. But what talk! 


t 
of this * call forth Nathaniel, Joſeph, Nicholas, Phi: ** 
lip, Walter, Sugerſop, and the reſt: let their head; Al 
be ſleeky comb'd, their blue coats bruſh'd, and their Ps 


garrers of an indifterent knit; let them curt'ſie with 
their left legs, and not preſume to touch a hair of my 
maſter's horſe tail, till they kiſs their hands. Ar: 
they all ready ? 

Coar They are. 

Gu. Call them forth. 

Cu r. Do you hear, ho? you muſt meet my ma- 
ſter to countenance my miſtreſs. 

Gu. Why ſhe hath a face of her own. 

CurT. Who knows not that? 


Gau. Thou it ſeems, that call 'it for company te * 
eountenance her. And 
Cuxr. I call them forth to credit her. be 
Enter four or five Serving- men. The 


Gau. Why ſhe comes to borrow nothing of them. yet 
NaT. Welcome home, Grumio, 


Parr. Haw now, Grumio ? 5 , 
Jos. What, Grumio! 2 Wh 
Nich, Fellow Grumio! W} 
Narn. How now, old lad. ETD Ya. 
GU. Welcome you; how now you; what you; 


fellow you; and thus much for greeting. Now, my i Wi 


| fpruce companions, is all ready, and all things neat? 


horſe 


1 my 
which 


xperi · 


n ſhe, 
f you 
talk! 
„Phi. 
heads 


theit 


wh 
of my 
Are 


y . 


ny te 


them, 


you; 
y, my 
eat? 


er SE edi 


j Where. is the liſe that late I led? 
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Na r. All things are ready . how near is our maſter? 
Gu. Een at hand, alighted by this, and therefore 
not—cock's paſſion, ſilence, I hear my malter, 


SCENE II. 


Enter PETRUCHIO and KATE, 


7 PxT. Where be theſe knaves? what, no man at 
Qoor to hold my ſtirrup, nor to take my hoſe ? where 
& Nathaniel, Gregory, Philip? 

All SERV Here, here, ir; here, Sir. 
Par. Here Sir, here Sir, here Sir, here Sir? 
You loggerheaded and unpoliſh'd grooms : 

hat ? no attendance ? no regard ? no duty.? 
Where is the fooliſh knave I ſent before? 

Gau. Here Sir. as fooliſh as I was before. 

PET, You pleaſant ſwain, you whoreſon, malt- 

horſe drudge, 


Did not 1 bid thee meet me in the park, 


And bring along the raſc.i] knaves with thee? 
Sa. Nathaniel's coat, Sir, was not fully made: 
And Gabriel's pumps were all unpink'd i'th heel: 


There was no link to colour Peter's hat, 


And Walter's dagger was not come from ſheathing: 
There were none fine, but Adam, Kalph, and Gregory, 
The reſt were ragged, old and beggatly, 


let as they are, here are they come to meet you. 
Par. Go, raſcals, go and fetch. my ſupper io. 


[ Ex. Serv, 


Where are thoſe * fir down Kate, 
And welcome. Soud, ſoud, ſoud. ſoud. 
Enter Servants with ſutper. 
| Why whey ſay 2-083, good ſweet Kale be merrr- 
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64 The Taming of the Shrew, Iv. 2. 5 
Off with my boots, you oak you villains, when? nd! 
[Sings Pp: 


1 It wa the ſriar of W grey, And b 
i As he forth walked on his way. Wace 
it il Out, out, you rogue, you pluck my foot awry. Than 
WW Take that, and mind the plucking off the other. Be pat 
if Wk | [Strikes bin. nd f 
ll * Be merry, Kate: ſome water here; what hoa. eme 
5 Enter one with water, ? 

Wl. Where's my ſpaniel [roilus ? firrah, get you hence, N. 
i | And bid my couſin Ferdinand come hither : I 
| 1 0 One, Kate, that you mult kiſs, and be acquainted with, Þ} © 
Li) | | Where are my ſhippers ? ſhall l have ſome water? = 
1 Come Kate, and waſh, and welcome heartily : 180 
| | I! You whoreſon villain, will you let it fall ? . 
1 | Kar. Patience, I pray you, 'twas a fault unwilling, * nd 
| 9 PE r. A whoreſon, beatle · headed, flat ear d knave:: Nn 
ö 6 lll Come Kate, fit down, 1 know you have a ſtomach, f nd 
IN! 9 Will you give thanks, ſweet Kate, or elſe ſhalll? P 
| 11 What's this, mutton ? "IJ 

iſt il 1 SER. Yes, 

it 0 PRE r. Who brought it: 

1 SER. I. 


P Ex. Tis burnt, and ſo is all the meat: 1 
What dogs are theſe? where is the raſcal cook? 
How durſt you, villains, bring it from the dreſſer, 

And ſerve it thus to me that love it not ? ' 

There, take it to you, trenchers, cups and all : 

[Throws the meat, &c. about the ſtage. 

You heedleſs jolt-heads, and unmanner'd ſlaves. 

What, do you grumble? I Il be with you ſtraight, 

Kar, I pray. you. huſband, be not ſo diſquiet, 
The meat was well, if you were ſo contented. * 
Px r. Itell thee, Kate, twas burnt and dry d away, FE — 


119 
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hen? nd I expreſly am forbid to touch it: 
Sing. for it engenders choler, planteth anger, 
Ind better 'twere that both of us did faſt, 
Ince of ourſelves, ourſelves are choleric, 
Than feed it with ſuch over-roaſted fleſh : 
Je patient, for to-morrow't ſhall be mended, 
Hin. ; nd for this night we'll faſt for company. A 
Tome, [ will bring thee to thy bridal chamber, [ Ext, * 
$ Enter ſervants ſeverally. 1 
-nce, Na ru. Peter, didſt ever ſee the like? 4 
PETER. He kills her in her own humour. 4 
wit. Gau. Where is he? 4 
r? : Enter Cukris, a ſervant. | | 
2 Cvuxr, In her chamber, making a ſermon of con- 
tinency to her, iþ 
ling, And rails, and ſwears, and rates; and ſhe poor ſoul i 
Nave: nows not which way to ſtand, to look, to ſpeak, 1 
h. And ſits as one new-rifen from a dream. it 
2 Away, away, for he is coming hither, [ Exeunt, 1 
SCENE 11. I 
; Enter PETRUCH1O, | 
per. Thus have politicly begun my reign, 
nd 'tis my hope to end ſucceſsfully : 
„ My faulcon now is ſharp, and paſſing empty, 
And till ſhe ſtoop, ſhe mult not be full gorg'd, 
For then ſhe never looks upon her lure. 1 
age. Another way 1 have to man my haggard, 13 
To make her come, and know her keeper's call: 
t. That is, to watch her, as we watch theſe kites, 


| That bait and beat, and will not be obedient, 

: She eat no meat to- day, nor none ſhall eat. 
ay, Laſt night ſhe ſlept not, nor to-night ſhall not: 
Vor. III. 1 
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66 The Taming of the Shrew, IV. 4. 
As with the meat, ſome undeſerved fault 

I'll find about the making of the bed. 

And here I'll fling the pillow, there the bolſtez, 
This way the coverlet, that way the ſheets ; 

Ay, and amid this hurly I'll pretend 

'That all is done in reverend care of her, 

And in concluſion, ſhe ſhall watch all night: 

And if ſhe chance to nod, [I'll rail and brawl, 

And with the clamour keep her ſtill awake, 

This is a way to kill a wife with kindneſs, 

And thus I'll curb her mad and headſtrong humour, 
He that knows better how to tame a ſhrew, 
Now let him fpeak, tis charity to ſhew. 


SCENE IV. 


Enter KATHARINA and GRUMIO. 


Grv. No, no, forſooth, I dare not for my life. 
KaTH. The more my wry] 
appears : 


[ Ext 


the more his ſpit!) 


What, did he marry me to famiſh me ? 

Beggars that come unto my father's door, 

Upon iatreaty, have a preſent alms ; 

If not, elſewhere they meet with charity: 

But I, who never knew how to intreat, 

Nor never needed that I ſhould intreat, 

Am ſtarv'd for meat, giddy for Jack of ſleep ; 
With oaths kept waking, and with brawling fed; 


And that which ſpights me more than all theſe want, | 1 


He does it under name of perfect love: 


nm. St. 
a £ * 1 


As who would ſay, if I ſhonld fleep or eat 

*Twere deadly ſickneſs, or elfe preſent death: 

I pr'ythee go, and get me ſome repaſt ; 

I care not what, ſo it be wholeſome food. 
GRV. What ſay you to a neat's foot? 


E: 


n 8 — 1— 


vante, 


9 
7 * 


KATH, Tis paſling good; I pr'ythee let me have it · 
GRV. I fear it is too flegmatic a meat: 
Now ſay you to a fat tripe finely broil'd ? 
KATH, I like it well; good Grumio fetch it me, 
xv. I cannot tell, I fear it's choleric : 
What ſay you to a piece of beef and muſtard ? 
Kar. A diſh that I do love to feed upon. 
av. Ay, but the muſtard is too hot a little. 
KaTH, Why then the beef, and let the muſtard reſt, 
* Gxv. Nay then I will not; you ſhall have the mu- 
Pr elſe you get no beef of Grumio. [{tard, 
KaTH. Then both, or ane, or any thing thou wilt, 
Gu. Why then the muſtard without the beef. 
KaTH. Go, get thee gone, thou falle deluding 
E | ſlave, | [Beats him, 
That feed'{t me with the very name of meat: 
Sorrow on thee, and all the pack of you 
That triumph thus upon my miſery. 
Go, get thee gone, I ſay. 


SCENE V. 


Enter PETRUCH1O and HORTENS10 with meat. 


PeT, How fares my Kate? what, ſweeting, all a- 
Hok. Miſtreſs, what cheer ? mort ? 
KaTH. Faith as cold as can be. | 
Per, Pluck up thy ſpirits; look cheerfully upon me; 


Here love, thou ſeeſt how diligent I am, 


To dreſs thy meat myſclf, and bring it thee : 
I'm ſure, ſweet Kate, this kindneſs merits thanks, 


What, not a word? nay then, thou lov'ſt it not: 


And all my pains is ſorted to no proof. 


Here take away the diſh. 


Ka rn. I pray you let it ſtand. 
12 
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PET. The poorelt ſervice is repaid with thanks, 
And ſo ſhall mine before you touch the meat. 
KarTH. I thank you, Sir. | 
Hos. Signior Petruchio, fie, you are to blame: 
Come, miſtreſs Kate, I'll bear you company. 
Per. Eat it up all, Hortenſio, if thou loveſt me, 
Much good do it unto thy gentle heart; 
0 Kate, eat apace. And now my honey love, 
1 Will we return unto thy father's houſe, 
And revel it as bravely as the beſt, 
With ſilken coats, and caps, and golden rings, 


WW) || Wich ruffs, and cuffs, and fardingals, and things: 
1 With ſcarfs, and fans, and double change of brav'ry, 
ö 9 With amber bracelets, beads and all this knavery. |} 


What, haſt thou din'd ? the taylor ſtays thy leiſure, 
To deck thy body with his * ruſtling treaſure, 


SCENE VI. 
Enter Taylor. 


| Come, taylor, let us ſee theſe ornaments, 
hl: Euler Haberdaſher. 
Wk Lay forth the gown, What news with you, Sir? 
16 HAB. Here is the cap your worſhip did beſpeak. 
105 PET. Why this was moulded on a porringer, 
| A velvet diſh ; fie, fie, tis lewd and filthy: 
Why *tis a cockle or a walnut-ſhell, 
Wl: A knack, atoy, a trick, a baby's cap, 
1 Away with it, come, let me have a bigger. 
1 KaTH. I'll have no bigger, this doth fit the time, 
And gentlewomen wear ſuch caps as theſe, 


PET. When you are gentle, you Gall have one too, 
And not till then. . Be 
® ruffling, 


: 
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ks, Honk. That will not be in haſte. 


Z Karn. Why, Sir, I truſt I may have leave to ſpeak, 
And ſpeak I will. I am no child, no babe, 


ne: Four betters have endur'd me ſay my mind; 
And if you cannot, belt you ſtop your ears, 
me, Ply tongue will tell the anger of my heart, 
or elſe my heart concealing it will break: 
And rather than it ſhall, I will be free, f 
ven to the utmoſt as I pleaſe in words. 
PET. Why thou ſay'ſt true, it is a paltry cap, 
A cuſtard coffin, a bauble, a ſilken pie, 
11 love thee well in that thou lik'ſt it not. 
y, KaTH. Love me, or love me not, I like the cap, 
y. | And will have it, or I will have none, 
ire, | Pr. Thy gown? why ay; come taylor, let us 
ſee't, 


| 
O mercy heav'n, what maſking ſtuff is here? 
What? this a ſleeve? 'tis like a demi-cannon 
What, up and down carv'd like an apple-tart ? 
Here's ſnip, and nip, and cut, and ſliſh, and flaſh, 
Like to a cenſer in a barber's ſhop : 
' Why what a devil's name, taylor, call'ſt thou this? 
| Hos. I ſee ſhe's like to've neither cap nor gown, 
ak, KF Tar. You bid me make it orderly and well, 
According to the faſhion of the time. 
Pr. Marry and did: but if you be remembred, 
I did not bid you mar it to the time. 
Go hop me over every kennel home, 
+ For you ſhall hop without my cuſtom, Sir: 
ne, IIIl none of it; hence, make your belt of it. 
Kar u. I never ſaw a better faſhion'd gown, 
too, More queint, more pleaſing, nor more commendable : 
| Belike you mean to make a puppet of me. 
PET, Why true, he means to make a puppet of thee. 
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no The Taming of the Shrew, IV. 6. 


Tay. She ſays your worſhip means to make a pu; 
pet of her, ; 
PET. Oh moſt monſtrous arrogance ! 
Thou lyeſt, thou thread, thou thimble, 
Thou yard, three quarters, half yard, quarter, nail, 
Thou flea, thou nit, thou winter cricket thou ! 
Brav'd in mine own houſe with a ſkein of thread! 
Away, thou rag, thou quantity, thou remnant, 
Or 1 ſhall ſo be-mete thee with thy yard, 
As thou ſhalt think on prating whilſt thou liy'ſt ; 
I tell thee I, that thou haſt marr'd her gown, 
Tay. Your worthip is deceiv'd, the gown is made give 
Juſt as my maſter had direction. 11 
Grumio gave order how it ſhould be done. = 
Gau. I gave him no order, I gave him the ſtuff, 11 
Ta v. But how did you deſire it ſhould be made??? « 
Gau. Marry, Sir, with needle and thread. = 
Tay. But did you not requelt to have it cut? W::-1 
GR u. Thou haſt fac'd many things. 2 fir; 
Tay, I have. | 


GRV. Face not me: thou haſt bray'd many men, 
brave not me, I will neither be fac'd nor brav'd. I |} : 
ſay unto thee, I bid thy maſter cut out the gown, but | T. 
I did not bid him cut it to pieces. C thou lieſt. 00 


Ta v. Why here is the note of the faſhion to teſtify. 
PET. Read it. 
G Ru. The note lies in's throat if he ſay I ſaid ſo. G 
Tay. Imprimis, a looſe- bodied gown. £ 
GRu. Maſter, if ever I ſaid looſe-bodied gown, fow I 
me up in the ſkirts of it, and beat me to death with » 1 4 
bottom of brown thread: I ſaid a gown, 
PET. Proceed, 
Tay. With a ſmall compaſt cape, 
Gxv, I confels the cape, 


P 
— 
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a pu · Ta xv. With a trunk ſleeve. 

Gu. I confeſs two ſleeves. 

Tar. The ſleeves curiouſly cut. 

Per. Ay there's the villany. 


nail, Cu. Error i'th' bill, Sir, error 1th” bill: I com- 
anded the ſleeves ſhould be cut out, and ſow'd up 
4 again, and that VI prove upon thee, tho' thy little 
nger be armed in a thimble. 
Tay. This is true that I ſay. an I had thee in place 
where, thou ſhou'd(t know it. 
T Gaxv,. I am for thee ſtraight: take thou the bill, 
made 4 give me thy meet- yard, and ſpare not me. 
Hon. God- amercy, Grumio, then he ſhall have no 
odds. 
ff. Pr. Well, Sir, in brief, the gown is not for me. 
de? F Guv, Vou are i'th right, Sir, 'tis for my miſtreſs, 

;P r. Go take it up unto thy maſter's uſe, 

Gov. Villain, not for thy life: take up my mi- 
ſtreſs's gown for thy maſter's uſe ! 

Per. Why, Sir, what's your conceit in that ? 
men, | Ga v. Oh, Sir, the conceit is deeper than you think 
4. I for; 
but Take up my miſtreſs's gown unto his maſter” 8 uſe ? 

Oh fie, fie, fie. | 
tif. Per, Hortenſo, ſay thou wilt ſee the taylor paid, 


4 Le. 
lo. FRY Go take it hence, be gone, and ſay no more, 
| Ho. Taylor, I'll pay thee for thy gown to-morrow, 
Take no unkindneſs of his haſty words: 
Away I fay, commend me to thy maſter. [Exit Tay. 
PET. Well come my Kate, we will unto your fa- 
ther's. 


Even in theſe honeſt mean habiliments : 
Our purſes ſhall be proud, our garments poor; 
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72 The Taming of the Shrew, Iv. 6; 
For *tis the mind that makes the body rich, 
And as the ſun breaks thraugh the darkeſt clouds, 
So honour peereth in the meaneſt habit. 

What; is the jay more precious than the lark, 


Becauſe his feathers are more beautiful ? 8 
Or is the adder better than the eel, , 
Becauſe his painted ſkin contents the eye ? E 16 
Oh no, good Kate; neither art thou the worſe | 3 | 


For this poor furniture, and mean-array. 

If thou account'ſt it ſhame, lay it on me; 

And therefore frolic ; we will hence forthwith; 

To feaſt and ſport us at thy father's houſe. 

Go call my men, and let us ſtraight to him, 11 

And bring our horſes unto Long - lane end, b 
] 


There will we mount, and thither walk on foot. * 
Let's ſee, I think tis now ſome ſeven a- clock, | 
And well we may come there by dinner-time. 
KAR. I dare aſſure you, Sir, 'tis almoſt two; 
And 'twill be ſupper-time ere you come there. 
PET. It ſhall be ſeven ere I go to horſe: 
Look what I ſpeak, or do, or think to do, 
You are ſtill croſling it; firs, let't alone, 
I will not go to-day, and ere I do, 
It ſhall be what a-clock I ſay it is. 
Hok. Why ſo: this 4 — will command the ſan. 
[ Exeunt. Pet. Kath. and Hor. 


Lo RD. Who's within there? [Sly Jeeps. 
Enter Servants. 
Aſleep again! go take him eaſily up, and put him in his 
55 apparel again. But ſee you wake him not in any 
caſe. 
SERV. It /hall be done, my Lord: come help to bear 
him hence, [They bear off Sly» 
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ds, CT K$CENRE 1. 
k PAD UA 
J . Enter TRAaNlO and HoRTENS10, 


Tranio. 

S$'T poſſible, friend Licio, Chat Bianca 

Doth fancy any other but Lucentio ? 
tell you, ir, ſhe bears me fair in hand. 

Hor. To ſatisſie you, vir, in what I ſaid, 
stand by, and mark the manner of his teaching. 

Enter BlAxCA ard LUCENTIO, 

Luc. Now, miſtreſs, profit you in what you reid ? 
* Bian, What maſter read you firlt, reſolve me that? 
Luc. I read that | profeſs, the art of love. | 
Bian, And may you prove. Sir, maſter of your art, 
Luc. While you, ſweet dear, prove miſtreſs of 


: my heart, 
Hos. Quick proceeders! marry ! now tell me I 
pray you that durſt ſwear that your miſtreſs Bianca 
lov'd none in the world ſo well as Lucentio. 
Ta. O deipightful love, unconſtant womankind! 
Itell thee, Licio, this is wonderful. 
Hos. Miltake no more, I am not Licio, 
ſan, ö Nor a muſician, as | ſeem to be, 
Jor, | But one that ſcorn to live in this diſguiſe, 
For ſuch a one as leaves a gentleman, 
eps, And makes a God of ſuch a cullion ; 
Know, Sir, that | am call d Hortenſio. 
bis Tra. Signior Hortenſio, I have often heard 
any Df your entire affection to Bianca, 
And ſince mine eyes are witneſs of her lightneſs, 
ear I will with you, if you be ſo contented, 
ly. Forſwear Bianca and her love for ever, 
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Ho, See how they kiſs and court. vignior Lucentio, | . Tx 
Here is my hand, and here || firmly vow That 
Never to woo her more, but do fortwear her To ta 
As one unworthy all the former favours 
T hat 1 have fonaly flattcr d her withal. 

TA. And here | take the like unfeigned oath, 


1 


[i Never to marry her, tho ſhe intreat Bi 
# | Fie on her, ſee how bea!'ly ihe doth court him, That 
W | Ho. ** ould all the world but he had quite for-“ An at 
i | {wor her ; Will 
Wl For me, that | miy ſu ely keep mine oath, ST 
ll "ul | I will be married to a wealthy widow, 180 
li | 10 Ere three days p ſs, which has as long lov'd me, Ik 
e As i have lov'd this proud diſdainful haggard, In g; 
N % And ſo farc wel. ignior i.ucentio 11 
1 Kindneſ in women, not cheir beauteous looks, i 
Shall win my love: and ſo I take my leave, 21 ; 
In reſolution as 1 {wore before [ ©xit Hor, ] And 
Tra Mittreſs Bianca, bleſs you with ſuch grace, I Asi 
As longeth to a lover 's'blefſed caſe : Tak 

Nay, H have ta en you napping, gentle love, 


And have forſworn you with «{ortenſio. ; 


Biav. Tranio, you jeſt. but have you both for- ] 

{worn me ? | = 

TRA. NMiltreſs, we have. Tr 

Luc. Then we are rid of Licio. = 

TRA. | faith he Il have a luſty widow now, Bu 

That ſhall be woo d and wedded in a day. An 
BiAN. Got give him joy. . 
IA. Ay. nd hell tame her, 1 
BA. Hef.ys ſo. Tramo 5 

IX A. Faith he's gone unto the taming ſchool. A. 


Brax. The taming ſchool? what, is there ſuch 3 
place e 


dentio, 


e for- | 


Hor, 
ace, 


for · 


1 
- 7 
* 


ch a 


= Pep. God ſave you, Sir. 
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TRA. Ay, miltreſs, and Petruchio is the maſter, 
hat teacheth tricks eleven and tweaty long, 
To tame a threw, and charm her chattering tongue. 


SCENE IL 


Enter BioNDELLO, 
Bioxn, Oh maſter, malter, I have watch'd ſo long, 
hat Im dog weary ; but at laſt i ſpied 
a ancient angel going down the hill 
ill ſerve the t irn. 
Tra. M hat is he, Biondello ? 
Bion Maliter, a mercantant or elſe a pedant ; 
I know not what; but formal in -p arel; 
In gate and countenance, ſurely lik: a father, 
Loc. And what of him, i ramo ? 
| Ta If he be credulous, and truſt my tale, 
I'll make him glad to ſcem Vincentio, 
And give aſſurance to Baptiſta Minola, 
As if he were the right Vincentio 


Take me your love, and then let me alone. 


| [ Ex. Luc. and Bian. 
; Enter a Pedant. 


* 


Tra. and you, Sir: you are welcome: 


Travel you far on, or are you at the fartheſt? 


PR D. vir, at the fartheſt for a week or two; 


hut then up farther, and as far as Rome; 


And ſo to ripoly, if God lend me life. 

Ira, What country man, I pray ? 

Ped. Of Mantua. 

Tra. Of Mantua, Sir? God forbid ; 
And come to Padua, careleſs of your life? 
Pro Mylife, ir! how. | pray for that goes hard. 
Taxa. Lis death for any one in Mantua 
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To come to Padua; know you not the cauſe ? 
Your thips are ſtaid at Venice, and the Di ke 
(For private quarrel *twixt your Duke and him,) 
Hach publiſh d and proclaim'd it openly : 
lis marvel, but that you're but newly come, 
You might have hcard it elſe proclaim'd about. 
PED las vir, it is worſc for me than fo; 
For l have bills for money by exchange 
From Florence, and mult here deliver them, 
Ira, Mell, Sir, to do you courtelie, 
This will 1 do and this will 1 adviſe you; 
Firit tell me, have youu ever been at Piſa ? 
PED Ay, ir, in Piſa have | often been; 
Piſa renowned for grave citizens. 
Tra. Among them know you one Vincentio ? 
PFD. | know hi not, but 1 have heard of him, 
A merchant of incomparable wealth, 
Tra He is my father, Sir; and ſooth to ſay, 
In count'nance ſomewhat doth reſemble you, 
Bios As much as an apple doth an oyiter, and all 
one, . ULAiile. 
TRA. To fave your life in this extremity, 


CY 


And think it not the wortt of all your fortunes 
That you are like to Sir Vincentio: 
His name and credit (hall you undertake, 
And in my houſe you ſhall be friendly lodg'd : 
Look that you tike upon you as you ſhould, 
You underitand me, Sir: ſo ſhail you (tay 
ill you have done your buſineſs in the city, 
If this be court ſie. ir, accept of it. 

PEv, Uh, ir, | do, and will repute you ever 
The patron of my life and liberty. 

TRAA. Then go with me to make the matter good: 


e Ear: can % lt ra 
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| The Taming of the Shrew, V, 3. 4. 77 
This by the way I let you underſtand, 
y father is here look'd for every day, | 


9 Fro paſs aſſurance of a dowre in marriage 
Twixt me and one Baptiſta s daughter here: 
In all theſe circumſtances 1'll inſtruct you: 1 
0 with me, Sir, to cloath you as becomes you. 
? [Exeunt, 


l SCENE II. 
Enter TR Axio, and the Pedant dreſt /ite Vix E xTio. 
Ta A. irs, this is the houſe, pleaſe it you that I call. 
PeD, Ay what elſe, and but | be decciv d,) 
2 Signior Baptiſta may remember me 
Near twenty years ago in Genoa. 
Tra. Where we were lodgers. at the Pegaſus : 
Ti well, and hold your own in any caſe 
SW With ſuch auſterity as longeth to a father, | "oh 
| guter BLIONDELLO, 
4 
f 
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Pep. I warrant you but ir, here comes your boy; J 
Twere good he were ſchool d. | 1 
Tea. Fear you not him; ſirrah Biondello, 1 
Now do your duty throughly, 1 adviſe you: 1 
> Imagine 'twere the right Vincentio. 
Bio. Tut, fear not me 
* Txa. But haſt thou done thy errand to Bapriſta ? 
Bio. I told him that your father was in Venice, 
And that you look d for him in Padua 
Tra Th art a tall fellow, hold thee that to drink, bi 
Here comes Baptiſta; ſet your countenance, sir. io 


KI 1 
g SCENE Iv. 1 
: Enter BaeTisSTA and LUCENTIO. 


Ta Signior Baptiſta, you are bappily met: 
d: | Sir, this is the gentleman I told youu of; 
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78 The Taming of the Shrew, V. 4. 


I pray you ſtand, good father, to me now, 
Give me t1anca for my patrimony 


To gather in ſome debts. my ſon Lucentio 
Made me acquainted with a weighty cauſe 

Of love becween your daughter and himſelf: 
And tar the good report | hear of you 

And for the love he beareth to your daughter, 
And ſhe to him; to (tay him not too long, 

I am content in a good fither's care 

To have him match'd, and if you pleaſe to like 
No worſe than Il, Sir, upon ſome agreement, 
Me ihall you find moſt ready and molt willing 


[to Padu ? 
Pro. Soft. ſun Sir, by your leave, having come 


With one conſent to have her ſo beſtowed : 
For curious I cannut be with you, 
Signior Baptiſta, of whom | hear ſo well. 
Bae. Sir, pardon me in what | have to ſay. 
Your plainneſs and your ſhortneſs pleaſe me well: 
Right true it is, your ſon Lucentio here 
Doth love my daughter, and ſhe loveth him, 
Or both diſſemble deeply their affections; 
And therefore if you ſay no more than this, 
That like a father you will deal with bim, 
And paſs my daughter a ſufficient dowry, 


The match is made, and all is done, 


Your ſon ſhall have my daughter with conſent. 

T&A. I thank you, Sir. Where then do you know 
Be we afhed, and ſuch aſſurance ta'en, [ belt 
As ſhall with either part's agreement ſtand ? 

Bar Not in my houſe, Lucentio, for you know 
Pitchers have ears, and | have many ſervants; 
Beſides old Gremio is hearkning ſtill, 

And haply then we might be interrupted. 
Tra, Then at my lodging, and it like-you, Sir; 


dus 
one | 


JW 


Il! 


And if you will. tell what hath happen d here; 4 
Lucentio's father is arriv'd in Padua, b 
And how ſhe's like to be Lucentio's wife. 1 
Luc. I pray the gods ſhe may with all my heart [ Ex, 4 
TA. Lally not with the gods, but get thee gone. 4 
Enter PET*#R, "ml 
> Signior Baptiſta, ſhall | lead the way? 50 
3 Welcome ! one meſs is like to be your cheer. 1 
Come, Sir, we will beiter it in Piſa, . 
| Bae, I II follow you, [ Excunt. Y 
4 s C E NE v. 1 
Enter Luck N TiO and BiONDELLOs 1 
a Bron. Cambo. | 4 
Luc. What ſay'ſt thou, Biondello ? Tyou. | 
Biown, You ſaw my maſter wink and laugh upon I 
Luc. Biondcllo. what of that? h hk 
Biro. Faith nothing; but has left me here behind 1 j 
to expound the meaning or moral of his ſigns and | 
1 tokens. | 
Lvc. I pray thee moralize them. 1 
7 Bion. Then thus. Baptiſta is fafe, talking with 9 
the deceiving father of a deceitful ſon. in ö 
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here doth my father lye ; and there this night 


ell paſs the buſineſs privately and well: 1 
Send for your daughter by your ſervant here, 1 
ly boy ſh. Il fetch the ſcrivener preſently. * 
The worſt is this, that at ſo ſlender warning | 
ZYou're like to have a thin and ſlender pittance. 4 


Bar. It likes nix well Go, Cambio, hie you home, 
| And bid Bianca make her ready ſtraight: 


Luc. And what of him? | 
Bron, His daughter is to be brought by you to the iv 
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Luc. And then? 

Bron. The old prieſt at St. Luke's church is at 
your command at all hours, 

Luc. And what of all this ? 

Bio I cannot tell, except they are buſied about: 
counterfeit aſſurance; take you aſſurance of her, Cun 
privilegin id imprimendum ſolim ; to th' church take 


the prieſt. cl.rk, and ſome ſufficient honeſt witneſſes: Þ * 


If this be not that you look for, I have no more to ſay, Þ 


But bid Bianca farewell for ever and a day, 

Luc. Hear it thou, Brondello ? 

Brown. I cannot tarry : | knew a wench married in 
an afternoon as ſhe went to the garden for parſly to 
ſtuff a rabbet, and ſo may you, ir, and ſo adieu ir; 
my maſter hath appointed me to go to St. Luke's, to 
bid the prieſt be ready to come againſt you come with 
your appendix, [ Exit, 

Luc 1 may, and will. ifſhe be ſo contented : 

She will be pleas d, then wherefore ſhould 1 doubt her! 
Hap what hap may, III roundly go about her: 
It ſhall go hard if Cambio go without her, [ Exit, 


SCENSE YL 
The ſtreet before Lucentio's houſe. 


Enter PETRUc HO, KATHARINA, and HORTENS10. 
PET, Come on a god's name, once more tow'rds 
our father's, 
Good Lord, how bright and goodly ſhines the moon. 
KaTH, The moon! the ſun; it is not moon light 
now. | 
PET. | ſay it is the moon that ſhines ſo bright. 
KATH. | know it is the ſun that ſhines ſo bright. 
PET, Now by my mother's ſon, and that's myſelf, 
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It ſhall be moon, or ſtar, or what l liſt, 
Or ere I journey to your father's houſe : 
Go on, and fetch our horſes back again, 
Evermore croſt and croſt, nothing but croſt ! 
ut; þ 3 Ho. Say as he ſays, or we ſhall never go. 
n! Kar. Forward I pray, ſince we have come ſo far, 
take And be it moon, or ſun, or what you pleaſe : 
es:] And if you pleaſe to call it a ruſh candle, 
ſay, Henceforth l vow it ſhall be ſo for me, 

Per. I ſay it is the moon. 

KaTH. I know it is the moon. 

Per. Nay then you lye; it is the bleſſed ſun, 
to | KaTHh. Then God be bleſt, it is the bleſſed ſun, 
But ſun it is not, when you ſay it is not, : 
TY | And the moon changes even as your mind, 

What you will have it nam'd, even that it is, 
wit, And ſo it ſhall be fo for Katharine. 

Hos. Petruchio, go thy way, the field is won. 
er! ! Per. Well, forward, forward, thus the bow] {hould 

1 run; 

%. And not unluckily againſt the bias: 
But ſoft, ſome company is coming here. 


13 at 


18 SCENE VII. 


7 Enter VixcENTIiO. 


Good morrow, gentle miſtreſs, where away? [To Via, 
| Tell me, ſweet Kate, and tell me truly too, 

N Haſt thou beheld a freſher gentlewoman: 

Such war of white and red within her cheeks : 
what ſtars do ſpangle heav'n with ſuch beauty, 

As thoſe two eyes become that heav'nly face? 

Fair lovely maid, once more good day to thee: 
Fu Kate, embrace her for her beauty's ſake, 

Vor. III. L 
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Hor. He will make the man mad, to make a wo- Þ } PE 
man of him, ' 2 Whic 
+ KaTH, Young budding virgin, fair, and freſh, I Wel 
and ſweet, ' Vi 
Whither away, or where is thy abude ? That 
Happy the parents of ſo fair a child; : My n 
Happier the man whom favourable ſtars | Aud 
Allot thee for his lovely bedfellow. ; A ſor 
PET. Why how now, Kate, l hope thou art not mad! Pp 
This is a man, old, wrinkled, faded, withered, mY 
And not a maiden. as thou ſay ſt he is. a 
_ Karn. Pardon, old father, my miſtaken eyes, And 
That have been ſo bedazled with the ſun, Im 
That every thing | look on ſeemeth green. WH The 
Now | perceive thou art a reverend father: | Thy 
Pardon, I pray thee, for my mad miitaking. x x. 
= Het 
+ In the firſt sketch of this play, printed in 1607, we fin! 1 Bel; 
two ſpeeches in this place worth preſerving, and ſeeming to be Th 
of the hand of Shakeſpear, tho? the reſt of that play is far in- Le 
ferior. | An 
Fair lovely maiden, young and affable, W. 
More clear of hue, and far more beautiful 5 
Than precious ſardonyx, or purple rocks | 7 
Of amethiſts. or gliſtering hyacinth | Ur 
—- Sweet Katharine, this lovely woman 
KATH. Fair lovely lady, bright and chryſtalline, 
Beauteous and ſtately as the eye-train'd bird ; pe 
As glorious as the morning waſh'd with dew, 
Within whoſe eyes ſhe takes her dawning beams, 4 
And golden ſummer fleeps upon thy cheeks. 3 
Wrap up thy radiations in ſome cloud, H 
Leſt that thy beauty make this ſtately town 1 


Unhabitable as the burning zone, 
With ſweet reflections of thy lovely face. 


ad! 


eee 
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per Do. good old grandlire.and withal make known 
Which way thou travelleſt; if along with us, 
We {hall be joyful of thy company. 
Viv. Fair Sir, and you my merry miſtreſs, 
That with your ſtrange encounter much amaz d me: 
My name 1s call'd Vincentio, my dwelling Piſa, 
And bound { am to Padua, there to viſit 
A ſon of mine, which long | have not ſeen. 
PRT. M hat is his name? 
Vis, Lucentio, gentle Sir. 
PET. Happily met, the happier for thy ſon ; 
And now by law as well as reverend age, 
I may entitle thee my loving father : 
The ſiſter of my wife, this gentlewoman, 
Thy ſon by this hath married. Wonder not, 
Nor be not griey'd, ſhe is of good eſteem, 
Her dowry wealthy, and of worthy birth; 
Beſide, ſo qualified, as may beſeem 
The ſpouſe of any noble gentleman. 
Let me embrace with old Vincentio, 
And wander we to ſee thy honeſt ſon, 
Who will of thy arrival be full joyous. 
Vin. But is this true, or is it elſe your pleaſure, 
Like pleaſant travellers, to break a jeſt 
Upon the company you overtake? , 
Hos. I do aſſure thee, father, ſo it is. 
Pr r. Come, go along, and ſee the truth hereof. 
For our firſt merriment hath made thee jealous. 
[ Exeunt. 
Hon. Well Petruchio, this hath put me in heart. 
Have to my widow, and if ſne be froward, 
Then haſt thou taught Hortenſio to be untoward. 
LExit. 
L 2 
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SCENE vil. 
Before Lucentio's houſe, 


Enter BiOnDELLO, LUCENT1O and BlANCa; 
GREMIO walking on one fide. 


B1 on, Softly and ſwiftly, Sir, for the prieſt is ready, 

Luc. I fly, Biondello ; but they may chance to 
need thee at home, therefore leave us. 

B1oN. Nay, faith, I'll ſee the church o' your back, 
and then come back to my miſtreſs as ſoon as I can. 

[ Exit, 

GRE. I marvel Cambio comes not all this while, 

Enter PETRUCH1iO, KATHARINA, VINCENTIO and 
GRUMIO, with attendants. 

Per. Sir, here's the door, this is Lucentio's houſe, 
My father's bears more towards the market-place, 
T hither mult I, and here I leave you, Sir. 

Vin. You ſhall not chuſe but drink before you go; 
I think I ſhall command your welcome here ; 
And by all likelihood ſome cheer is toward. [ Knock. 

GRE. They're buſie within, you were beſt knock 
louder. [ Pedant ot out of the window. 

PED. What's he that knocks as he would beat 
down the gate ? 

VIX. Is Signior Lucentio within, Sir? 

Pep. He's within, Sir, but not to be ſpoken withal. 

Vin, What if a man bring him a hundred pound or 
two, to make merry withal? 

PED, Keep your hundred pounds to yourſelf, he 
ſhall need none as long as I live. 

PET. Nay, I told you your fon was belov'd in Pa- 
dua. Do you hear, Sir, to leave frivolous circumſtan- 
ces I pray you tell Signior Lucentio that his father is 
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come from Piſa, and is here at the door to ſpeak with 
him. 
1 Pep. Thou lieſt, his father is come to Padua, and 
here looking out of the window. 

* Vain. Art thou his father? 

' Pep. Ay, Sir, ſo his mother ſays, if I may believe 


| her, 


PeT, Why how now, gentleman ! why this is flat 
knavery to take upon you another man's name. 
PeD. Lay hands on the villain. I believe he means 


to cezen ſomebody in this city under my countenance, 


SCENE IX. 


Enter BiONDELLO. 
Biox. I have ſeen them in the church together. 


| God ſend em good ſhipping: but who is here? mine 


old maſter Vincentio? now we are undone, and 


© brought to nothing. 


vix. Come hither, crackhemp. [ Seeing Biondello, 
Biox. I hope | may chuſe, Sir. 
Vin, Come hither you rogue; what, have you 


forgot me? 


Brow, Forgot you? no Sir: I could not forget you, 


for I never ſaw you before in all my life. 


Vin, What, you notorious villain, didſt thou never 


ſee thy maſter's father Vincentio ? 


Bion. What, my old worſhipful old maſter? yes, 


m ry Sir, ſee where he looks out of the window. 


Vin, Is't ſo indeed? [ He beats Biondello. 
Bron, Help, help, help, here's a mad-man will 


Ped. Help, ſon, help Signior Baptiſta. 
Per. Pry'thee, Kate, let's ſtand aſide, and ſee the 
end of this controverlie, 
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Enter Pedant with ſervants, BAeTISTA and 
Txranio, 

TRA. Sir, what are you that offer to beat my fer: 
vant ? 

Vin, What am I. Sir: nay, what are you, Sir? c 
immortal Gods! oh fine vill in, a ſilken doublet. a 
velvet hoſe, a ſcarlet cloak and a copatain hat ch 
I am undone, I am undone! while I play the good 
huſband at home, my ſon and my ſervants ſpend all 
at the univerſity, 

TRA. How now, what's the matter? 

Bay. What, is this man lunatic ? 

TE a. Sir. you ſeem a ſober ancient gentleman by 


your habit, but your words thew a mad-man ; why, 


Sir, what concerns it you, if | wear pearl and gold! 
I thank my good father, I am able to maintain it. 

Vis Thy father! oh villain, he is a ſail- maker in 
Bergamo. 

Bay, You miſtake, Sir, you miſtake, Sir; pray 
what do you think is his name? x 

Vin. His name as if | knew not his name: I have 
brought him up ever ſince he was three years old, and 
his name is | ranto. 

PeD. Away, away mad aſs, his name is Lucentio, 
and he is mine only ſon, and heir to the lands of me 
Signior Vincentio. 

Vin Lucentio ! oh he hath murthered his maſter; 
lay hold of him I charge you in the Duke's name: oh 
my ſon, my ſon, tell me, thou villain, where is my 
ſon Lucentio ? 

TRA, Call forth an officer; carry this mad knave 
to the jail ; father Baptiſta, I charge you ſee that he 
be forth-coming. 

VI. Carry me to jail ? 


+ copped, or pointed, 
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| Gk. Stay. officer, he ſhall not go to prifon. 


Bay. Talk not, Signior Gremio: | fay he ſhall go 
to priſon, 

Gaze. Take heed, Signior Baptiſta, leſt you be 
cony-catch'd in this buſineſs; I dare ſwear this is the 


right Vincentio. 


Ped, Swear, if thou dar'ſt. 
GRE. Nay, 1 dare not ſwear it, 
Ta. Then thou wert beſt ſay, that I am not Lu- 


centio. 


GRE. Yes, I know thee to be Signior Lucentio. 

BAP. Away with the dotard, to the jail with him. 
Enter LUCENT1O and BIANCA. 

Vin. Thus ſtangers may be haul'd and abus'd; oh 


monſtrous vill in! 


Biox. Oh we are ſpoi''d, and yonder he is, deny 


him, forſwear him, or elſe we are all undone. 


[Ex. Biondello, Tranio ad Pedant. 
SCENE. Xx. 


Luc. Pardon, ſweet father. 
Vin. Lives my ſweet ſon ? 
Bian, Pardon, dear father. 
Bae. How haſt thou offended ? where is Lucentio? 
Luc. Here's Lucentio, right ſon to the right Vin- 
centio, 
That have by marriage made thy daughter mine: 
Wnile counterfeit ſuppoſers bleer d thine eyes. 
GE. Here's packing with a witneſs to deccive us 
Vin. Where is that damn'd villain Tranio, [all. 
That fac'd and brav d me in this matter fo ? 
Bar. Why tell me, is not this my Cambio? 
Bran. Cambio is chang'd into Lucentio. 
Luc. Love wrought theſe miracles. Bianca's love 


[ Anceling, 
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Made me exchange my ſtate with Tranio, 
While he did bear my countenance in the town: 
And happily I have arriv'd at laſt 
Unto the wiſhed haven of my bliſs 
What Tranio did, myſelf enforc'd him to; 
Then pardon him, ſweet father, for my ſake. 

Vin, I'II flit the villain's noſe that would have ſent 
me to the jail, 

Bae, But do you hear, Sir, have you married my 
daughter without aſking my good will ? 

Vin. Fear not, Baptiſta, we will content you, go to: 
but I will in, to be reveng'd on this villain, [ Exit, 
Bae. And I to {ound the depth of this knavery. 

[ Ext. 
Luc. Look not pale, Bianca, thy father will not 
frown, | [ Exeunt, 
GRE. My cake is dough, but I'll in among the reſt, 
Out of hope of all, but my ſhare of the feaſt, [ Exit, 
KATH, Huſband let's follow, to ſee the end of this 
ado. | 
Per, Firſt kiſs me, Kate, and we will. 
KATH. What, in the midſt of the ſtreet? 
PET. What, art thou aſham'd of me? | 
KaTH. No, Sir, God forbid ; but aſham'd to kiſs, 
Per. Why then let's home again: come, ſirrah, 
let's away. 
KaTH. Nay, I will give thee a kiſs; now pray 
thee, love, ſtay. 
PET. Is not this well? come, my ſweet Kate; 
Better once than never, for never too late. [ Exeunt.* 


too late. [Exeunt. 
Enter BavTisTA, VINCENTIO, GREM IO, PEDANT, 
LucENTIO, BIANCA, TRIANIO, BIONDELLO, PETE 


In 


SCENE XI. 
Lucentio's houſe in Padua. 


Enter Bap TIis TA, PETRUCH10, HoRTENS10, Lu- 
CENTIO, and the reſt. 


Bay. Now in good ſadneſs, ſon Petruchio, 
I think thou haſt the verieſt ſhrew of all. 

Per, Well, I ſay no; and therefore for aſſurance, 
Let's each one ſend unto his wife, and he 


TRUCHIO, KATHARINA, GRUMIO, HoRTENSIG 
and Widow. Tranio's ſervants bringing in a banquet. 


Luc. At laſt, tho? long, our jarring notes agree; 
And time it is wheti raging war is done, 
To ſmile at *ſcapes and perils over-blown, 
My fair Bianca, bid my father welcome, 
While I with ſelf-ſame kindneſs welcome thine ; 
Brother Petruchio, ſiſter Katharine, 
And thou Hortenſio, with thy loving widow; 
Feaſt with the beſt, and welcome to my houſe, 
My banquet is to cloſe our ſtomachs up 
After our great good cheer: pray you ſit down, 
For now we ſit to chat as well as eat. 
PeT. Nothing but fi: and fit, and eat and eat! 
BA p. Padua affords this kindneſs, ſon Petruchio. 
PET. Padua affords nothing but what is kind. 
Hor. For both our ſakes I would that word were true. 
PET. Now for my life Hortenſio fears his widow. 
Ho Rx. Then never truſt me if be afeard 
PET. You are very ſenſible, and yet you wiſs my ſenſe: 
I mean Hortenſio is afeard of you 
W1p. He chat is giddy thinks the world © turns round. 
PET. Roundly replicd. 
KaTH. Miſtreſs, how mean you that? 
Vol. III. M 
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Whoſe wife is moſt obedient to come firſt, 
When he doth ſend for her, ſhall win the wager, 


W1D. Thus I conceive by him. 

PET. Conceives by me, how likes Hortenſio that? 

Ho x. My widow ſays that ſhe conceives her tale. 

PET. Very well mended, kiſs him for that good widow. 

KATH. He that is giddy thinks the world turns round 
I pray you tell me what you mean hy that 

Wip Your husband being trovbled with a ſhrew, 
Meaſures my husband's ſorrow by his woe; 
And now you know my meaning. 

Ka TH. A very mean meaning. 

WI o. Right, I mean you. 

KATH. And I am mean indeed, reſpecting you. 

Per. To her, Kaie. 

Ho R. To her, widow. 

PET. A hundred marks, my Kate do put her down. 

HoR. That's my office. 

PET. Spoke like an officer; ha, to thee lad. 

[ Drinks to Hortenſio. 

BAY. How likes Gremio theſe quick-witted folks? 

GRE. Believe me, Sir, they butt heads together well. 

BIAN. Head and but* an haſty-witted body 
Would ſay, your head and but were head and horn. 

Vin. Ay, miſtreſs bride, hath that awaken'd you? 

Bi AN. Ay, but not frighted me. therefore I'll fleep again. 

PET. Nay, that thou fhalt not, ſince you bave begun: 
Have at you for a better jeſt or two. 

B1an. Am | your bird? I mean to ſhift my buſh. 
And then purſue me as you draw your bow. 


You are welcome all [ Exe. Bianca, Kath. and Widow. 


PET. She hath prevented me. Here Signior Trania, 
T bis bird you aim'd at, tho? you hit it not, 
Therefore a health to all that ſhot and miſs'd. 


lo, 
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Hor. Content, what wager ? 
Luc. | wenty crowns, 
Per. Twenty crowns | 

Ill venture ſo much on my hawk or hound, 

But twenty times ſo much upon my wife. 
Luc. A hundred then, 

Ho R. Content. 

PE r. A match, tis done. 
Hor. M ho {hl begin? 
Luc. That will J. 

Co, Biondello, bid your miſtreſs come to me. 
Biow. Igo. [ Ext, 
Bae, Son, I'll be your half, Bianca comes. 
Luc. I'll have no halves; I Il bear it all myſelf. 

Re-:nter BLONDELLO., 

How now, what news ? 

Box. Sir, my miſtreſs ſends you word 

That ſhe is buſie, and cannot come. 

PET. How! ſhe's buſie and cannot come: is that 
an anſwer ? — 
GRE, Ay, anda kind one too: 


TRA. Oh Sr, Lucentio ſlip'd me like his gray-hound, 
Which runs himſelf, and catches for his maſter. 
Per A good ſu ift ſimile, but ſomething curriſh. 
Tx I. Tis well, Sir, thit you hunted for yourſelf: 
'Tis thought your deer does hold you at a bay. 
Bay. Oh, oh Petruchio, Tranio hits you now. 
Loc. I thank thee for that gird, good Tranio. 
Ho R. Confeſs, confeſs, hath he not hit you there? 
PE r. He has a little gall'd me, I confeſs; 
And as the jeſt did glance away from me, 
'Tis ten to one it maim'd you two outright, 
SCENE XI. ec. 
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Pray God, Sir, your wife ſend you not a worſe. 


PET. I hope better, 
Hok. Sirrah Biondello, go and intreat my wife to 


come to me forthwith. [ #xit Biondello. 
PET. Oh ha! intreat her! nay then ſhe needs mult 
Come. 


Hos. I am afraid, Sir, do what you can, 
| Enter BIONDELLO, 
Yours will not be intreated : now, where's my wife ? 
Bio. She ſays you have ſome goodly jeſt in hand, 
She will not come: ſhe bids you come to her. 
PeT, Worſe and worſe, ſhe will not come! 
Oh vile, intolerable, nor to be indur'd : 
Sirrah Grumio, go to your miſtreſs, 
Say I command her to come to me. [Exit Gru, 
Hos. I know her anſwer. 
PET. What? : 
Ho R. She will not. 
PET. The fouler fortune mine, and there's an end. 


SCENE . 
Enter KATHARINA. 


BAP. Now, by my hollidam, here comes Katha- 
rine! 
KaTH, What is your will, Sir, that you ſend ſor 
me? | 
PRT. Where is your ſiſter, and Hortenſio's wife? 
KaTH. They lit conferring by the parlour fire. 
PET. Go fetch them hither; if they deny to come, 
Swinge me them ſoundly forth unto their huſbands : 
Away, I ſay, and bring them hither ſtraight. 
SN [Exit Katharina. 
Luc, Here is a wonder, if you talk of a wonder. 
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Hor. And ſo it is: I wonder what it boads. 
PRT. Marry, peace it boads, and love, and quiet life, 
And awful rule, and right ſupremacy: 
And to be ſhort, what not, that's ſweet and happy. 
Bae, Now fair befal thee, good Petruchio; 
The wager thou haſt won, and I will add 
Unto their lofles twenty thouſand crowns, 
Another dowry to another daughter, 
For ſhe is chang'd as ſhe had never been, 
Per, Nay, I will win my wager better yet, 
And ſhow more ſign of her obedience, 
Her ne w- built virtue and obedience, _ 
Enter KATHARINA, BIANCA and Widow, 
See where ſhe comes, and brings your froward wives 
As priſoners to her womanly perſuaſion: 
Katharine, that cap of yours becomes you not, 
Off with that bauble, throw it underfoot. 
[She pulls off her cap, and throws it down. 
Wp. Lord, let me never have a cauſe to ſigh, 
Till I be brought to ſuch a filly paſs. 
Bian, Fie, what a fooliſh duty call you this? 
Lug. I would your duty were as fooliſh too : 
The wiſdom of your duty, fair Bianca, 
| Colt me an hundred crowns ſince ſupper-time, 
Bian, The more fool you for laying on my duty, 
PET, Katharine, I charge thee tell theſe head- 
{ſtrong women, | 
What duty they owe to their lords and huſbands, 
WIVp. Come, come, you're mocking ; we will have 
no telling. 
PET, Come on, I ſay, and firſt begin with her, 
W1D. She ſhall not. 
PET. I ſay ſhe ſhall, and firſt begin with her, 
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KATH. Fie, fie, unkuit that threatning unkind broy, 


And dart not ſcorntul glances from thoſe eyes, 
To wouad thy lord, thy kiag, thy governor, 
It blots thy beauty, as froſts bite the meads, 


Confounds thy fame, as whirlwinds ſhake fair buds, 


And in no ſenſe is meet or amiable, 

A woman mov d is like a fountain troubled, 
Muddy, ill ſeeming, thick, bereft of beauty; 
And while it is ſo, none ſo dry or thirſty 

Will dain to (ip, or touch a drop of it. 

Thy huſband is thy lord, thy lite, thy keeper, 


Thy head, thy foveraign ; one that cares for thee 


And for thy maintenance : commits his budy 
To painful labour, both by ſea aud land; 

To watch the night in itorms, the day in cold, 
While thou ly ſt warm at home, ſecure and ſafe, 
And craves no other tribute at thy hands, 
But love, fair looks, and tiue obedience; 

Too little payment for ſo great a debt. 

Such duty as the ſubject owes the prince, 

Even ſuch a woman oweth to her huſband : 

And when ſhe's troward, peeviſn, ſullen, ſower, 
And not obedient to his honeſt will, 

What is ſhe but a foul contending rebel, 

And graceleſs traitor to her loving lord? 

I am aſham'd that women are ſo ſimple, 

To offer war where they ſhould kneel for peace 
Or ſeek for rule, ſupremacy, and ſway, 

When they are bound to ſerve, love, and obey, 
Why are our bodies ſoft, and weak and ſmooth, 
Unapt to toil and trouble in the world, 

Burt that our ſoft conditions and our hearts 
dhould well agree with our external parts? 


Come, < 


My heat 
To band 


But nO\ 
Our {tr' 


That { 


Enter 


and N 
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Come, come, you're froward and unable worms; 
My heart is great, my reaſon haply more, 
To bandy word for word. and frown for frown ; 
But now [ ſee our lances are but {traws, 
Our ſtrength is weak, our weakneſs paſt compare, 
That ſeeming to be molt, which we indeed leaſt are 


row, 


Enter two ſeruants bearing SLY in his caun apparel, 
and leave him on the ſluge, Then enter a Tapſler. 


SLV awaking.] Sim. give's ſome more wine 
what, all the players gone? am not Talod? 
Tar. A lord with a murrain! come, art thou drunk 1 

| fill? | 4 
SLY. Who's this? Tafſter! oh I have had the braveſt 4 
dream that ever thou bear dſt in all thy life, i 


: indeed leaſt are : 
Then vale your ſtomachs, for it is no boot, $ 
And place your hands below your husband's foot : 

| In token of which duty. if he pleaſe, 

My hand is ready may it do him caſe. | 
PrT. Why, there's a wench come on, and kiſs me, Kate. 
Luc. Well, go thy ways, old lad. for thou ſhalt ha't. 

Vin. ' Tis a good hearing when children are toward. 
Luc. But a harſh hearing when women are froward, 
PET. Come, Kate, we'll to bed, 

We two are married, but you two are ſped. 

Twas 1 won the wager, tho' you hit the white, 

And being a winner, God give you good night. 

[Ex. Petruchio and Kath, 
Ho R. Now go thy ways, thou haſt tam'd a curſt ſhrew. 4 
Luc. Tis a wonder, by your leave, ſhe will be tam'd ſs, "i 
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| Ta. Yea marry, but thou hadft beſt get thee hony, 

1 for your wife will curſe you for dreaming here al 
4 night. | 

| "SLY, Will ſhe? I know how to tame a ſhrew, | 

| dreamt upon it all this night, and thou haſt wak'd mW 
| | out of the beſt dream that ever I had. But I'll to wy I 
H wife, and tame her too, if ſhe anger me. | 
j 
10 
0 
14 
0 


THE END 
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Dramatis Perſonac. 


KING of FRANCE, 

Duke of Florence. 
BERTRAM, Count of Rouſillon. 
LAFEU, an old Lord. 

PAROLLES, a paraſitical follower of Bertram, a cow- 
ard, but vain, and a great pretender to valour, 
Several young French Lords, that ſerve with Bertram 

in the Florentine war. 
a Is Servants to the Counteſs of Rouſillon, 
CLOWN, . 
Counteſs of Rovs1LLoN, mother to Bertram. 
HELENA, daughter ta Gerard de Narbon, a famous 
phyſician, ſome time ſince dead. 
An old Widow of Florence, 
Diana, daughter to the Widow, 


VIOLENT: c Neighbours and friends to the widow. 
MAR1ANA, : 


Lords attending on the Kipg, Officers, Soldiers, &c. 


SCENE, lies partly in France, and partly in Tuſ- 
cany. 


The plot taken from Boccace, Decam, 3. Nov. 9, 


Ente 


10U9 


W. 


LC, 


uſ- 
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Rouſillon in France. 


| Enter BERTRAu, the Counteſs of RousS1LLON, HE- 


LENA, and LAFEU in Mourning. 


COUNTESS, 
N delivering my ſon from me, I bury a ſecond huſ- 
L band, 

BER. And in going, madam, I weep o'er my fa- 
ther's death anew; but 1 muſt attend his majeſty's 
command, to whom I am now in ward, evermore in 
ſubjection. 

Lar, You ſhall find of the King a huſband, ma- 
dam; you, Sir, a father. He that ſo generally is at 
all times good, muſt of neceſſity hold his virtue to 
you, whoſe worthineſs would ſtir it up where it want- 
ed, rather than lack it where there is ſuch abundance, 

CounT, What hope is there of his Majelty's a- 
mendment ? 


Lar He hath avandon'd his phyſicians, nada; 


under whoſe practices he hath perſecuted time with 
hope, and finds no other advantage in the proceſs, but 
only the loſing of hope by time. 

Cour. This young gentlewoman had a father, 
(O that had! how ſad a paſſage tis ]) whoſe ſkill was 
almoſt as great as his hoaelty ; had it ſtretch'd ſo far, 
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Helena, go to, no more, leſt it be rather thought you 
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it would have made nature immortal, and death ſhoul! 


have play for lack of work. Would, for the King“ 8 


ſake, he were living, I thiak it would be the death of Bog 
the King's diſeaſe, | Cor 
Lar. How call d you the man you ſpeak of, ma- .....c; 
dam ? : 
Count. He was famous, Sir, in his profeſſion, and 2 
it was his great right to be ſo: Gerard de Narbon. co 
Lar, He was excellent indeed, madam; the King is m2 
very lately ſpcke of him admiringly and mourningly: Cant! 
he was ſkilful enough to have liv'd till, if knowledge chare 
could be ſet up apainſt mortality. 1 
BER. What is it, my good lord, the King languiſh Rath 
es of? Unde 
Lae, A fiſtula. my Lord, But i 
BER. I heard not of it before. Tha 
LAr. I would it were not notorious, Was this Pall 
gentlewoman the daughter of Gerard de Narbon ? "Tis 
CounT., His ſole child, my lord, and bequeathed 4s 
to my overlooking, I have thoſe hopes of her good, 
that her education promiſes her; diſpoſition ſhe inhe- Th 
rits, which makes fair gifts * for where an un- | 


clean mind carries virtuous qualities, there commen- 

dations go with pity, they are virtues and traitors too: 

in her they are the better for their ſimpleneſs, ſhe de- 
rives her honeſty, and atchieves her goodneſs. 

LAr. Y our commendations, madam, get tears from 
her. 

Count. Tis the beſt brine a maidea can ſeaſon her 
praiſe in, The remembrance of her father neyer ap- 
proaches her heart, but the tyranny of her ſorrows 
takes all livelihood from her cheek. No more of this, 


aſſect a ſorrow, than to have 


10u].! 
ing's 


ath of 
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Her. I do affect a ſorrow indeed, but I have it too. 
Lar. Moderate lamentation is the right of the 


| dead, exceſſive grief the enemy to the living. 


Coun. If the living be enemy to the grief, the 
:xcels makes it ſoon mortal. 

EER. Madam, I deſire your holy wiſhes, 

Lar. How underſtand we that ? [ father 

Coun. Be thou bleſt, Bertram, and ſucceed thy 


la manners as in ſhape . thy blood and virtue 


Contchd for empire in thee, and thy goodneſs 


| Share with thy birth right. Love all, truſt a few, 


Do wrong to none: be able for thine enemy 
Rather in powef than uſe; and keep thy friend 
Under thy own life's key: be check'd for ſilence, 
But never tax'd for ſpeech. What heav'n more will, 
That thee may furniſh, and my prayers pluck down, 
Fall on thy head, Farewel, my lord; 
'Tis an unſeaſon'd courtier, good my lord, 
Adviſe him 
LA. He cannot want the beſt 
That ſhall attend his love. 
Count. Heaven bleſs him. Farewel, Bertram, 
[ Exit Count. 
BER [74 Hel. ] The beſt wiſhes that can be forg'd 
in your thoughts be ſervants to you: be comfortable 
to my mother. your miltreſs, and make much of her. 
Lar. Farewel, pretty lady, you muſt hold the cre- 
dit of your father. [ Exeunt Ber. and Laf. 


SCENE: II. 


HI Oh were that all—1 think not on my father, 
And theſe preat tears grace his remembrance more 
Than thoſe I ſhed for him, What was he like? 
have forgot him, My imagination 
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Carries no favour 1n it, but my Bertram's, 

I am undone, there is no living, none, 

If Bertram be away. It were all one 

That I ſhould love a bright partic lar ſtar; 

And think to wed it; he is ſo above me: 

In his bright radiance and collateral light 

Mult I be comforted, not in his ſphere. 

Th' ambition in my love thus plagues itſelf 3 

The hind that would be mated by the lion, 

Muſt die for love. *T was pretty, tho' a plague, 

To ſez him every hour, to fit and draw 

His arched brows, his hawking eye, his curls 

In our heart s table: heart too capable 

Of every line and trick of his ſweet favour. 

But now he's gone, and my idolatrous fancy 

Mult ſanctify his relicks. Who comes here? 
Enter PAROLLES. 

One that goes with him: I love him for his ſake, 

And yet I know him a notorious lar; | 

Think him a great way fool, ſolely a coward ; : 

Yet theſe fix'd evils fit ſo fit in him, 

That they take place, when virtve's ſteely bones 

Look bleak in the cold wind; full oft we ſee 

Cold wiſdom waiting on ſuperfluous folly, 


SCENE III. 


Pak. Save you, fair queen, 

HEL. And you, monarch, 

Pak, No. 

HEL And no, 

Pak. Are you meditating on virginity ? 


HEL. Ay: you have ſome ſtain of ſoldier in you; 
let me aſk you a queſtion, Man is enemy to virgioity: 


how may we barricado it againſt him? 


lier b. 


with 
It is 
preſe 
creal 
was 
mak. 
ten 
'tis 1 


ty. 
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Par, Keep him out. 

HE L. But he aſſails; and our virginity, though va- 
liant, in the defence yet is weak: unfold to us ſome 
warlike reſiſtance. 

Par, There is none: man ſetting down before 
you, will undermine you and blow you up. 

Her. Bleſs our poor virginity from underminers 
and blowers up. Is there no military policy how vir- 
gins might blow up men? 

Par. Virginity being blown down. man will quick- 


lier be blown up: marry, in blowing him down again, 


with the breach yourſelves made, you loſe your city, 
It is not politic in the commonwealth of nature, to 
preſerve virginity. Loſs of virginity is rational en— 
creal2, and there was never virgin got, till virginity 
was firſt lolt. That you were made of is metal to 
make virgins. Virginity, by being once Joſt, may be 
ten times found; by being ever kept, it is ever loſt ; 
tis too cold a companion; away with't. 

HEL. I will tand for't a little, though therefore I 
die a virgin, | 

Par. There's little can be ſaid in't; 'tis againſt 
the rule of nature, To ſpeak on the part of virginity, 
is to accuſe your mother: which is molt infallible diſ- 
ob-Jience. * He that hangs himſelf is a virgin: vir- 
* punity murthers itſelf, and ſhould be buried in high- 
ways out of all ſanctified limit, as a deſperate offen- 
* drels againſt nature. Virginity breeds mites: much 
like a cheeſe, conſumes itfelf to the very paring, 
"ard ſo dies with feeding its own ſtomach. Beſides, 
* virginity is peeviſh, proud, idle, made of ſelf-love, 
* which is the moſt prohibited fin in the canon. Keep 
it not, you cannot chuſe but loſe by't. Out with't ; 
within ten years it will make itſelf two, Which is a 
Vor. III. B 
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goodly increaſe, and the principal itſelf not muck 
the worſe. Away with't.” 


Her. How might one do, Sir, to loſe it to her own 


likin g? And 1 
Pak. Let me ſee. Marry ill. to like him that ne'er Retur 

it likes. *Tis a commodity will loſe the gloſs with 
lying The longer kept, the leſs worth: off with't Pa 
while tis vendible. Anſwer the time of requeſt, Vir- My lo 
ginity. like an old courtier, wears her cap out of fa- Pa 
ſhion richly ſuted, but unſutable, jult like the brooch Iwill 
and the tooth pick, which we wear not now: your al 
date is better in your pye and your porridge, than in chari 
y ur chiek; and your virginity, your old virginity, P 
is like one of our French wither'd pears; it looks ill, H 
it eats drily marry, tis a wither'd pear: it was for- P. 
merly better, marry, yet tis a wither'd pear, Will H 


you any thing with it? 
Her Not my virginity yet. 
There ſhall your maſter have a thouſand loves, 
A mother, and a miſtreſs, and a friend, 
A phoenix, captain, and an enemy, 
A guide, a goddeſs, and a ſoveraign, 
A counfellor, a traitreſs, and a dear; 
His humbleſt ambition, proud humility, 
His jarring concord; and his difcord dulcet, 
His faith, his ſweet diſaſter; with a world 
Of pretty fond adoptious chriſtendoms 


That blinking Cupid goſſips. Now ſhall he act 
F know not what he ſhall —God ſend him well! my 
The court's a learning place and he is one wi 
Par, What one, i faith ? WI 
He. That 1 with well '' tis pity th 
Pa Rx. That wWiſhing well had not a body in't, ay 


* another. 


much 


T Own 


ne'er 

with 
vith't 

Vir- 
of fa- 
'ooch 
your 
an 1n 
nity, 
s ill, 
for- 


Will 
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Which might be felt, that we the poorer born, 


V hoſe baſer ſtars do ſhut us up in wiſhes, 
Might with effects of them follow our friends, 
And ſhew what we alone mult think, which never 
Returns us thanks, 
Enter Page. 
Pace. Monſieur Parolles, 


My lord calls for you. 


Par. Little Helen farewel, if I can remember thee 
I will think of thee at court. 

Hel Monſieur Parolles, you were born under a 
charitable (tar. 

Par Under Mars, I. 

Her. 1 eſpecially think, under Mars. 

Par. Why under Mars? 

Her. The“ wars have kept you ſo under, that 
you muſt needs be born under Mars. 

Par, When he was predominant. 

HEL. When he was retrograde, | think rather. 

Par. Why think you ſo? 

HEL. You go ſo much backward when you fight. 

Par. That's for advantage, 

HEL. So is running away, when fear propoſes ſafe- 
ty: but the compoſition that your valour and fear 
makes in you, is a virtue of a' good wing, and | like 
the wear well. 

PAR. I am ſo full of buſineſs, I cannot anſwer thee 
acutely: I will return perfect courtier, in the which 
my + inſtruction ſhall ſerve to naturalize thee, ſo thou 
wilt be capable of courtiers counſel, and underſtand 
what advice ſhall thruſt upon thee; elſe thou dieſt in 
thine unthankfulneſs, and thine ignorance makes thee 
way; farewel. When thou haſt leiſure, ſay thy 

* waters, + inſtrument, 
B 2 
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prayers; when thou halt none, remember thy friends; To ha 
get thee a good huſband, and utc him as he uſes thee: 1 
ſo farewel. [Eadt. Appre 
For a 
SCENE IV, K1 
Her, Our remedies oft in ourſelves do lie, | And | 
Which we afcribe to heav'n. The fared ſky Yet f 
Gives us free {cope, only doth backward pull The 
var flaw deſigns, when we ourſelves are dull, To f 
What power is it which mounts my love ſo high, 2 
That makes me ſee, and cannot feed mine eye? An 
The mightieſt {pace in fortune, nature brings For 
To join like likes, and kiſs like native things. K 
Impollible be ſtrange attempts to thoſe 
That weigh their pain in ſenſe, and do ſuppoſe ' 


What hath been. cannot be. Who ever (trove 

To ſhew her merit, that did miſs her love? 

The king's diſeaſe my project may deceive me, 
But my intents are fix'd, and will not leave me. [Ex. 


SCENE VU. 


The Court of France. 


Fleuriſh Cornets, Enter the Kix G of FRANCE with 
letters, and divers attendants. 

KinG, The Florentines and Senoys are by th' ears, 
Have fought with equal fortune, and continue 
A braving war. 

I LoRD. So 'tis reported, Sir, 

Kix. Nay, tis moſt credible; we here receive it, 
A certainty vouch'd from our couſin Auſtria; 
With caution, that the Florentine will move us 
For ſpeedy aid; wherein our deareſt friend 
Prejudicates the bulineſs, and would ſeem 
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To have us make denial. 
1 Log b. His love and wiſdom, 
Approv'd ſo to your majeſty, may plead 
For ample credence, 
Kix. He hath arm'd our anſwer, 
And Florence is deny'd before he comes: 
Yet for our gentlemen that mean to ſee 
The Tuſcan ſervice, freely have they leave 
To ſtand on either part. 
1 2 Lob. It may well ſerve 
| A nurſery to our gentry, who are ſick 
For breathing and exploit. 
KixG. What's he comes here? 
Enter BERTRAM, LAFEU and PAROLLES, 
1 Lok. It is the Count Rouſillon, my good lord, 
Young Bertram, 
| Kins. Youth, thou bear'ſt thy father's face. 
Ie, | Frank nature, rather curious than in haſte, 
[Ex, Compos'd thee well. Thy father's moral parts 
May'ſt thou inherit too. Welcome to Paris. 
BER. My thanks and duty are your majeſty's. 
Kix. I would I had that corporal ſoundneſs now, 
As when thy father and myſelf in friendſhip 
with Firſt try'd our ſoldierſhip : he did look far 
Into the ſervice of the time, and was 
ears, Diſcipled of the brav'ſt. He laſted long, 
But on us both did haggiſh age ſteal on, 
And wore us out of act. It much repairs me 
To talk of your good father; in his youth 
e it, He had the wit, which I can well obſerve 
To- day in our young lords; but they may jeſt, 
Till their own ſcorn return to them unnoted, 
Ere they can hide their levity in honour: 
So like a courtier, no contempt or bitterneſs 


On the cataſtrophe and heel of paſtime 


14 AlPs well that Ends well. I. 5. 


Were in his pride, or ſharpneſs ; if they were, They t 
His equal had awak'd them, and his honour KiN 
Clock to itſelf, knew the true minute when Since t 
Exception bid him ſpeak ; and at that time He wa 
His tongue obey d his hand. Who were below him Be: 
He us d as creatures of another place, 8.51 
And bow'd his eminent top to their low ranks, Lend 
Making them proud of his humility, With 
In their poor praiſe he humbled: ſuch a man Deba 
Might be a copy to theſe younger times ; My ſe 
Which follow'd well, would now demonſtrate them 1 B. 


But goers backward. 
Ber. His remembrance, Sir, 

Lies richer in your thoughts, than on his tomb : 

So in approof lives not his epitaph, | 

As in your royal ſpeech, [ ſay, 
King, Would I were with him; he would always 

(Methinks 1 hear him now) his plauſive words 

He ſcatter'd not in ears, but grafted them 

To grow there and to bear; let me not live, 

(Thus his good melancholy oft began 


W hen it was out) let me not live, quoth he, 
After my flame lacks oil, to be the ſnuff | 


Of younger ſpirits, whoſe apprehenſive ſenſes 900 
All but new things diſdain whoſe judgments are do 
Meer fathers of their garments ; whoſe conſtancies Fk 
Expire be ſort their faſhions this he wiſh'd, 20 
I atter lun, do after him wiſh too | 

(Siuce l nor wax nor honey can bring home, ) pe 


I quickly were diſſolved from my hive, 
To give ſome labourers room. 

2 LokD, Yuu'e loved bir; 
* Block, 
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They that leaſt lend it you, ſhall lack you firſt, 

KixG. [fill a place, Ll know't. How long is't, Count, 
Since the phyſician at your father's died ? 

He was much fam'd. 

Ber. Some fix months ſince, my lord. 

KinG. If he were living, I would try him yet; 
Lend me an arm; the reſt have worn me out 

With ſeveral applications; nature and ſickneſs 

Debate it at their leiſure, Welcome, Count, 

My ſon's no dearer, 

BER, Thanks to your majeſty, [Exeunt, 


SCENE: VL 
RovsiLLON, 


Enter Counteſt, Steward and Clown. 
CounT. | will now hear, what ſay you of this 
gentlewoman ? 


STeEw. Madam, the care I have had to even your 


paſt endeavours: for then we wound our modeſty, 

and make * foul the clearneſs of our deſervings, when 

of ourſelves we publiſh them, 

CounT. What does this knave here? get you 

gone, firrah : the complaints I have heard of you, 1 

do not all believe; tis my ſlowneſs that I do not, for 

Fknow you lack not folly to commir them, and have 

ability enough to make ſuch knaveries yours. 

CLo, Tis not unknown to you, madam, I am a' 

poor fellow. 

Covunrt. Well, Sir. 

Cx o. No, madam, tis not ſo well that I am poor, 

tho' many of the rich are damn d; but it I have your 
out. 


content, I wiſh might be found in the calender of my 
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ladyſhip's good will to go the world, Iſbel the woman 
and I will do as we may, . 

Count, Wilt thou needs be a beggar ? 

CL o. I do beg your good will in this caſe, 

Counr, In what caſe? 

CLo, In Iſbel's caſe and mine own; ſervice is no 
heritage, and [ think I ſhall never have the bleſſing of 
God, *till I have iſſue oo my body; for they ſay bearns 
are bleſlings. 

Count, Tell me the reaſon why thou wilt marry, 

CLo. My poor body. madam. requires it. I am 
driven on by the tleſh, and he mult needs go that the 
devil drives. 

+ CounT. Is this all your worſhip's reaſon ? 

CLo. Faith, madam, I have other holy reaſons, 
ſuch as they are. 

Counr, May the world know them? 

CLo. I have been, madam, a wicked creature, as 
you and all fleſh and blood are, and indeed 1 do mar- 
ry that I may repent. 

CounT, Thy marriage ſooner than thy wickedneſs, 

CLo. I am out of friends, madam, and 1 hope to 
have friends for my wife's ſake. 

CounT, Such friends are thine enemies, knave. 

CLo. Y'are ſhallow, madam, in great friends; for 
the knaves come to do that for me which I am weary 
of; he that ꝶ eres my land, ſpares my team, and gives 
me leave to inne the crop; if I be his cuckold, he's 
my drudge ; he that comforts my wife, is the che- 
riſher of my fleſh and blood ; he that cheriſhes my 
fleſh and blood, loves my fleſh and blood; he that 
loves my fleſh and blood, is my friend: ergo, he that 


kiſſes my wife is my friend. If men could be con- 


+ to ere. from ærare to plough. 


woman 


e is no 
ling of 


bearns 
narry, 


I am 
at the 


:ſons, 
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tented to be what they are, there were no fear in 


marriage; for young Charbon the puritan, and old 


Poyſam the papiſt, how ſoc er their hearts are ſever d 
in religion, their heads are both one, they may joul 
horns together like any deer 1'th' herd. 

CounT. Wilt thou ever be a toul-mouth'd and ca- 
lumnious knave ? 

CLo. A prophet, I madam, and I ſpeak the truth 
the next way. 
For I the ballad will repeat, which men full true ſhall 

find, 
Your marriage comes by deſtiny, your cuckow ſings 
by kind. | 

CounT. Get you gone, Sir, I'll talk with you 
more anon. 

STEw. May it pleaſe you, madam, that he bid He- 
len come to you, of her l am to ſpeak. 

Count, Sirrah, tell my gentle woman I would ſpeak 
with her, Helen I mean 
Co. Was this fair face the cauſe, quoth ſhe, 
Why the Grecians ſacked Troy? 
Was this King Priam's joy ? 
With that ſhe ſighed as ſhe ſtood, 
And gave this ſentence then ; 
Among nine bad if one be good, 
There's yet one good in ten. 

CounT, What, one good in ten ? You corrupt the 
ſong, ſirrah. 

CLo. One good woman in ten, madam, which 1s 
a purifying o' th' ſong: would God would ſerve the 
world ſo all the year, we'd find no fault with the 
tithe woman if 1 were the parſon ; one in ten, quoth 
! an we might have a good woman born but every 
blazing ſtar, or at an earthquake, 'twould mend the 

Vor, III. 0 
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lottery well a man may draw his heart out, ere he C 
pluck one. | 


Cour. You'll be gone, fir hk and do as | befor 
command you. 

CLo That man that ſhould be at a woman's com- 
mand. and yet no hurt done! tho honeſty be no pu- your 
ritan. yet it will do no hurt; it will wear the ſurplis 
of humility over the black gown of a big heart: l an 
going, forſooth, the buſineſs is for Helen to come hi- 
ther. [ Exit, 

Covnrt. Well now. | c 

STE w. I know, madam, you love your gentlewo- 
man entirely, 

Cour. Faith I do; her father bequeath'd her to 
me: and ſhe herſelf, without other advantages, may 
lawfully make tit]- to as much love as ſhe finds, there 
is more owing her than is paid, and more ſhall be 
paid her than ſhe'll demand. 

STEw. Madam, 1 was very Jate more near het 
than I think ſhe wiſh'd me; alone ſhe was, and did 
communicate to herlelf, her own words to her own 
ears: ſhe thought, 1 dare vow for her, they touch'd 
not any ſtranger ſenſe. Her matter was, ſhe loved 
your ſon; Fortune, ſhe ſaid, was no goddeſs, that 
had put ſuch difference betwixt their two eſtates; 
Love, no god. that would not extend his might, only 
where qualities were level : complain'd againſt the 
queen of virgins, that would ſuffer her poor Knight 
to be ſurpriz'd without reſcue in the firſt aſſault, or 
ranſom afterward. This ſhe deliver d in the mot bit- 
ter touch of ſorrow that e er | heard a virgin exclaim 
in. which 1 held it my duty ſpeedily to acquaint you 
wirhal; ſithence in the loſs that may bappen, it con- 
cerns you ſomething to know it, 
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All's awell that End: well. 1 8 
Count. You have diſcharg'd this honeſtly, keep 


it to yourſelf; many likelihoods inform'd me of this 
before, which hung ſo tottering in the balance, that 


| could neither believe noi miſdoubt pray you leave 
me, ſtall this in your boſom, and I thank you for 
your honelt care; Iwill ſpeak with you further anon, 

[ Exit Steward. 


SCENE VII. 


Enter HELENA, 
Co ux r. Ev'n ſo it was with me when I was young; 
If we are nature's. theſe are ours this thorn 
Doth to our roſe of youth rightly belong 
Our blood to us, this to our blood is born 
It is the ſhow and ſeal of nature's truth, 
Where love's ſtrong paſſion is impreſt in youth; 
By our remembrances of days foregone, 
Such were our faults, or then we thought them none. 
Her eye is ſick on't, I obſerve her now. | 
HEL. What is your pleaſure, madam ? 
Count Helen, you know, | am a mother to you. 
Her. Mine honourable miſtreſs. | 
CounrT. Nay, a mother; 


| Why not a mother? when I ſaid a mother, 


Methought you ſaw a ſerpent ; what's in mother, 

That you (tart at it? I fay, Im your mother, 

And put you in the catalogue of thoſe 

That were enwombed mine; tis often ſeen 

Adoption ſtrives with nature, and choice breeds 

A native lip to us from foreign ſeeds, 

You ne'er oppreſt me with a mother's groan, 

Yet | expreſs to you a mother's care: 

God's mercy, maiden, do's it curd thy blood, 

To ſay 1 am thy mother? what s the matter, 
C 2 
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] hat this diſtemper'd meſſenger of wet, 
The many colour'd Iris rounds thine eyes ? 
Why that you are my daughter ? 
Hl, That l am not. 
Counr. I ſay lam you mother, 
HTL. Pardon, madam. 
The Count Rouſillon cannot be my brother; 
I am from humble, he trom honour'd name ; 
No note upon my parents, his all noble, 
My matter, my dear lord he is, and 1 
His ſervant live, and will his vaſſal die: 
He mu{t not be my brother. 
Cour. Nor 1 your mother? [ were 
H=L. You are my mother, madam; would you 
(So that my lord your ſon were not my brother) 
Indecd my mother—or were you both our mothers 
I care no more for, than I do for heav'n, 
So | were not his lifter : can't no other? 
But 1 your daughter, he muſt be my brother. [law, 
Cour. Yes Helen, you might be my daughter: in- 
God ſhield you mean it not, daughter and mother 
So ſtrive upon your pulſe; what, pale again? 
My fear hath catch'd your fondneſs. Now I ſee 
The myit'ry of your lovelineſs, and find 
Your ſalt tears head: now to all ſenſe tis groſs, 
You love my ſon : invention is aſham d 
Againſt the proclamation of thy paſhon, 
To ſay thou doſt not. therefore tell me true, 
But tel] me then 'tis ſo. For look, thy cheeks 
C.onfeſs it one to th other, and thine eyes 
See it fo groſly ſhown in thy behaviour, 
That in their kind they ſpeak it: only fin 
And hellith obſtinacy tie thy tongue, 
That truth ſhould be ſuſpected ; ſpeak, is't ſo ? 


AM well that Ends well. I. 7 21 


If it be ſo, you've wound a goodly clew : 

If it be not, forſwear't; howe'er I charge thee, 
As heav'n ſhall work in me for thine avail, 

To tell me truly. 

HEL. Good madam, pardon me, 

CounT. Do you love my ſon ? 

HEL, Your pardon, noble miſtreſs. 

Cour. Love you my ſon ? 

Her. Do not you love him, madam ? 

Cour. Go not about; my love hath in't a bond, 
Whereof the world takes note : come, come, diſcloſe 
The ſtate of your affection, for your pathons 
Have to the full appeach'd. 

HEL, Then I confeſs 
Here on my knee, before high heav'ns and you, 

That before you, and next unto high heav'n, 
I love your ſon : 
My friends were poor, but honeſt; ſo's my love; 


Taw, Be not offended, for it hurts not him | 
r-10- That he is lov'd of me; I follow him not : 
r By any token of preſumptuous ſuit, 


Nor would I have him, till 1 do deſerve him, 
Yet never know how that deſert ſhall be : 

I know I love in vain, ſtrive againſt hope 

Yet in this captious and intenible five, 

[ ſtill pour in the water of my love, 

And lack not to loſe (till; thus Indian like, 
Religious in mine error, I adore 

The ſun that looks upon his worſhipper, 

But know of him no more. My deareſt madam, 
Let not your hate incounter with wy love, 

For loving where you do; but if your telf, ; 
Whoſe aged honour cites a virtugus youth, 
Did ever in ſo true a flame of liking | 
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Wiſh chaſtly, and love dearly, that your Dian 
W as both herſelf and love; O then give pity 
To her whoſe ſtate is ſuch, that cannot chuſe 
But lend and give where the is ſure to loſe ; 

T hat ſeeks not to find that which ſearch implies, 


Bur 11ddle like, lives ſweetly where the dies. 


Cour. Had you not lately an intent, ſpeak truly, 
To go to Paris? 
HE L. Madam, I had. 
Cour. Wherefore? tell true. 
He. I will tell truth, by grace itſelf I ſwear 
You know my father left me ſome preſcriptions 
Of race and prov'd effects, ſuch as his reading 
And manifeſt experience had collected 
For general ſov'reiguty: and that he will'd me 
In heedfull'ſt reſervation to beftow them, 
As notes, whole faculties incluſive were, 
More than they were in note amongſt the reſt, 
Thzre is a remedy. approv'd ſet down, 
To cure the deſperate languiſhings, whereof 
1 he King is render'd loſt. 
Count. This was your motive for Paris, was it, 
ſpeak ? 
HEIL. My lord your ſon made me to think of this; 
Elſe Paris, and the medicine and the King, 
Had from the converſation of my thoughts 
Haply been abſent then. 
CounrT, But think you, Helen, 
If you ſhould tender your ſuppoſed aid, 
He would receive it? he and his phyſicians 
Are of a mind; he, that they cannot help him: 
They, that they cannot help. How ſhall they credit 
A poor unlearned virgin, when the ſchools, 


Embowell'd of their doctrine, have left off 
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The danger to it{clf ? 
tler There's ſomething in't 
More than my father's ſkill, which was the great ſt 
Of his profeſſion. that his good receipt 
Shall for my legacy be ſanctify d 
By th' luckieſt ſtars in heay'n ; and would your honour 
But give me leave to try ſucceſs, I'd venture 
The well-loit life of mine on his grace s cure, 
By ſuch a day and hour. 
CounT. Do'lt thou believe't ? 
HEL, Ay. madam, knowingly. [ love, 
CounT. Why, Helen, thou ſhalt have my leave and 
Means and attendants, and my loving greetings 
To thoſe of mine in court. I'll {tay at home, 
And pray God s bleſſing into thy attempt: 
Begone to-morrow, and beſure of this, | 
What 1 can help thee to thou ſhalt not miſs. [ Exeurt. 


ACT i. $SCENE- 1. 


The Court of France. 


Enter the King, with divers young Lords taking leave 
fer the Florentine war. Bu&TRAM © PAROLLES, 
Flouriſh cornets. 


| KinG, 

Arewel, young lords: theſe warlike principles 
Do not throw from you you, my lords, fatewel; 
Share the advice betwixt you. If both gain, 

The gift doth ſtretch itſelf as tis receiy'd, 
And is enough for both. 

1 LoxD, Tis our hope, Sir, 
After well-enter'd ſoldiers, to return 
And find your Grace in health. 
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K1NG, No, no, it cannot be; and yet my heart 
Will not confeſs it owns the malady 
That doth my life beſiege; farewel, young lords, 
Whether I live or die, be you the ſons 
Of worthy Frenchmen ; let higher Italy, 
(Thoſe bated that inberit but the fall 
Of the laſt monarchy) ſee that you come 
Not to woo honour, but to wed it; when 
The braveſt * queſtant ſhrinks, find what you ſeck, 
That fame may cry you loud: | ſay, farewel, 
2 LoRD, Health at your bidding ſerve your majeſty, 
KinG, Thoſe girls of Italy, take heed of them; ; 
They ſay our French lack language to deny 
If they demand: beware of being captives 
Before you ſerve. 
Born. Our hearts receive your warnings. 


KixG, Farewel. Come hither to me. [Ts Bert. 
DLExit. 
1 Loxp. Oh, my ſweet lord, that you will ſap 


behind us. 

Par, Tis not his fault, the ſpark—— —— 

2 LoRD, Oh 'tis brave wars. 

PAR. Moſt admirable ; 1 have ſeen thoſe wars. 

BER. I am commanded here, and kept a coil with 
Too young, and the next year, and 'tis loo early. 

PAR. And thy mind ſtand to it, boy; ſteal a- 
way bravely. | | 

BER. Shall I ſtay here the forehorſe to a ſmock, 
Creeking my ſhoes on the plain maſonry. 
Till honour be bought up, and no ſword worn 
But one to dance with ? by heav'n III (teal away. 

1 LokD. There's honour in the theft. 

PAR. Commit it, Count. 

gqueſtion. 


on his 


I w 


th 


All's well that Ends well, II 2. 25 


2 Lok D. | am your acceſſary, and ſo farewel. 


BER. I grow to you, and our paiting is a tortur'd 


body. 
| 1 Los p. Farewel, captain, 

2 LokD. Sweet Monſieur Parolles. 

Par. Noble heroes, my ſword and yours are kin; 
| good ſparks and Juſtrous, A word, good metals, 
You ſhall find in the regiment of the Spinii. one cap- 
tain Spurio his cicatrice, with an emblem of war here 
on his ſiniſter cheek ; it was this very {word entrench'd 
it, ſay to him, I live, and obſerve his reports of me. 

1 LoxD, We ſhall, noble captain. 

Pak. Mars doat on you for his novices; what will 
je do? 

BER. Stay ? the King [ x. Lords. 

Par. Uſe a more ſpacious ceremony to the noble 
lords, you have reltrain'd yourſelf within the liſt of 
too cold an adieu; be more expreilive to them, for 


they wear themſelves in the cap of the time, there do 


mu:ter true gate, eat, ſpeak, and move under the in- 
flience of the moſt receiv'd itar; and tho' the devil 
lead the meaſure, ſuch are to be follow'd: after them, 
and take a more dilated farewel. 

B<r. And 1 will do ſo. 

Par Worthy fellows, and like to prove molt 
laewy ſword-· men. [Excunt, 


SCENE Il. 
Enter the Kix and Lau. 
Lax. Pardon, my lord, for me and for my tidings. 


KinG. I'll ſee thee to ſtand up. 
LAr. Then here's 4 man ſtands that hath brought 


his pardon 
| would you had kneel'd, my lord, to aſk me mercy, 
Vor. III. 
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And that at my bidding you could ſo ſtand up. | KiNG 
Kix I would I had, fol had broke thy pate, | LAF. 
And ask'd thee mercy for't. This is! 
LAr. Goodfaith acroſs: but, my good lord, tis u WA traito 
Will you be cur'd of your infirmity ? His ma] 
KING. No. That dz 


LAr. O will you eat no grapes, my royal fox? 
Yes, but you will, my noble grapes, and if 
My royal fox could reach them: 1 have ſeen a med'ci ] Kix, 


That's able to breathe “life into a ſtone, HE! 
Quicken a rock, and make you dance canary Gerard 
With ſprightly fire and motion, whoſe ſimple touch Win wha! 
Is powerful to raiſe King Pippen, nay KiN 
To give great Charlemain a pen in's hand Het 
And write to her a love-line. Knowl 

Kix. What her is this? Many 

LAr. Why doctor ſhe: my lord, there's one arriv'd, W Whicl 
If you will ſee her : now, by my faith and honour, And o 
If ſeriouſly I may convey my thoughts He ba 
In this my light deliverance, I have ſpoke Safer 1 
With one, that in her ſex, her years, profeſſion, And h 
Wiſdom and conſtancy, hath amaz'd me more With 
Than I dare blame my weakneſs : will you ſee her, tm) 
For that is her demand, and know her bulineſs ? | com 
That done, laugh well at me, With 

Kix. Now, good Lafeu, K1 
Bring in the admiration, that we with thee But r 
May ſpend our wonder too, or take off thine, Whe 
By wond'ring how thou took'(t it. The 

Lay. Nay. I'll fit you, Tha 
And not be all day neither. Fron 


Kix. Thus he his ſpecial nothing ever prologue: So it 
Ear. Nay, come your ways. [ Bringing in Helens. To 
» break, To 


te, 


is thus 


xX 


d' cine 


ouch 


ges, 
lena. 
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KinG, This haſte hath wings indeed. 
LaF. Nay, come your ways, 
This is his majeſty, ſay your mind to him; 
A traitor you do look like, but ſuch traitors 
His majeity ſeldom fears; I'm Creſſid's uncle 


That dare leave two together; fare you well. LExit. 


SCENE III. 


KixG. Now, fair one, do's your buſineſs follow us? 


HEL. Ay, my good lord. 
Gerard de Narbon was my father, 
In what he did profeſs, well found. 

King I knew him. 


HEL, The rather will! ſpare my praiſe tow'rds him, 


Knowing him is enough: on's bed of death 
Many receipts he gave me, chiefly one, 
Which as the deareſt iſſue of his practice, 
And of his old experience, th' only darling, 
He bad me (tore up, as a triple eye, 


Safer than mine own two : more dear I have ſo; 


And hearing your high majeſty is touch'd 


With that malignant cauſe, wherein the honour 


Ot my dear father's gift ſtands chief in power, 
| come to tender it, and my appliance, 
With all bound humbleneſs. 

KixG, We thank you, maiden; 
But may not be ſo credulous of cure, 
When our moſt learned doctors leave us, and 
The congregated college have concluded, 
That labouring art can never ranſome nature 
From her unaidable eſtate : we mult not 
So {tain our judgment, or corrupt our hope, 
To proſtitute our paſt-cure malady 
To empericks, or to diſſever ſo 
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Our great ſelf and our credit, to eſteem 

A ſenſeleſs help, when help paſt ſenſe we deem. 
Hel. My duty then ſhall pay me for my pains; 

Iwill no mare enforce my oflice on you, 

Humb.y intreating from your royal thoughts 

A modeſt one ta bear me back again. | 


Kix. 1 cannot give thee leſs, to be call'd grateful; 


Thou thought'ft to help me, and ſuch thanks 1 give, 
As one near death to thoſe that with him live; 
But what at full I know, thou know'lt no part, 
I knowing all my peril, thou no art. 
Her. What | can do, can do no hurt to try, 
Since you ſet up your reſt ' gainſt remedy : 
He that of greateſt works is finiſher, 
Oft does them by the weakelt miniſter : 
So holy writ, in babes hath judgment ſhown, 


When judges have been babes, great floods have flown, 


From .:mple ſources : and great ſeas have dry'd, 
When miracles have by th' great'ſt been deny'd, 
Oft expectation fails, and moll oft there 
Where moſt it promiſes : and oft it hits 


Where hope is coldeſt, and deſpair moſt fits. [maid, 
KinG i mult not hear thee ; fare thee well, kind 


Thy pins not us'd, mult by thyſelf be paid. 

Profiers not took, reap thanks for their reward. 
HEL. loſpir'd merit fo by breath is bar d: 

It is not ſo with him that all things knows 

As tis with us that ſquare our gueſs by ſhows : 

But molt it is preſumption in us. when 

T he help of heav n we count the act of men. 

Dear Sir. to my endeavours give conſent, 

Of heaven, nut me, make an experiment, 

I am not an impoltor that preclaim 

My 1elf againſt the level of mine aim, 


But kno! 
My art i 

RINC 
Hop it t 

HEL 
Fre twi 
Their f 
Fre tw! 


Moilt t 


Or four 
Hath te 
What 1 
Health 
KI 
What 
He! 
A ſtrut 
Tradu 
Sear d 
With 
Kix. 
His pc 
And v 
In con 
Thy 1 
Wort 
Youtt 
That 
Thou 
Skill! 
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But know I think, and think I know moſt ſure, 
My art is not paſt power, nor you paſt cure, 
K1xG. Art thou ſo confident ? within what ſpace 
Hop ſt thou my cure? 
HEL. The Greateſt lending grace, 
Fre twice the horſes of the ſun ſhall bring 
Their fiery torcher his diurnal ring. 
Fre twice in murk and occidental damp 
| Moilt Heſperus hath quench d his ſleepy lamp; 
Or four and twenty times the pilot's glaſs . 
Hath told the thievith minutes how they paſs, 
What is infirm from your ſound parts ſhall fly, 
Health ſhall live free, and ſickneſs freely die. 
KixG. Upon thy certainty and conſidence, 
What dar'ſt thou venture? 
Heu. Tax of impudence, 
wn, Aſtrumpet's boldneſs, a divulged ſhame 
Traduc'd by odious ballads : my maiden's name 
Sear d otherwiſe, no worſe of worlt extended, 
With vileſt torture let my life be ended. 
Kix G. Methinks in thee ſame bleſſed ſpirit doth ſpeak 
id, His powerful ſound, within an organ weak; 
ind And what impoſſibility would ſlay 
In common ſenſe, ſenſe ſaves another way, 
Thy life is dear, for all that life can rate 
Worth name of life, in thee hath eſtimate: 
Youth, beauty, wiſdom, courage, all 
That happineſs and prime can happy call; 
Thou this to hazard, needs mult intimate 
Kill infinite, or monſtrous deſperate. 
Sweet practiſer, thy phyſick I will try, 
That miniſters thine own death if I die. 
HL. If I break time, or flinch in property 
Of what [ ſpoke, unpitied let me die, 
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And well deſerv'd : not helping, death's my fee; 
But if I help. what do you promiſe me? 

RING. Make thy demand. 

HEL, But will you make it even ? 

KinG. Ay, by my ſcepter, and my hopes of help. 

HEL.Thenthaltthou give me, with thy kingly hand, 
What huſbaud in thy power I will command. 
Exempted be from me the arrogance 
To chuſc from forth the royal blood of France, 
My low and humble name to propagate 
With any branch or image of thy ſtate : 
But ſuch a one thy vaſſal, whom i know 
Is free for me to aſk, thee to beſtow. 

KI x G. Here is my hand, the premiſes obſerv'd, 
Thy will by my performance ſhall be ſerv'd: 
To make the choice of thine own time, for I, 
Thy reſolv'd patient, on thee (till rely, 
More ſhould 1 queſtion thee, and more I muſt, 
Tho” more to know could not be more to truſt : 
From whence thou cam'ſt, how tended on, but reſt 
Unqueſtion'd welcome, and undoubted bleſt. 
Give me ſome help here hoa ! if thou proceed 
As high as word, my deed ſhall match thy deed. 

[ Exeunt, 


SCENE IV. 


RoUuS$SILLON. 


Enter Counteſs and Clown, 
CounT, Come on, Sir, I ſhall now put you to the 
height of your breeding, 
CLown, I will ſhew myſelf highly fed, and lowly 
taught; I know my buſineſs is but to the court. 


Count. To the court? why what place make you 


nd, 


KF 


Als well that Ends well. II. 4. 31 


ſpecial. when you put off that with ſuch contempt ? 
but to the court ! 

CLVo. Truly, madam, if God have lent a man any 
manners he may eaſily put it off at court: he that 
cannot make a leg, put oft 's cap, kiſs his hand, and 
ſay nothing, has neither leg, hands, lip, nor cap; and 
indeed ſuch a fellow, to ſay preciſely. were not for 
the court: but for me, 1 have an anſwer will ſerve 
all men. 


Counr. Marry that's a bountiful anſwer that fits 
all queſtions. 

CLo. It is like a barber's chair, that fits all but- 
tocks ; the pin buttock, the quatch buttock, the brawa 
buttock, or any buttock. 

CounT. Will your anſwer ſerve fit to all queſtions? 

CLo. As fit as ten groats is for the hand of an at- 
torney, as your French crown for your taffaty punk, 
as Tib's ruſh for Tom's fore- finger, as a pancake for 
Shrove- Tueſday, a morris for May-day, as the nail 
to his hole, the cuckold to his horn, as a ſcolding 
quean to a wrangling knave, as-the nun's lip to the 
friar's mouth, nay, as the pudding to his ſkin, 

CounrT. Have you, I ſay, an anſwer of ſuch fitneſs 
for all queſtions ? 


CLo, From below your Duke, to beneath your 
conſtable, it will fit any queſtion. 

Cour. It muſt be an anſwer of moſt monſtrous 
ſize that muſt fit all demands. 

CL o. But a trifle neither in good faith, if the learn- 
ed ſhould ſpeak truth of it: here it is, and all that be- 
longs to't, Aſk me if 1 am a courtier, it thall do you 
no harm to learn. 

Cour. To be young again. if we could: I will 
be a fool in a queſtion, hoping to be the wiſer by your 
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anſwer, I pray you, Sir, are you a courtier ? 
CLo. O lord, Sir there's a {imple putting 
more, more, a hundred of them. 
CouNT. vir, | am a poor friend of yours, that lov 


off; 


you. E; 
CLo, O lord, Sir, — thick, thick, ſpare not me. La 
CounrT. | think, Sir, you can eat none of this philoſ; 

homely meat. things 

we m 


CLo, O lord, Sir, —nay put me to't, I warrant ' 
you, | ſeemil 
CovunrT. You were lately whip'd, Sir, as I thick, n 


CLo. O lord, Sir, ſpare not me. Pa 
Cour. Do you cry, © lord, Sir, at your whip- hath | 
ping, and ſpare not me? indeed, your O lord, Sir, is Dy 
very ſequent to your whipping : you would anſwer ve— L. 
ry well to a whipping if you were but bound tobt. P. 
CLo, I ne'er had worſe luck in my life, in my 9 L. 
lord Sir; I ſee things may ſerve long, and not ſerve P. 
ever. , L 
CounrT. I play the noble huſewife with the time, P 
to entertain it ſo merrily with a fool L 
CLo. O lord, Sir, —why there't ferves well again. P 
Cour. An end, Sir; to your buſineſs: give Helen 1. 
And urge her to a preſent anſwer back. [this, P 
Commend me to my kinſmen, and my ſon : 1 
This is not much. 1 
CLo, Not much commendation to them. Ju 
CounrT, Not much employment for you, you un- 
derſtand me. 2 


Co. Mult fruitfully, I am there before my legs. 
Counr. Haſte you again, LExcunl. 


Hts 
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SCENE V. 
The Court of France. 


Enter BERTRAM, LAFEU, d PAROLLES, 


Lar. They ſay miracles are paſt, and we have our 
| philoſophical perſons to make modern and familiar 


things ſupernatural and cauſeleſs, Hence is it, that 
| we make trifles of terrors, enſconſing our ſelves into 


ſeeming knowledge, when we ſhould ſubmit our telves 


to an unknown fear. 

Par. Why 'tis the rareſt argument of wonder that 
hath ſhot out in our later times, 

Ber. And ſo tis. 

Lae. To be relinquiſh'd of the artiſt. 

Pak, So l ſay, both of Galen and Paracelſus. 

LAr. Of all the learned and authentick fellows. 

Par. Right, fo 1 ſay, 

Lar, That gave him out incurable. 

Par, Why there 'tis, ſo ſay 1 coo. 

LAr. Not to be help'd. 

Pak. Right, as 'twere a man aſſur'd of an— 

LAr. Uncertain life; and ſure death. 

Par, Juſt, you ſay well: ſo would J have ſaid. 

Lay. I may truly ſay, it is a novelty to the world, 

Pak. It is indeed, if you will have it in ſhewing, 
you ſhall read it in what do you call there 

Lar. A ſhewing of a heav'nly effect in an earth'y 
actor, 

PAR. That's it, I would have ſaid the very ſame, 

Lay, Why your dolphin is not luſtier: for me, I 
ſpeak in reſpect | 

Pak. Nay, 'tis ſtrange, tis very ſtrange, that is the 
brief and the tedious of it, and he's of a molt faciue- 
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rious ſpirit, that will not acknowledge it to be the My mo 
Lat Very hand of ieav n, And w 
PAR Ay. ſol ſay. Kir 


LF. In a moſt weak 
PAR. And debile miniſter. great power, great tran- 


ſcendence, which thould indeed give us a further uſe He 
to be made than only the recovery of the King, as to ſtor'd 
be AL 
Lay, Generally thankſul. He 
5 That 

3. Pleaſe 

Enter KixnG. HELFNa, and attendants, The | 

Par. I would have ſaid it, you land well; here We 
comes the King. Let t 
La. Luſtick, as the Dutchman fv: * I'll like a Wel 
maid the better while | have a tooth in my head: why K 
he's able to lead her a corranto. Wbe 
PAR. Mort du Vinaigre, is not this Helen? H 
Lay. Fore God l think fo. And 
Kix. Go call before me all the lords in court. Dor 
Sit, my preſerver, by thy patient s ſide, 1 
And with this healthful hand, whoſe banith'd ſenſe 1 
Thou haſt repeal'd, a ſecond time receive [ 
The confirmation of my promis'd gift, ame 
W hich bur attends thy naming. ! 
Ente: three or four Lords, Bef 

Fair maid. fend forth thine eye; this youthful parcel Lo! 
Of noble batchelors ſtand at my beſtowing, He 


O'er whom both ſoy'reign power and father's voice 
I have to uſe; thy frank election make, 


Thou haſt power to chuſe, and they none to forſake. W. 
Her. To each of you, one fair and virtuous miſtreſs i 
Fall, when love pleafe : marry, to each but one. mi 


LAr. I'd give bay curtal and his furniture, 


ne 


ran- 
r uſe 
18 10 


here 


de 2 


el 


of; 
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My mouth no more were broken than theſe boys, 
And writ as little beard. 

Kix. Peruſe them well: 

| Not one of thoſe, but had a noble father, 
[ She addreſſes herſelf to a lard. 

HEL. Gentlemen, Heav'n hath, through me, re- 
ſtor d the King to health. 

ALL, We underſtand it. and thank Heav'n for you. 
HEL. I am a fimple maid, and therein wealthicit, 
That I proteſt | ſimply am a maid 
Pleaſe it your majeſty, 1 have done already: 


35 


| The bluſhes in my cheeks thus whiſper me, 


We bluſh that thou ſhould ſt chuſe ; but be refus'd; 
Let the white death lit on thy cheek for ever, 
We ll ne'er come there again. 
KixG. Make ch ice and ſee, 
Who ſhuns thy love ſhuns all his love in me. 
HEL. Now Dian from thy altar do | fly, 
And to * imperial love, that God molt hiph, 
Do my ſighs ſtream : Sir, will you hear my ſuit ? 
1 LoxD. And grant it 
HEL. Thanks, Sir; all the reſt are mute. 
Lay, 1 had rather be 1a this choice, than throw 
ames- ace for my life. 
HeL. The honour, Sir, that flames in your fiir eyes, 
Before I ſpeak, too threatningly replies: 
Love make your fortunes twenty times above 
Her that ſo wiſhes, and her humble love. 
2 LokD. No better, if you plcale. 
HEL. My wiſh receive, 
Which great Love grant, and ſo take my leave, 
Lay. Do all they deny her? if they were ſons of 
mine, I'd have them whip'd, or I would ſend them 
® impartial Jove. 
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þ to the Turk to make eunuchs of. [ can | 
bl Her. Be not afraid that 1 your hand ſhould take, of co 
Wi. I'll never do you wrong for your own ſake: Woul 
. Bleſſing upon your vows, and in your bed In dif 
1 Find fait er fortune, if you ever wed All ti 
of. Lar. Theſe boys are boys of ice, they'll none of A pot 
yl her: ſure they are baſtards to the Engliſh, the French Of v1 
| i ne er got em. Fron 
8 He You are too young, too happy, and too good W The 
1 To make your ſelf a {on out of my blood, Whe 
nt 4 Lob. Fair one, | think not ſo. ; It 1s 
1 Ih Lar. There's one grape yet, I am ſure my father Is go 
1 drunk wine; but if thou be'ſt not an aſs, I am a youth The 
3 of fourteen: I have known thee already. Not 
x Ir. 1 dare not ſay 1 take you, but I give In u 
4 Me and my ſervice, ever whilſt J live, And 
1 Into your guiding power this is the man. [Ty Bertram. Wh 
1 | RISG. Why then young Bertram take her, ſhe's Anc 
1 thy wife ä Cneſs WI 
1 BS My wife. my liege? I ſhall beſeech your high- Th 
* it In ſuch a buſineſs give me leave to uſe Del 
= * . 
- The help of mine own eyes, Al 
1 KING. Know'ſt thou not, Bertram, WI 
i [ What ſhe hath done for me? | Of 
| Be RT. Yes, my good lord, If t 
But never hope to know why I ſhould marry her. Ic 
Kix. Thou know'ſt ſhe rais'd me from my ſickly W ls 


bed, 
B; x. But follows it, my lord, to bring me down 
Muſt anſwer for your raiſing ? I know her well: 
She had her breeding at my father's charge: 
A poor phyſician's daughter my wife! diſdain 
Rather corrupt me ever, L 
KinG,'Tis only title thou diſdain'ſt in her, the which 
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can build up: ſtrange is it that our bloods 
Of colour, weight, and hs at, pour'd all together, 
would quite confound diſtinction; yet ſtand off 
In differences ſo mighty. If the be 
All that is virtuous, (ſave what thou diſſik'ſt,) 
Dne of A poor phyſician's daughter, thou diſlik'it 
rench Of virtue for the name: but do nor ſo. 
| From loweſt place, whence virtuous things proceed, 
good The place 1s dignify'd by the doer's deed. 
Where great addition ſwells, and virtue none, 
It is a dropſied honour ; good alone, 
ather Is good without a name. Vilenels is ſo; 
'/outh The property by what it is ſhould go, 
Not by the title She is young, wile, fair, 
In theſe, to nature ſhe's immediate heir; 
And theſe breed honour: that is honour's ſcorn, 


ram, Which challenges itſelf as honour's born, 

ſhe's W Andis not like the fire. Honours belt thrive, 
"neſs W When rather from our acts we them derive 
ioh- WF Than our fore goers: the meer Word's a ſlave 


Debaucht on every tomb, on every grave; 
A lying trophy, and as oft is dumb, 
Where dult and damn'd oblivion is the tomb. 
Of honour'd bones indeed, what ſhould be ſaid ? 
If thou canit like this creature as a maid, 
I can create the reſt: virtue and ſhe, 
kly WF Is her own dow'r; honour and wealth from me. 
Ber. I cannot love her, nor will ſtrive to do't. 
King, Thou wrong'lt thyſelf, if thou ſhould'ſt 
{trive to chule, 
Hel. That you are well reſtor'd, my Lord, I'm 
glad : | 
Let the reſt go. 
KixG, My honour's at the ſtake, which to defeat 
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I mult produce my power. Here, take her hand, 
Proud ſcoruful boy, unworthy this good gift, 
That doſt in vile miſpriſion ſhickie up 
My love, and her deſert; that canſt not dream, 
We poizing us in her defective ſcale, 
Shall weigh thee to the beam ; that wilt not know, 
It is in us to plant thine honour where 
We pleaſe to have it grow. Check thy contempt : 
Obey our will, which travels in thy good, 
Believe not thy diſdain, but preſently 
Do thine own fortunes that obedient right 
Which both thy duty owes, and our power claims: 
Or | will throw thee from my care to: ever 
Into the tlaggers and the careleſs lapſe 
Of youth aud ignorance; my revenge and hate 
Let looſe upon thee in the name of juſtice, 
Without all terms of pity. Speak thine anſwer, 

BER. Pardon, my gracious lord; for | ſubmit 
My fancy to your eyes. When I conſider 
What great creation, and what dole of honour 
Flies where you bid: I find that ſhe which late 
Was in my nobler thoughts molt baſe, is now 
The praiſed of the King ; who ſo ennobled, 
Is as *twere born fo, 

KinG, Take her by the hand, 
And tell her ſhe is thine : to whom I promiſe 
A counter poize; if not in thy eſtate, 
A balance more repleat. 

Ba R. I take her hand. 


KinG. Good fortune, and the favour of the King 


Smile upon the contract; whoſe ceremony 
Shall ſeem expedient on the now-born brief, 
And be perform'd to- night; the ſolemn feaſt 


Shall more attend upon the coming ſpace, 


| pxpeQting 
Thy love 


LAF. 
PAR. 
LAF 
recantal 
PaR 
LaF 
PaR 

| withou 
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Expecling abſent friends. As thou lov'ſt her, 
Thy love's to me religious; elſe does err. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE VII. 
Manent PAROLLES and LAFEU, 


Lar. Do you hear, Monſieur? a word with you, 

Pak. Your pleaſure, Sir. 

Lar, Your lord and maſter did well to make his 
recantation, 

Pak. Recantation ? my lord ? my maſter ? 

LA. Ay, is it not a language 1 ſpeak ? 

Par. A moſt harſh one, and not to be underſtood 
| without bloody ſucceeding. My maſter ? 

LAr. Are you companion to the Count Rouſillon? 

Par. To any count; to all counts; to what is man. 

Lay. To what is count's man; count's maſter 19 
of another ſtile, 
| "Pak. You are too old, Sir let it ſatisße you, you 
⁊re too old 

Lae. I muſt tell thee, ſirrah, I write man; to which 
title age cannot bring thee, 

Par. What I dare too well do, I dare not do. 

Lr. I did think thee for two ordinaries to be a pret- 
| ty wiſe fellow; thou didſt make tolerable vent of thy 
travel, it might paſs; yet the ſcarſs and the bannerets 
about thee did manifoldly diſſuade me from believing 
thee a veſſel of too great a burthen. I have now found 
thee ; when [I loſe thee again, I care not: yet art thou 
good for nothing bur taking up, and that thou'rt ſcarce 
worth, 


Par, Hadſt thou not the privilege of antiquity up- 
on thee 


Lay, Do not plunge thyſelf too far in anger, leſt 
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thou haſten thy tryal; which is, Lord have mercy on 
thee for a hen; ſo, my good window of lattice, tare 
thee well, thy caſement I need not open, 1 lock 
through thee, Give me thy hand. 

Par, My lord, you give me moſt egregious in- 
dignity. | 

Lay, Ay, with all my heart, and thou art worthy 
of it. 

Pa R. I have not, my lord, deſerv'd it. 

Lar. Yes, good faith, every dram of it; and I wil! 
not bate thee a ſcruple. 

Pak. Well, 1 ſhall be wiſer 

LA. Ev'n as ſoon as thou canſt, for thou haſt to 
pull at a ſmack o'th' contrary. If ever thou bcell 
bound in thy ſcarf and beaten, thou ſhalt find what it 
is to be proud of thy bondage. I have a deſire to 
hold my acquaintance with thee, or rather my know- 
ledge, that I may ſay in the default, he is a man 1 know. 

PAR. My lord, you do me moſt inſupportable 
vexation. 

LA. I would it were hell pains for thy ſake, and 
my poor doing eternal: for doing I am paſt, as 1 will 
by thee, in what motion age will give me leave. 

| [ Exit, 

Par, Well, thou haſt a ſon ſhall take this diigrace 
off me; ſcurvy, old, filthy, ſcurvy lord: well, I mult 
be patient, there is no fettering of authority. I'Il beat 
him, by my life, if | can meet him with any conve- 
nience, an he were double and double a lord. III 
have no more pity of his age than I would have of — 
I'll beat him, an if I could but meet him again. 

Enter LAFEU, 

Lay. Sirrah, your lord and maſter's marricd, 

there's news for you: you have a new miſtreſs. 
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Par, I moſt unfeignedly beſeech your lordſhip to 
make ſome reſervation of your wrongs. He, my good 
lord, whom i ſerve above is my malter, 
| Lars, Who? God? 

Pak. Ay, Sir. 

Lar. The devil it is, that's thy maſter, Why doſt 
thou garter up thy arms 0' this faſhion? doſt make 
E hoſe of thy ſlœeves: do other ſervants ſo ? thou wert 
belt ſet thy lower part where thy noſe ſtands. By 
mine honour, if I were but two hours younger, Id 
beat thee: methinks thou art a general offence, and 
every man ſhquld beat thee, I think thou was created 
for men to breathe themſelves upon thee. 

Par, This is hard and undeſerved meaſure, my 
lord, 

LAr. Go to, Sir; you were beaten in Italy for 
| picking a kernel out of a pomegranate; you are a va- 
gabond, and no true traveller. you are more ſawcy 
with lords and honourable perſonages, than the com- 
miſſion of your birth and virtue gives you heraldry. 


nd You are not worth another word, elſe 1'd call you 
ill knave, I leave you. | L Exit. 
it, SCENE VI. 
ce | 
if Enter BERTRAM, 
at Par. Good, very good, it is ſo then, Good, very 
A good, let it de conceal d a while, 
ll Ber. Undone, and forfeited to cares forever ! 
22 Pa R. What is the matter, ſweet heart? 
By R. Although before the ſolemn prieſt I've ſworn; 
L will not bed her. 
, PAR. What ? what, ſweet heart? 


Ber, O my Parolles, they have married me: 
vol. III. F 
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I'll to the Tuſcan wars, and never bed her. 
PAR. France is a dog hole, and it no more merits 

the tread of a man's foot : to th' wars, 
Ber, There's letters from my mother; what the 

import is, I know not yet, 
Par. Ay, that would be known: to th' wars my 

boy, to th' wars. 

He wears his honour in a box unſeen, 

That hugs his kickſy wickſy here at home, 

Spending his manly marrow in her arms, 

V hich ſhould ſuſtain the bound and high curvet 

Of Mars's fiery ſteed: to other regions 

France is a ſtable, we that dwell in't jades, 

Therefore to th' war. 

Be. It ſhall be ſo, I'll ſend her to my houfe, 

Acquaint my mother with my hate to her, 

And wherefore Il am fled ; write to the King 

That which 1 durſt not ſpeak, His preſent gift 

Shall furniſh me to thoſe Italian fields 

Where noble fellows ſtrike. War is no ſtrife 

To the dark houſe, and the deteſted wife. 
Par. Will this capricio hold in thee, art ſure ? 
BER. Go with me to my chamber, and adviſe me. 

I'll ſend her ſtraight away: to-morrow 

I'll to the wars, ſhe to her ſingle ſorrow. 


Pax. Why theſe balls bound, there's noiſe in it. 


*Tis hard 
A young man married, is a man that's marr'd : 
Therefore away, and leave her bravely : go, 
The King has done you wrong: but huſh, tis ſo. 


[ Exeunt 
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SCENEI1X. 


Enter HELENA ard Clown. 


Her. My mother greets me kindly, is ſhe well? 
CLo. She 1s not well, but yet ſhe has her health ; 
| ſhe's very merry, but yet ſhe is not well: but thanks 
be given ſhe's very well, and wants nothing ith” 
world; but yet ſhe is not well. 
| Her, If the be very well, what does ſhe ail, that 

ſhe's not very well ? 

CLo. Truly ſhe's very well, indeed, but for two 
things. 

HEL. What two things ? 

CLo. One, that ſhe's not in heav'n, whither God 
ſend her quickly; the other, that ſhe's in earth, 
| whence God ſend her quickly, 


Enter PAROLLES. 


Par. Bleſs you, my fortunate lady. 

+ HEL. I hope, Sir, I have your good will to have 

mine own good fortune. 

Par. You had my prayers to lead them on; and to 

| keep them on, have them (till. O my knave, how 

does my old lady? 

Cr o. $0 that you had her wrinkles and I her mo- 

| ney, I would ſhe did as you ſay. 

| Pak, Why I ſay nothing. 

Crx o. Marry you are the wiſer man; for many a 

man's tongue ſhakes out his malter's undoing: to ſay 

nothing, to do nothing, to know nothing, and to have 

nothing, is to be a great part of your title, which is 

| Vithin a very little of nothing. 

PAR. Away, thou'rt a knave. 

CLo, You ſhould have ſaid, Sir, before a knave, 
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th'arta knave; that's before me th'art a knave: this 
had been truth, Sir. 

Par. Go to, thou art a witty fool, I have found 
thee. 

CLo. Did you find me in yourſelf, Sir? or were 
you taught to ftind me? the ſearch, Sir, was profit 
able, and much fool may you find in you, even to the 
world's pleaſure, and the encreaſe of laughter. 

Far. A good knavei faith, and well fed. 
Madam. my lord will go away to-night, 

A very ſerious buſineſs calls on him. 

The great prerogative and rite of love, 

Which as your que time claims. he does acknowledge, 
But puts it off by a compell'd reſtraint : 

Whoſe want, and whoſe delay, is ſtrew'd with ſweets 
Which they diſtil now in the curbed time, 

To make the coming hour o'erflow with joy, 

And pleaſure drown the brim. 

He. What's his will elſe? [ King, 

PAR. That you will take your inſtant leave o'th' 
And make this haſte as your own good proceeding, - 
Strengthen'd with what apology you think 
May make it probable need. 

Hel What more commands he? 

Pad. That having this obtain'd, you preſently 
Attend his ſurther pleaſure. 

Her. In every thing I wait upon his will. 

Pak. I ſhall report it ſo, 


HEL, I pray you come, ſirrah. [ Exe, 


SCENE XxX. 
Enter LarEU and BERTRAM. 


LaF. But I hope your lordſhip thinks not him a 
ſoldier, 


[ Exit Par. 
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BR. Yes, my lord, and of very valiant approof. 

Lar. You have it from his own deliverance. 

BER. And by other warranted teſtimony, 

Lar. Then my dial goes not true, I took this lark 
for a bunting. 

Ber, I do aſſure you, my lord, he is very great in 


knowledge, and accordingly valiant. 


Lr. I have then ſinned againſt his experience, and 


 tranſgreſs'd againſt his valour, and my (tate that way 
is dangerous, ſince I cannot yet find in my heart to 


repent : here he comes, I pray you make us friends, 


1 will purſue the amity. 


Enter PAROLLES, 

Par, Theſe things ſhall be done, Sir. 

Lay. I pray you, Sir, who's his taylor? 

PAR. Sir? | 

Lar, OI know him well, I, Sir, he ſits a good 
workman, a very good taylor. 

BER. Is'ſhe gone to the King? [ A/edeto Paroties, 

Pak. She is. 

BER. Will the away to- night? 

PAR. As you'll have her. 


ſhould take poſſeſſion of the bride and ere I do 


Lar, A good traveller is ſomething at the latter 


end of a dinner; but one that lyes three thirds, and 
| uſes a known truth to paſs a thouſand nothings with, 
ſhould be once heard and thrice beaten 


God ſave 
you captain, 
Ban. Is there any unkindneſs between my lord and 


you, Monſieur ? 


B. I've writ my letters, caſketed my treaſure, 
given order for our horſes; and to-night, when I 
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Par. I know not how I have deſery'd to run into 
my lord's diſpleaſure. 

LaFr. You have made ſhift to run into't, boots 
and ſpurs and all, like him that leapt into the cuſtard; 
and out of it you Il run again, rather than ſuffer que- 
{tion for your reſidence. 

Bx R. It may be you have miſtaken him, my lord, 

LAr. And ſhall do ſo ever, tho' 1 took him at's 
prayers. Fare you well, my lord, and believe this of 
me, there can be no kernel in this light nut : the ſoul 
of this man is his cloaths. Truſt him not in matter of 
heavy conſequence : I have kept of them tame, and 
know their natures. Farewel, Monſieur, I have ſpo- 
ken better of you, than you have or will deſerve at my 
hand, but we muſt do good againſt evil, [ Exit, 

PAR. An idle lord, I ſwear, 

Be R. I think ſo, 

Par. Why, do you not know him? 

Be R. Yes, I do know him well, and common ſpeech 
gives him a worthy paſs. Here comes my clog, 


SCENE XI, 


Enter HELENA, 


Hz. I have, Sir, as I was commanded from you, 
| Spoke with the King, and have procur'd his leave 
For preſent parting ; only he deſires 

Some private ſpeech with you. 

Bax. I ſhall obey his will. 

You mult not marvel, Helen, at my courſe, 
Which holds not colour with the time, nor does 
The miniſtration and required office 

On my particular. Prepar'd 1 was not 

For ſuch a buſineſs; and am therefore found 

do much unſettled ; this drives me to intreat you, 
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That preſently you take your way for home, 


And rather mule than afk why I intreat you 


For my reſpects are better than they ſeem, 
And my appointments have in them a need 
Greater than ſhews itſelf at the ſirſt view, 
{To you that know them not, This to my mother. 


[Giving a leiter. 
'Twill be two days ere [ ſhall ſee you, ſo 
Ileave you to your wiſdom. 
Her. Sir, I can nothing ſay, 


But that I am your molt obedient ſervant, 


BER. Come, come. no more of that. 

HEL. And ever ſhall 
With true obſervance ſeek to eke out that 
Wherein tow'rd me my homely ſtars have fail'd 
To equal my great fortune. 

BRR. Let that go: 


My haſte is very great. Farewel; hie home. 


HE L. Pray, Sir, your pardon. 

Bex. Well, what would you ſay ? 

Her. Iam not worthy of the wealth I owe, 
Nor dare l ſay * tis mine, and yet it is; 


But, like a tim'rous thief, moſt fain aol ſteal 
What law does vouch mine own. 


Ber. What would you have? 


Her, Something, and ſcarce ſo much 
indeed 


I would not tell you what I would, my lord — faith 


yes 
Strangers and foes do ſunder, and not kiſs. 
Ber, I pray you ſtay not, but in haſte to horſe. 
HEL. 1 ſhall not break your bidding, good my lord: 
Where are my other men? Monſieur, farewel. [ Exit. 
BER. Go thou tow'rd home, where 1 will never 
come, 


nothing 
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Whilſt I can ſhake my ſword, or hear the drum: 
Away, and for our flight. 
PAR. Bravely, Couragio ! 


. SCENES 5 
FLORENCE; 


Flouriſh, Enter the Dute of Florence, two French 
Lords, with Soldiers. 


DuxE. 
O that from point to point now have you heard 
The fundamental reaſons of this war, 

Whoſe great deciſion hath much blood let forth, 
And more thirſts after. 

1 LoxD. Holy ſeems the quarrel 
Upon your grace's part; but black and fearful 
On the oppoſer. 


Would in ſo juſt a buſineſs, ſhut his boſom 
Againſt our borrowing prayers. 
| 2LoxD. Good my Lord, 
The reaſons of our ſtate I cannot yield, 
But like a common and an outward man, 
That the great figure of a council frames 
By ſelf unable motion, therefore dare not 
Say what I think of it, ſince 1 have found 
Myſelf in my incertain grounds to fail 
As often as I gueſt. 

DuKXE, Be it his pleaſure, 

2LokD, But | am ſure the younger of our nation, 
That ſurfeit on their eaſe, will day by day 
Come here for phyſic. 

DuxE. Welcome ſhall they be: 


[ Exeunt, 


[France 
DukE. Therefore we marvel much, our coulin 
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And all the honours that can fly from us, | 


chall on them ſettle. You know your places well. 


When better fall, for your avails they tell, 
To morrow to the field. [ Excunt, 
SCENE II. 


Changes to Rouſillon in France. 


Enter Counteſs and Clium. 
Counr. It hath happen'd all as I wonld have had 


it, fave that he comes not along with her, 


CLo. By my troth, [ take my young lord to be a 
very melancholy man. 
Count. By what obſervance, | pray you? 


Ciro. Why he will look upon his boot. and fing; 
| mend his ruff. and (ing; ask queſtions. and ſing ; pick 


his teeth, and ſing. | knew a man that had this trick 


ol melancholy, ſold a goodly manor for a ſong. 


Cour. Let me ſee what he writes, and when he 


means to come, 


CLo. | have no mind to Isbel fince I was at court, 


Our old ling, and our Isbels o'th' country, are nothing 


like your old ling, and your lsbels o th' court: the 


brain of my Cupid's knock d out, and I begin to love, 
as an old man loves money, with no ſtomach, 


Count, What have we here? 
CLo. In that you have there. [ Exit, 
Counteſs reads a Letter. 

I have ſent you a dzughter in-law: ſhe hath recaver- 
ed the King, and undone me. I have wedded her, not 
bedded her; and fwern to make the not eternal. You 
ſhall hear I am run away; know it before the report 
come. If there be breadth enough in the world, I will 
bald a long diſtance. My duty to you. 

| Your unfortunate for, Bertram. 
Vor. III. Gs 
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This is not well, raſh and unbridled boy, Me. 
To fly the favours of ſo good. a King, n 
Jo pluck his indignation on thy head, 0) 
By the miſpriſing of a maid, too virtuous b 
For the contempt of empire. This i: 
Enter Clown, | Co! 

CLo. O madam, yonder is heavy news within be- 1G 
tween two ſoldiers and my young lady. ſorry f 
CounT. What is the matter? Co 
CLo. Nay, there is ſome comfort in the news, If chor 
ſome comfort, your fon will not be kill'd ſo ſoon as! Thou 
thought he would. But 1 
CounT. Why ſhould he be kill'd? And t 
CL o. So fay I, madam, if he run away, as I hear 1 20 
he does; the danger is in ſtanding to't; that's the loſs WF Co 
of men, though it be the getting of children. Here 1 2 
they come will tell you more. For my part, I only WW The 
hear your ſon was run away. That 
SCENE III. 4 

Enter HrEENA and tws Gentlemen. BY 
IGN. Save you, good madam, 'Tis 
HEL, Madam, my lord is gone, for ever gone. C 

2 Gen. Do not ſay fo. [men, E 
CounT. Think upon patience; pray you, gentle- 1 
I've felt ſo many quirks of joy and grief, whie 
That the firſt face of neither on the ſtart C 
Can woman me unto't. Where is my ſon ? [Florence, The 
2 GEN. Madam, he's gone to ſerve the Duke of But 
We met him thitherward, from thence we came ; Thi 
And after ſome diſpatch in hand at court, Ane 
Thither we bend again. l 
HEL, Look on this letter, madam, here's my paſs- WI 


port. 
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When thou canſt get the ring upon my finger, which 
never ſhall come off, and ſheu me a child begotten 
of thy body that I am father to, then call me hus- 

| band : but in ſuch a then [ write a never, 
| This is a dreadful ſentence. 
CounT. Brought you this letter, gentlemen ? 
be · 1 GEN. Ay, madam, and for the contents ſake, are 
| ſorry for our pains. | 
CounT. I pr'ythee, lady, have a better cheer. 
ws, If thou engroſſeſt all the griefs as thine, 
as | W Thou robb'ſt me of a moiety : he was my ſon, 
But I do waſh his name out of my blood, 
And thou art all my child. Towards Florence is he? 


ear 2 GEN. Ay, madam. 
loſs Cour. And to be a ſoldier ? 
lere 2Gen. Such is his noble purpoſe; and believe't 


nly The Duke will lay upon him all the honour 
That good convenience claims. 
Count. Return you thither ? 
I Gen, Ay, madam, with the ſwifteſt wing of ſpeed, 
HEL. Till I have no wiſe, I have nothing in France. 


| 'Tis bitter. | [ Reading. 
Counr. Find you that there? 
en, HEL, Yes, madam. | 
tle» 1 Gen. *Tis but the boldneſs of his hand happily 


which his heart was not conſenting to. 
Counr. Nothing in France until he have no wife? 
ce, There's nothing here that is too good for him 
of But only ſhe, and ſhe deſerves a lord, 
That twenty ſuch rude boys might tend upon, 
And call her hourly miſtreſs, Who was with him? 
I Gen, A ſervant only, and a gentleman 
ſ9- Which I have ſometime known. 
CounrT. Parolles, was't not? 
G 2 
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I GEN, Ay, my good lady, he. 

CovunT. A very tainted fellow, full of wickedneſs: 
My ſon corrupts a well-derived nature 
With his inducement. 

1 GEN. Indeed, good lady, the fellow has a deal of 
that too much, which holds him much to have. 

COUNT. Mare welcome, gentlemen; I will intreat 
you, when you ſee my ſon, to tell him that his ſword 
can never win the honour that he loſes : more 11] in- 
treat you written to bear along. 

2 Gin. We ſerve you, madam, in that and all your 
worthielt affairs. 

CounT. Not ſo, but as we change our courteſies, 
Will you draw near? [Exit Count. and Gentlemen, 


SCENE IV. 


HEL. 7ill I have no wife, I have nothing in France. 
Nothing in France until he has no wife! 
Thou ſhalt have none, Rouſillon, none in France, 
Then haſt thou all again. Poor lord! is't ! 
That chaſe thee from thy country, and expoſe 
T hoſe tender limbs of thine to the event 
Of the none-ſparing war? and is it I, 
That drive thee from the ſportive court, where thou 
Waſt thot at with fair eyes, to be the mark 
Of ſmoaky muskets? © you leaden meſſengers, 
That ride upon the violent ſpeed of fire, 
Fly with falſe aim, move the ſtill piercing air 
That * ſings with piercing, do not touch my lord: 
M hoe ver ſhoots at him, I ſet him there. 
W hoever charges on his forward breaſt, 4 
I am the caitiff that do hold him to it, Gr 
And tho' I kill him not, I am the cauſe Ma 

» ſtings, Al 
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His death was ſo effected. Better 'twere 
| met the rav'ning lion when he roar'd 
With ſharp conſtraint of hunger: better twere 
| That all the miſeries which nature owes 
Were mine at once. No, come thou home, Rouſillon, 
Whence honour but of danger wins a ſcar, 
As oft it looſes all. I will be gone: 
My being here it is that holds thee hence, 
Shall I ſtay here to do't ? no, no, although 
The air of paradiſe did fan the houſe, 
And angels offic'd all; I will be gone, 
That pitiful rumour may report my flight 
To conſolate thine ear. Come night, end day, 
For with the dark, poor thief, III ſteal away. ¶ Exit. 


SCENE V. 
FLORENCE. 


Flouriſh, Enter the Dux of Florence, BERTRAM, 
drum and trumpets, ſoldiers, PAROLLES, 
Duxe. The general of our horſe thou art, and we 
Great in our hope, lay our beſt love and credence 
Upon thy promiſing fortune. 
BER. Sir, it is ä 
A charge too heavy for my ſtrength; but yet 
We'll ſtrive to bear it for your worthy ſake, 
To th' extreme edge of hazard. | 
Dok E. Then go forth, | 
And fortune play upon thy proſp'rous helm, 
As thy auſpicious miſtreſs, 
BER. This very day, 
Great Mars, I put my ſelf into thy file; N 
Make me but like my thoughts, and 1 ſhall prove i 
A lover of thy drum; hater of love. [| Excunt. 
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SCENE VI. 
Rouſillon in France. 


Enter Counteſs and Steward. 
Cour. Alas! and would you take the letter of her: 
Might you not know ſhe would do, as ſhe has done, 
By ſending me a letter? Read it again. 


L E:T-T-E R. 
Tam St. Jaques“ pilgrim, thither gone: 
Ambitious love hath ſo in me 2ffended, 
That bare-foot plod I the cold ground upon, 

With ſainted vow my faults to have amended. 
Write, write, that from the bloody courſe of war, 
My deareſt maſter, your dear ſon, may bie; 

Bleſs him at home in peace, whilſt I from ſar 
His name with zealous fervour ſanctiſe. 
His taken labours bid him me fcrgive ; 
I his deſpigbiſul uno ſent him forth 
From courtly friends, with camping foes to live, 
Where death and danger dog the heels of worth, 
He is too good and fair for death and me, 
Whom 1 myſelf embrace, to ſet him free, 


Ah what ſharp ſtings are in her mildeſt words ? 
Rynaldo, you did never lack advice ſo much, 
As letting her paſs ſo; had I ſpoke with her, 
I could have well diverted her intents, 
Which thus ſhe hath prevented. 

STE w. Pardon, madam, 
If I had given you this at over-night 
She might have been o'er-ta'en; and yet ſhe writes 
Purſuit would be but vain. 


Cov! 
Bleſs th 
Unleſs } 
And lov 
Of grea 
To this 
Let eve 
That h 
Tho' 1 
Diſpat: 
When 
He wil 
Hearit 

Led h 
Is dea 
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| My hi 
| Grief 


her? 
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CounT. What angel ſhall 
Bleſs this unworthy huſband ? he cannot thrive, 
Unleſs her prayers, whom heav'n delights to hear, 
And loves to grant, reprieve him from the wrath 
Of greateſt juſtice, Write, write, Rynaldo, 
To this unworthy huſband of his wife; 


Let every word weigh heavy of her worth, 


That he does weigh too light: my greateſt grief, 
Tho' little do he feel it, ſet down ſharply. 
Diſpatch the molt convenient meſſenger ; 

When haply he ſhall hear that ſhe is gone, 

He will return, and hope I may that ſhe, 

Hearing ſo much, will ſpeed her foot again, 

Led hither by pure love. Which of them both 

Is deareſt to me, I've no ſkill in ſenſe 


To make diſtinction; provide this meſſenger 


My heart is heavy, and mine age 1s weak, 
Grief would have tears, and ſorrow bids me ſpeak. 
[Exeunt, 
SCENE VII. 


FLORENCE, 


A Tucket afar off. 


| Enter an old Widow of Florence, Diana, VIOLENTA, 


and MARIANA, with other Citizens, 


W1D., Nay come. For if they do approach the ci- 


| ty, we ſhall loſe all the fight. 


Dia. They ſay the French Count has done moſt 


| honourable ſervice. 


W1D, It is reported that he has ta'en their greateſt 


commander, and that with his own hand he flew the 
| Duke's brother, We have loſt our labour, they are 
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gone a contrary way: hark, you may know by their 
trumpets, | 
Mar. Come let's return again, and ſuffice our 


ſelves with the report of it. Well, Diana, take heed He 
of this French earl; the honour of a maid is her name, W. 
and no legacy is ſo rich as honeſty. HE 

W1Dp. I have told my neighbour how you have W 
been ſollicited by a gentleman his companion. H 

Mak. I know that knave, hang him, one Parolles, W 
a filthy officer he is in thoſe ſuggeſtions for the young W That 
earl; beware of them, Diana; their promiſes, entice- He 


ments, oaths, tokens, and all theſe engines of luſt are Di 
not the things they go under; many a maid hath been Ht 
ſeduced by them, and the miſery is, example, that His f. 
ſo terrible ſhews in the wreck of maidenhood, can- D1 
not for all that diſſuade ſucceſhon, but that they are He's 
limed with the twigs that threaten them. 1 hope l W 5 ti 
need not to adviſe you further, but I hope your own WE Aoi: 


grace will keep you where you are, tho' there were H: 
no further danger known, but the modeſty which is D 
ſo loſt. Repo 
Dia. You ſhall not need to fear me. H 
Enter HELENA di/gniſed like a pilgrim. D 
W1D. I hope ſo. Look here comes a pilgrim; 1 H 


know ſhe will lye at my houſe; thither they ſend la ar 
ohe another; I'll queſtion her: God ſave you pilgrim, Of tt 


[ whither are you bound ? To h 
| HI. ToS. Jaques le Grand, Where do the pal- Isar 
N mers lodge, I do beſeech you? [ hay 
1 WIV. At the St. Francis here befide the port. D 
HEL, Is this the way ? LA march afar of. ris 


| Wy. Ay marry is't. Hark you, they come this Of a 
way. If you will tarry, 12 Fin, but till the V 
troops come by, Her 
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vill conduct you where you ſhall be Jodg'd 
The rather for I think 1 know your nolteſs 
As ample as my elf, 
Her ls it your ſelf? 
Wibo. if you ſhall pleaſe ſo. pilgrim, 
HEL. I thank you, and will (tay upon your leiſure, 
Wipp. You came, 1 think, from France? 
HL. I did fo, | 
W1ip. Here you ſhall ſee a country-man of yours, 
That has done worthy ſervice. 
He. His name, | pray you? 
Dia. The count Rouſillon : know you ſuch a one? 
HEL, But by the ear that hears molt nobly vt lum 
His face | know not. 
Dia. Whatſoz'er he is, 
He's bravely taken here. He ſtole from France, 
As 'tis reported; for the king had married him 
Againſt his liking, Think you it is ſo ? 
HEL. Ay ſurely, meer the truth, 1 know his lady. 
Dia. There is a gentleman that ſerves the count 
Reports but courſely of her, 
HEL. What's his name? | | | 
Dia. Monſieur Parolles, 
HEL. Oh I believe with him, | 
In argument of praiſe, or to the worth 
Of the great count himſelf, ſhe is too mean 
To hare her name repeated; all her deſerving 
Is a reſerved honeſty, and that q 
have not heard examin'd, | 
Dia. Ah poor lady! 
is a hard bondage to become the wife 
Of a deteſting lord. 
W1D. Ah! right good creature! whereſoe'er ſhe is, 
Her heart weighs ſadly ; this young maid might do her 
Vor. III. H 
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A ſhrewd turn. if ſhe pleas'd. 


Hr. How do you mean? Mal 
May be, the am'rous count ſollicites her he has | 
In the ualawful purpoſe. Wi 

\W1D. He does indeed, Ma 
And “ brokes with all that can in ſuch a ſuit 01 
Ci rrupt the tender hononr of a maid : Where 
But the is arm'd for him, and keeps her guard There 
In honeſteſt defence. Alreac 

HE 

SCENE VI. | Pleaſe 

To ea 

Drum and Colours. hall 

Enter BERTRAM, ParOLLES, Officers and Soldiers [ will 
attending. Wor 

Max. The Go''s forbid elſe. Bc 

W1D. So now they come: 

That is Antonio, the Luke s eldeſt ſon; 
That Eſcalus. | 

HeLu. Which is the Frenchman ? 

Dia. He; : I 
That with the plume; 'tis a moſt gallant fellow, | him 
I would he lov d his wife: if he were honeſter s 
He were much goodlier. Is't not a handſome gentle- hol: 

HEL. I like him well ſman?. Wl: 

Dia. is pity he is not honeſt : yond's that ſame 

knave | | | 

That leads him to theſe places; were I his lady, knc 
I'd poiſon that vile raſcal. 2 4 
HEL. Which is he? * 


Di A. That jack-an-apes with ſcarſs. Why is he 
melancholy ? 
HEL. Perchance he's hurt i' th' battel. 
* brooks, 
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Par. Loſe our drum! well. 

Mar. He's ſhiewdly vex'd at ſomething. Look 
he has ſpied us. 

Wip Marry, hang you, [Hxeunt Ber Par. Cc. 

Mar. And your curteſie, for a rirg-carrier. 

Wip. The troop is paſt + come pilgrim, | will bring 
Where you ſhall hoſt : of injoin'd penitents 
There's four or five, to great St. Jaques bound, 

Already at my houſe, 
HEL. | humbly thank you: 
| Pleaſe it this matron, and this gentle maid 
To eat with us to-night, the charge and thanking 
Shall be for me: and to require you further, 
er: MM | vill beſtow ſome precepts on this virgin 
Worthy the note. : 
Born. We'll take your offer kindly, [| Fxeunt, 
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SCENE IX 
Enter BERTRAM and the tabs French Lords. 


1 Lo xD. Nay, good my lord, put to him to't let 
him have his way. 
2 LoD If your lordſhip find him not a f hilding, 


e- hold me no more in your reſpect. 
n ? i Log p. On my life, my lord, a bubble. 
ne Ber. Do you think | am fo far deceiv'd in him? 


I Lox b. Believe it, my lord, in mine own direct 
knowledge, without any malice. but to ſpeak of him 
as my kinſman: he's a molt notable coward. an in ſi- 
nite and endleſs liar, an hourly promiſe-breaker, the 
owner of no one good quality worthy your lordſhip's 
entertainment 

2 Lok p. It were fit you knew him, leſt repoſing 


+ hilding. degenerate. 
H 2 


E 
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too far in nis virtue. vhich he hath not, be miply 
at ſame great and truſty buſineſs in a main Canger fal 
You, 

Ber. I would 1 knew in what particular action to 
try him, 

2 Lo#D. None better than to let him fetch off his 
drum. which you near him fo confidently undertake 
to do 

Loe p. I, with a troop of Florentives, will ſud- 
denly ſurprize bim; fuch I will have whom 1 am ture 
he knows not from the enemy: we will bind and 
huvd-wink him ſo that he ſhall ſuppoſe no other but 
that he is carried into the leaguer of the adverſatics, 
when we bring him to our own tents: be but your 
Jor.ifhip prefent at his examination. if he do not jor 
the promile of his lite, and in the higheſt compuliion 
of baſe fear. offer to betray you and deliver all the 
intelligence in his power againſt you, and that with 
the divine forfeit of his ſoul upon oath, never truſt 
my judgment in any thing. 

210% 0 for the love of laughter, let him fetch 
his drum he ſys he has a ſtratagem for't; when 
your lordſhip f--es the bottom of his ſucceſs in't, and 
to whit met | this counterfeit Jump of ours will be 
mehed if you give him not John Drum s entertain- 
ment your inchmng cannot be removed, Here he 
comes. 


SCENE KX. 


Enter PAROLLES, 


1L-o8RD. O, for the love of laughter, hinder not 
the honuur of ais deſign, let him fetch off his drum in 


any hand. 
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BER. How now Monſieur ? this drum ſticks ſorely 
in your diſpoſition, 

2 LORD. A pox on't, let it go, tis but a drum. 

pak. But a drum! is t but a drum? a drum ſo 
loſt! there was excellent command! to charge in 
with our horſe upon our own wings, and to tend our 
own ſoldiers. 

2 Loxd. That was not to be blamed in the com- 
mand of the ſervice; it was a Gif«{ter of war that 
Cacſar himſelf could not have prevented, if he had 


| been there to command. 


BER. Well, we cannot greatly condemn our ſuc- 
ceſs: ſome diſhonour we had in the loſs of that 
drum, but it is not to be recover'd, 

Pak. It might have been recover'd, 

BE R. It migit, but it is not now. 

PAR. It is to be recover d; but that the merit of 


| ſervice is ſeldom attributed to the true and exact per- 
former, I would have that drum or another, or hie 


jacet. | 
BER. Why, if you have a ſtomach to't, Monſieur ; 


if you think your myſtery in ſtratagem can bring this 


inſtrument of honour again into his native quarter, 
be magnanimous in the enterprize and go on, I will 


grace the attempt for a worthy exploit: if you {peed 


well in it, the Duke ſhall both ſpeak of it, and ex- 
tend to you what further becomes his greatneſs, even 
to the utmoſt ſyllable of your worthineſs. 

Par. By the hand of a ſoldier Iwill undertake it, 

BER. But you muſt not now ſlumber in it. 

Pak. I'll about it this evening, and 1 will preſent- 
ly pen down my dilemmas, encourage myſelf in my 
certainty, put myſelf into my mortal preparation 
and by midnight look to hear further from me. 
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BER. May I be bold to acquaint his Grace you are 
gone about it ? 


Pa. | know not what the ſucceſs will be, my lord; MW 2 Lo 
but the attempt I vow, caught 
BEA. | know th art valiant, and to the poſſibility of BER 
thy ſoldicr{hip, will ſubſcribe for thee; farewel. 2 Li 
Pak. I love not many words, [ Ext, BER 


SCENE XI. 


1 Lon p. No more than a fiſh loves water. Is not 
this a ſtrange fellow, my lord, that ſo confidemly 
ſeems to undertake this buſineſs, which he knows is 
not to be done; damns himſelf to do it. and dares 
better be damn'd than do't. 

2 LokD. You do not know him, my lord, as we 
do; certain it is, that he will (teal himſelf into a mans 
favour, and for a week eſcape a great deal of diſco- 
yeries ; but when you find him out, you have him 
ever after. 

BER. Why do you think he will make no deed at 
all of this that fo ſeriouſly he does addreſs himſelf 
unto ? 

2 Log, None in the world, but return with an 
invention, and clap upon you tuo or three probable 
lies: but we have almoſt + imboſt him. you ſhall ſee 
his fall to night; for indeed he is not for your lord- 
ſhip's reſp... | 

1 Loxp, Well make you ſome ſport with the fox 
ere we caſe him. He was firit ſmoak'd by the old I Firt 
lord Lafcu; when his diſguiſe and he is parted, tell I An 


+ imboſt, a deer is ſaid to be im3of? when he is near run By 
down, | Err 


ou are 


lord; 
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ne what a ſprat you ſhall find him, which you ſhall 
te this very night. | 

2Logv, I molt go and look my twigs ; he ſhall be 
zught. 
bs. Your brother he ſhall po along with me. 
2LokxD As't pleaſe your Jordikip. 1 II leave you. 
BER. Now will 1 lead you to the houſe, and ſhew 
you | 
The laſs 1 ſpoke of. 
Lob. hut you ſay ſhe's honeſt. Conce, 
Ber, That's all the fault; 1 ſpoke with her but 
And found her wondrous cold; but | ſent to her, 


[By this ſame coxcomb that we have i th' wind, 


Jokens and letters, which ſhe did reſend ; 


And this is all I've done: the's a fair c:eature, 


Will you go ſee her? | 
1 LozD, With all my heart, my lord. [ Exeunt, 


. 
Enter HELENA and Widow, 


Her. If you miſdoubt me that I am not ſhe, 
I know not how I ſhall aſſure you further, 
But | ſhall loſe the grounds | work upon. 

W1ip. Tho! my eltate be fallen. | was well born, 
Nothing acqu:inted with theſe buſineſſes, 


And would not put my reputation now 
In auy ſtaining act. 


HEL. Nor would I wiſh you 


Firſt give me truſt, the Count he is my huſband, 
And what to your ſworn counſel I have ſpoken, 
ls ſo from word to word: and then you cannot, 
| By the good aid that I of you ſhall borrow, 
Err in beſtowing it. 
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WD. I ſhould believe you, 
For you have ſhew'd me that which well approves 
Y'are great in fortune, 
Her. Take this purſe of gold, 
And let me buy your friendly help thus far, 


Which Iwill over-pay, and pay again ter, 
When | have found it. The Count wooes your day; gh- 


Lays down his wanton fiege before her beauty, 
Reſolves to carry her; let her conſent, 
As we'll direct her how tis beſt to bear it. 
Now his importunate blood will nought deny 
That ſhe'll demand: a ring the Count does wear 
That downward hath ſucceeded in his houſe 
From ſon to ſon, ſome four or five deſcents, 
Since the firſt father wore it This ring he holds 
In molt rich choice: yet in his idle fire, 
To buy his will, it would not ſeem too dear, 
Howe'er repented after, 

W1D. Now l ſee the bottom of your purpoſe, 

Her, You ſee it lawful then. It is no more, 
But that your daughter, ere ſhe ſeems as won, 
Deſires this ring; appoints him an encounter; 
In fine, delivers me to fill the time, 
Herſelf molt chaſtly abſent : after this, 
To marry her, I'll add three thouſand crowns 
To what is paſt already. 

W 1D. [ have yielded.: 
Inſtruct my daughter how ſhe ſhall perſevere, 
That time and place, with this deceit ſo lawful, 
May prove coherent, Every night be comes 
With muſic of all ſorts, and ſongs compos'd 
To her unworthineſs: it nothing ſteads us 
To chide him from our eeves, for he perſiſts, 
As if his life lay on't. 
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Is wick 
And la 
Where 
But let 


Euter 


H 


terrib 


All well that Ends well, IV. x. 65 


Hzr. Why then to-night 
Let us aſſay our plot, which if it ſpeed, 
Is wicked meaning in a lawful deed ; 
And lawful meaning in a lawful act, 
Where both not fin, and yet a linful fact. 


(ter, WF But let's about it. [ Txeurt, 
laugh- | | 
& CT IV, SLCENSE- 
Continues in Florence. 
= Enter one of the French Lordi, with five or fix Soldiers 
in ambuſh. 
LORD. 
Y E can come no other way but by this hedge- 


corner ; when you ſally upon him, ſpeak what 
terrible language you will, though you underſtand it 
not yourſelves, no matter; for we muſt not ſeem to 
underſtand him, unleſs ſome one amongit us, whom 
we muſt produce for an interpreter, 

SoL. Good captain, let me be th' interpreter. 

Logp, Art not acquainted with him? knows he 
not thy voice ? 

SOL, No, Sir, I warrant you, 

Lokrn. But what linſie · woolſie haſt thou to ſpeak 
to us again ? 

SOL. Ev'n ſuch as you ſpeak to me. 

Loxnd He mult think us ſome band of ſtrangers 
"th' adverſaries entertainment. Now he hath a ſmack 
of all neighbouring languages; therefore we muſt e- 
Very one be a man of his own fancy, not to know 
what we ſpeak one to another; ſo we ſcem to know 
is to know ſtraight our purpoſe : chough's langaage , 
gibble enough, and good enongh, As for you inter- 

Ver. III. I 
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preter, you mult ſeem very politic. But couch hoz, 
here he comes, to beguile two hours in a ſleep, and 
then to return and {wear the lies he forges. 

Enter PAROLLES, 

PAR. Ten a clock; within theſe three hours 'twill 
be time enough to go home. What ſhall 1 ſay ! have 
done? it mult be a very plauſive invention that car- 
ries it. They begin to ſmoak me, and diſgraces have 
of late knock'd too often at my door ; 1 find my 
tongue 1s too fool-hardy, but my heart hath the fear 
of Mars before it and of his creatures, not daring the 
reports of my tongue. 

Loxp. This is the firſt truth that e'er thine own 
tongue was guilty of, [_4/ide, 

Par, What the devil ſhould move me to undertake 
the recovery of this drum, being not ignorant of the 
impoſſibility, and knowing I had no ſuch purpoſe? l 
mult give myſelf ſome hurts, and ſay 1 got them in 
exploit; yet ſlight ones will not carry it, They will 
ſay, came you oft with ſo little? and great ones! 
dare not give; wherefore what's the inſtance ? tongue, 
I muſt put you into a butter-woman's mouth, and 
buy myſelf another of Bajazet's mule, if you prattle 
me into theſe perils. 

Lo Rp. Is it poſſible he ſhould know what he is, 
and be that he 1s ? [ Afide, 

Par. I would the cutting of my garments would 
ſerve the turn, or the breaking of my Spaniſh ſword. 

LokD, We cannot afford you ſo, Aldi. 

Pak, Or the baring of my beard, and to ſay it was 
in ſtratagem. 

LokD. Twould not do, [ Ajade. 

Pak. Or to drown my cloaths, and ſay I was ſtript. 

Le RD. Hardly ſerve. LAllde. 
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Pax, Though I ſwore I leap'd from the window of 
the citadel. 

LozgD. How dcep ? DLAlide. 

Pas. Thirty fathom. 

LogD. Thrce great oaths would ſcarce make that 
be believed. [ Aide. 

Par. 1 would I had any drum of the enemies, I 
xould ſwear 1 recover'd it. 

Logp. You ſhall hear one anon. [ Hfde. 

Par. A drum now of the enemies. | Alarum within, 

LorD. Throco, movouſus, cargo, cargo, cargo. 

ALL. Cargo, cargo, villiands par corbo, cargo. 

Par. O ranſom, ranſom : do not hid mine eycs. 

[They ſeize him and bliudſold him, 
INTER. Base thromald“ beikos. 
PAR. I know you are the Muſkos regiment, 


And I ſhall loſe my life for want of language. 


If there be here German, or Dane, low Dutch, 


Italian, or French, let him ſpeak to me, 


I'll diſcover that which ſhall undo the Florentine. 
INTER. Baskos vauvado, I underſtand thee, and can 
ſpeak thy tongue, Kerelubonlo, Sir, betake thee to thy 


faith, for ſeventeen poinards are at thy boſom, 


Par, Oh! 
IxT, Oh pray, pray, pray, 
Mancha ravancha dulche. 
Lo xD. Oſceoribi dulchos volivorcs. 
In r. The general is content to ſpare thee yet, 


And, hood-winkt as thou art, will lead thee on 


To gather from thee. Haply thou may'ſt inform 


Something to ſave thy life. 


PAR. Oh let me live, 


And all the ſecrets of our camp I'll ſhew ; 
Their force, their purpoſes: nay, III ſpeak that 
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Which you will wonder at, 
IxT. But wilt thou faithfully ? 
Pak. If l do not, damn me. 
INT, Accor do linta. 


Come on, thou art granted ſpace. 7. WM By lo 
[ 4 ſort alarum within, Dot 

Lok Go, tell the Count Rouſſillon and my brother, D 
We've caught the woodcock, and will keep him muliled Till 
Jill we do hear from them. You 
SOL Captain, | will. And 
Lo&D, tHe will betray us all unto ourſclves, K 
Inform 'em that 1 


Sol. So will, Sir 
LokD. Till then I'll keep him dark and ſafely 
lockt. [ Excunt, 


SCENE. II. 


Enter BERTRAM and DIANA. 


Bx R. They told me that your name was Fontibell. 
Dia No. my good lord, Diana, 
Bes. iitled goddeſs, 
And worth it with addition ! but, fair ſoul, 
In your fire frame hath love no quality ? 
If the quick fire of youth light not your mind, 
You ate no maiden, but a monument: 
Whea you are dead you ſhould be ſuch a one 
As you are now, for you are cold and itern; 
And now you ſhould be as your mother was | 
When you {weet ſelf was got. 
D1a. She then was honeſt, 
BER. So ſhould you be, 
D1a. No. 
My mother did but duty, ſuch, my lord, 
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As you owe to your wife. 

BER. No more o' that! 
1 pr'ythee do not ſtrive againſt my vows: 
| was compell'd to her, but I love thee 
By love's own ſweet con'traint, and will for ever 
Do thee all rights of ſervice. 

Dia. Ay, fo you ſerve us 
Till we ſerve you: but when you hare our roſes, 
You * barely leave our thorns to prick ourſelves, 
And mock us with our bareneſs. 

BER. How have | {worn !, 

D14, 'Tis not the many oaths that make the truth, 
But the plain ſingle vow that is vow d tive, 
What is not holy that we ſwear uot by 
But take the high ſt to witneſs : then pray tel] me, 
If l ſhould ſwear by jove's great attribute 
lor d you dearly, would you believe my oaths, 
When I did love you ill? this has no holding 
To {wear by him whom | protelt to love, 
That L will work againſt him. Therefore your oaths + 
Are words and poor conditions but unſeal d, 
At leait in my opinion. 

Ber. Change 1t, change it : 
Be not ſo holy cruel Love is holy, 
And my integrity ne'er knew the crafts 
That you do charge men with (tand no more off, 
But give thyſelf unto my flick deſires, 
Which then recover, Say thou art nine, and ever 
My love, as it begins. ſhall ſo perſercr. 

Dia l ſee that men make hope: | in ſuch affairs 
That we li forſake ourſelves Vive re hit ung 

Br. | || lendit thee, my dear, but have no power 
To give it frum me. 

* baſely, 
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Dia. Will you not, my lord? 

BER. It is an honour longing to our houſe, 
Bequeathed down from many arceſtors, 
Which were the greateſt obloquy i'th' world 
In me to loſe. 

Dia. Mine honour's ſuch a ring, 
My chattity's the jewel of our houſe, 
Bequeathed down from many anceſtors, 
Which were the greateſt obloquy i'th' world 
In me to loſe. Thus your own proper wiſdom 
Brings in the champion honour on my part, 
Againſt your vain aflault, 

BER. Here, take my ring. 5 
My houſe, my honour, yea, my life be thine, 


And ['l] be bid by thee. [ window; 

Dia. When midnight comes. knock at my chamber 4 
I'll order take, my mother ſhall not hear. Ing e 
Now will I charge you in the band of truth, bout 
When you have conquer d my yet maiden- bed, thin 
Remain there but an hour, nor ſpeak to me: , 
My reaſons are moſt ſtrong, and you ſhall know them Lan 


When back again this ring ſhall be deliver'd ; OY 
And on your finger, in the night, I'll put 
Another ring, that, what in time proceeds, 
May token to the future our paſt deeds. 
Adieu 'till then, then fail not: you have won 
A wife of me, tho' there my hope be done. 
BER. A heav'n on earth l've won by wooing thee, 


[ Exit, | 
Di A. For which live long to thank both heav'n and * 
You may ſo in the end. [me. 


My mother told me juſt how he would woo, 
As if ſhe ſate in's heart; ſhe ſays, all men 
Have the like oaths: he had ſworn to marry me 


N 
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When his wife's dead: therefore I'll lye with him 
When I am buried. Since Frenchmen are ſo braid, 
Marry that will, II] live and die a maid; 

Only in this diſguiſe, 1 think't no fin 

To cozen him that would unjuſtly win. [ Exit, 


. 
Enter the two French Lords, and taus or three Soldiers, 


1Loxp. You have not given him his mother's 
letter ? 

2 LokD. | have deliver'd it an hour ſince; there is 
ſomething 1n't that ſtings his nature, for on the read- 
ing it he chang'd almoſt into another man. 

i LoxD. He has much worthy blame laid upon 
him for ſhaking ofl ſo good a wife and fo ſweet a lady. 

2 LoxD, Eſpecially he hath incurred the everlaſt- 
ing diſpleaſure of the King, who had even tun'd his 
bounty to ſing happinefs to him. I will tell you a 
thing, but you ſhall let it dwell darkly with you, 

1 Lox p. When you have ſpoken it, 'tis dead, and 
Il am the grave of it. 

2 Log. He hath perverted a young gentlewoman 


here in Florence, of a molt chaſte renown, and this 


night he fleſhes his will in the ſpoil of her honour; 
he hath given her his monumental ring, and thinks 
himſelf made in the unchaſte compoſition. 

Lob. Now God delay our rebellion; as we are 
ourſelves, what things are we! 

'2LokD, Meerly our own traitors; and as in the 
common courſe of all treaſons, we ſtill ſee them re- 
veal themſelves, till they attain to their abhorr'd 
ends; ſo he that in this action contrives againſt his 
own nobility in his proper ſtream, o'erflows himſelf, 

1 Loxp, Is it not meant damnable in us to be the 
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trumpeters ct our unlawful intents ? we ſhall not then 
have his company to-night, 

2 LokD. Not till after midnight; for he is dieted 
to his hour, 

' Lo«D, That approaches apace: I would glad!y 
have him ſce his company anatomiz'd, that he miglt 
take a meaſure of his own judgment, wherein ſo * cu- 
riouſly he had ſet his counterfeit, 

2 LoRD. We will not meddle with him 'till he 
come; for his preſence mult be the whip of the other, 

Lok. In the mean time, what hear you of th.le 
wars? 

2 LoD. I hear there is an overture of peace. 

1 LoD Nay, 1 aflure you a peace concluded. 

2 LoRD. What will Count Rouſfhllon do then? 
will he travel higher, or return again into France ? 

Lob. I perceive by this demand, you are not 
altogether of his council. 

2 Lord Let it be forbid, Sir, ſo ſhould I be a great 
deal of his act. 

: Lory. ir his wife ſome two months ſince ficd 
from his houſe, her pretence is a pilgrimage to St. 
Jrcqu le grand, which holy undertaking. with a 
molt auſtere ſanctimony, ſhe accompliſh'd : and there 
reſiding, the tenderneſs of her niture became as a 
prey to her grief in fine made a groan of her laſt 
breath, and now ſhe ſings in heaven, 

2 Lo xD. Jou is this juſtified ? 

1 Lok D. The ſtronger part of it by her own Jet- 
ters, which makes her {tory true, even to the point of 
her death; her death it ſelf (which could not be her 
office ro ſay is come) was faithfully conſirm'd by the 
rector of the place. 
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2 Lord. Hath the Count all this intelligence? 

1 LorD. Ay. and the particular conurmations, 
point from point to the full arming of the verity. 

2 Loeb. L am heartily forry that he il be glad 
of this. 

Log», How mightily ſometimes we make us 
comforts of our loſſes : 

2 LokD, and how mightily ſome other times we 
drown our gain in tears! the great dignity that his 
ralour haih here acquired tor him, thall at home be 
encounter d with a ſhame as ample 

i Logd. The web of our lite is of a mingled yarn, 
good and ill together our virtues would be prou: If 
eur faults whipr them not; and our crimes would de- 
ſpar if they were not cheriſh d by dur virtues. 

Enter a Servant, 
How now? where's your maſter ? 

Str. He met the Duke iu the ſtreet, Sir, of whom 
he hath taken a ſolema cave: his lordſhip will next 
morning for France, The Duke hath offered him 
lettets of commendations to the King. | 

21.08D. They {hall be no more than needful there, 
if they were more than they can commend, 


SCENE IV, 


Enter BERTRAM. e 

1 Loren. They cinnot be too ſweet for the King's 

tartnels: here's his lordſhip now, How now, my 
lord is t not after midnight? 

Bug I have to-night diſpatch'd ſixteen buſineſſes, 

a month's length a-piece, by an abltract of ſucc-ſs ; 

1 have congied with the Duke, done my adicu with 

bis nearieſt; buried a wife. mourn'd for her, writ to 

my lady mot er, 1 am returning; entertain d my con- 
Vor. III. K 
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voy; and between theſe main parcels of diſpatch, ef. 
feed many nicer needs: the lait was the great}, 
but that I have not ended yet. 

2 LokD. If the buſineſs be of any difficulty, and 
this morning your departure hence, it requircs halte 
of your lordſhip. 

BER. I mean the buſineſs is not ended, as fearing 
to hear of it hereafter. But ſhall we have this dia- 
logue between the fool and the ſoldier ? come, bring 
forth this counterfeit nodule; h as deceiv'd me, like 
a double-meaning propheſier. ; 

2 LokD. bring him forth; h'as ſate in the ſtocks 
all night, poor gallant knave. 

Ber, No matter, his heels have deſerv'd it in uſurp- 
ing his ſpurs fo long. How does he carry himſelf? 

1 LokD. | have told your lordſhip already: the 
ſtocks carry him But to anfwer you as you would 
be underitood, he weeps like a wench that had ſhed 
her milk, he hath confeſt himſelf to Morgan, whom 
he ſuppoſes to be a friar, from the time of his remem- 
brance to this very inſtant diſaſter of his ſetting i'th' 
ſtocks ; and what think you he hath confelt ? 

BER. Nothing of me, has he? 

2 LoRD. His confeſhon is taken, and it fhall be 
read to his face; if your lordſhip be in't, as | believe 
you are, you mull have the patience to hear it, 


SCENE V. 


Enter PAROLLES with hit Interpreter. 
BER. A plague upon him, muffled! he can ſay no- 
thing of me; huſh, 
1 Logp. Hoodman comes: Portotartareſſa. 
IxT, He calls for the tortures; what will you ſay 
without 'em ? 
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Par, I will confeſs what I know without con- 
traint; if ye pinch me like a paſty, I can ſay no 
more. 

IxT. Boſko chimurcho. 

2 LoxD. Biblibinds chicurmurco. 

IxT. You are a merciful general: our general bids 
you anſwer to what l ſhall aſk you out of a note. 

PAR. And truly, as | hope to live. 

IxT. Firſt demand of him, how many horſe the 


| Duke is ſtrong. What ſay you to that? 


Pak. Five or {ix thouſand, but very weak and un- 
ſerviceable ; the troops are all ſcatter'd, and the com- 
manders very poor rogues, upon my reputation and 
credit, and as I hope to hve. 

IsT. Shall 1 ſet down your anſwer fo ? 

pax. Do, I'll take the ſacrament on't, how and 
which way you will: all's one to me. 

Ber. What a paſt-ſaving ſlave is this? 

1 Logo. Y'are deceiv'd, my lord, this is monſieur 
Parolles, the gallant militariſt, that was his own phraſe, 
that had the whole theory of war in the knot of his 
ſcarf, and the practice in the chape of his dagger. 

2 Lon p. I will never truſt a man again for keep- 
Ing his ſword clean, nor believe he can have every 
thing in him by wearing his apparel neatly. 

INT. Well. that's ſet down. 

PAR. Five or fix thouſand horſe I ſaid, I will ſay 
true, or thereabouts ſet down, for I'll ſpeak truth. 

1 Lok p. He's very near the truth in this. 

Ber. But I con him no thanks for't, in the nature 
he delivers it. 

Pax. Poor rogues, I pray you ſay. 

IxT, Well, that's ſet down. 

PAR. I humbly thank you, Sir, a truth's a truth, 

K 2 \ | 
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the rogues are marvelous poor. 

ler Demand of him of what ſtrength they are 
afoot. What ſay you to that ? 

Pak. By my troth, Sir, if | were to live this pre. 
ſent hour 1 will tell true Let me ſee, Spurio . hun- 
dred and fifty, Sebaſtian ſo many, Corambus ſo ma- 
ny, j:iques ſo many; Guiltian, Coſmo, Lodowick and 
Gram. two hundred and fifty each; mine own com- 
piuy, Chitopher Vaumond, Rentn, two hundred and 
fifty each; fo that the multer file. rotten and found, 
upon my life amounts not to fifteen thouſand pole, 


half of the which dare not ſhake the ſrow from eff 


their caſſocks, leſt they ſhake themſelves to pieces, 

Bex hat thall be done to him? 

1 LokD, Nothing, but let him nave thanks. De- 
mand of him my conditions, and what credit | have 
with the Duke. 

Ixr Well, that's ſet down. You ſhall demand of 
him. whether one captain Dumain be i'th' camp, 2 
Frenchman what his reputation is wich the Duke, 
hat his yalour. honelty, and expertneſs in war; or 
whether he thinks it were not poſhble with well- 
weighing ſums of gold to corrupt him to revolt, What 
ſay you to this? what do you know of it ? | 

Pax. | beſeech you let me auſwer to the particu- 
lar of the interrogatories, Demand them ſingly, 

r. Do you know this captain Dumain ? 

Pak. | know him, he was a botcher's prentice in 
Paris, from whence he was whipt for getting the ſhe- 
Tiff 's fool with child, a dumb innocent, that could not 
ſay him nay. 

ex Nay. by your leave hold your hands, tho'l 
know his brains are forfeit to the next tile that falls. 
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Iur. Well, is this captain in the Duke of Flo- 
rence's cap? 

Par Upon my knowledge he 1s, ard lowſie. 

1 LoRD. Nay, look not lo upon me, we thall hear 
of your lordihip anon. 

Ir. What is his reputation with the Duke? 

Par. The Duke knows him for no other but a 
poor officer of mine, and writ to me the other day to 
turn him out o th' band. 1 thiuk 1 have his letter in 
my pocket, 

Ir Marry we'll ſearch, 

Pak. In good ſadneſs | do not know, either it is 
there, or it is upon the file with the Duke s other 
letters in my tent 

Ixr. Here tis, here's a paper, ſhall I read it to you? 

PaR. I do not know if it be it or no. 

BER. Our interpreter does it well, 

I Lcap Fxcellently. 

IxT. Dian; the Count's a fool, and full of gold, 

Pax That is not the Duke's letter, Sir, that is 
an advertiſement to a proper maid in Florence, one 
Diana, to take heed of the allurement of one Count 
Rouſillon, a fooliſh idle boy, but for all that very rut- 
tin. 1 pray you, ir, put it up again. 

IN Tr. Nay, I'll read it firſt, by your favour, 

Par, My meaning in't, I proteſt, was very honeſt 
in the behalf of the maid ; for I knew the young count 
to be a dangerous and laſcivious boy, who is a whale 
to virginity, and devours up all the fry it finds, 

Ber. Damanable ! both ſides rogue. 


Interpreter read: the letter, 
When he ſwears oaths, bid him drop gold, and take it. 
After be ſcores, he never pays the ſcore : 
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Half won is match well made, match and well make it: 

He ne er pays a/ter-debts, take it leſore. 

And jay a foldier (Dian) told thee this : 
Men are to *® mell with, boys are but 10 kiſs. 
For count of this, the Count's a fol, I knw it, 
Who pays before, but nat when he does baue it. 
Thane, as he avow'd to thee in thine ear, 
PAROLLES, 

Be. He ſhall be whipt through the army with this 
Thime in his forehead. 

2 ,0RD, Ihis is your devoted friend, Sir, the ma- 
nifold linguiſt and the armi-potent ſoldier, 

Bex. 1 could endure any thing before but a cat, 
and now he's a cat to me. | 

IxT. | perceive, Sir, by the general's looks, we 
ſhall be fain to hang you. 

Par. My life, Sir, in any caſe; not that I am a- 
fraid to die, but that my offences being many, I would 
repent out the remainder of nature. Let me live, Sir, 
in a dungeon, i th' ſtocks, any where, ſo | may live. 

InT. We'll ſee what may be done, ſo you confeſs 
freely; therefore once more to this captain Dumain : 
you have anſwer'd to bis reputation with the Duke, 
and to his valour. What is his honeſty ? 

FAR. He will (teal, Sir, an egg out of a cloiſter: 
for rapes and raviſhments he parallels Nefſus. He 
profeſſes not keeping of oaths; in breaking them he 
is ſtronger than Hercules. He will lie, Sir, with ſuch 
volubility, that you would think truth were a fool: 
drunkenneſs is his belt virtue, for he will be ſwine- 
drunk, and in his ſleep he does little harm, fave to his 
bed-cloaths about him; but they know his conditions, 
and lay him in ſtraw. I have but little more to ſay, 

* mell, from meler, to mingle, 


tt: 
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Gr, of his honeſty, he has every thing that an honeſt 


man ſhould not have; what an honeſt man ſhould 
have, he has nothing. 

1 Lox D. I begin to love him for this, 

BER. For this deſcription of thine honeſtly ? a pox 
upon him for me, he is more and more a cat. 

InT. What ſay you to his expertneſs in war? 

Par, Faith, Sir, h'as led the drum before the En- 
gliſn tragedians : to belie him I will not, and more of 
his ſoldierſhip I know not, except in that country, 
he had the honour to be the officer at a place there 


| call'd Mile-end, to inſtruct for the doubling of files. 


| would do the man what honour 1 can, but of this [ 
am not certain, 

1 Lob. He hath out-villain'd villany ſo far that 
the rarity redeems him, 

BER. A pox on him, he's a cat (till. 

Ixr. His qualities being at this poor price, I need 
not to aſk you if gold will corrupt him to revolt. 

Pak. Sir, for a Prart-d'ecu he will ſell the fee- 
ſimple of his ſalvation, the inheritance of it, and cut 
thintail from all remainders, and a perpetual ſucceſ- 
ſion for it perpetually, 

IxT, What's his brother, the other captain Dumain? 

2 LoD. Why does he aſk him of me? 

Ixr. What's he? 

PAR. E'en a crow o'th' ſame neſt: not altogether 
ſo great as the firſt in goodneſs, but greater a great 
deal in evil. He excels his brother for a coward. yet 
his brother is reputed one of the beſt that is. In a 
retreat he out-runs any lackey; marry in coming on 
he has the cramp. 

IxT. If your life be ſaved, will you undertake to 
betray the Florentine? 


8 
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Pax. Ay, and the captain of his horſe, Count 
Rouſillon. | 


IxT I'll whiſper with the general and know lit 
ple ſure. 


PA ' no more drumming a plague of ali drums; 3 PA 
only to ſeem to dulerve well. and to beguile the fe- Two 
poiition of that laſcivious young boy the Count hae But! 

As Ca 


I run into danger; yet who would have ſuſpected ah 
ambuih where | was taken ? Lt. Shall 

Int. Fhere is no remedy, Sir, but you muit die; Let h 
the general ſays, you that have ſo traiterouſly diſco- That 
vered the ſecrets of your army, and made ſuch pelli- Ruſt | 
feroas reports of men very nobly held, can ferve the Safelk 
world for no honeſt uſe; therefore you mutt die, MM I ber 


Come, head{man, off with his head. EI] at 


Pax. O lord, Sir, let me live, or let me ſee my 
death, 
Ixr. That ſhall you, and take your leave of all 
your friends,  [ Unbinding him, | 
So, look about you; know you any here? Mu 
BER Good morrow, noble captain, 


2 LokD. God bleſs you, captain Parolles. One 

1 Lozn. God ſave you, noble captain. | Shal 

2 LokD, Captain, what greeting will you to my Ere 
lord Lafeu ? I am for France Tin 
I Lord Good captain, will you give me a copy | Dea 
of that ſame ſonnet you writ to Diana in behalf of Thi 
the Count Rouſillon? if I were not a very coward, Anc 
I'd compel it of you; but fare you well, [#:xcunt. His 
INT. You ate undone, captain, all but your ſcarf, WE 
that has a knot on't yer. 4 5 
y 


Pax. Who cannot be cruſh'd with a plot? 
INT, If you could find out a country where but 
women were that had receiv'd ſo much ſhame, you 
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might begin an impudent nation. Fare you well, Sir, 


I am for France too, we ſhall ſpe:k of you there, 
[ Exit, 


All's well that Exds well. 


SCENE. VL 
Par. Yet I am thankful; if my heart were great, 
Twould burſt at this. Captain Il be no more, 


But I will eat and drink, and fleep as ſoft 
As captain ſhall. Simply the thing | am 


Shall make me live: who knows himſelf a braggart, 
Let him fear this; for it will come to pals, 

That every braggart ſhall be found an ass. 

Ruſt ſword, cool bluſhes, and Parolles live 

Safeſt in thame ; being fool'd, by fool'ry thrive z 


| There's place and means for every man alive. 
[1] after them. 


[ Exit, 
SCENE VII. 


The Widow's Houſe at Florence. 
Enter HELENA, Wibow and Diana. 


Hel. That you may well perceive 1 have not 
wrong'd you, 
One of the greatelt in the chriſtian world 


Shall be my ſurety ; ; 'fore whoſe throne 'tis needful, 


Ere I can perfect mine intents, to kneel, 
Time was did him a deſired office 


Dear almoſt as his life, which gratitude 

| Through flinty Tartars boſom would peep forth, 

And anſwer thanks. I duly am inform'd, 

| His Grace is at Marſcilles, to which place 

| We have convenient convoy ; you mult know 

| Iam ſuppoſed dead; the army breaking, 

My huſband hies him home, where heaven aiding, 
And by the leave of my good lord the King, 


We'll be before our welcome. 
vor. III. L 
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Wip. Gentle madam, 
You never had a ſervant to whoſe truſt 
Your bulineſs was more welcome. 
Her. Nor you, miſtreſs, 
Ever a friend, whoſe thoughts more truly labour 
To recompence your love : doubt not but heav'n 
Hath brought me up to be your daughter's dowre, 
As it hath tated her to be my motive 
And helper to a huſband. But, O ſtrange men! 
That can ſuch ſweer uſe make of what they hate, 
When ſaucy truſting of the cozen'd thoughts 
Deſiles the pitchy night. ſo luſt doth play 
With what it loaths, for that which is away, 
But more of this hereafter, You Diana, 
Under my poor inſtructions yet mult ſuffer 
Something in my behalf, 
Dia. Let death and honeſty 
Go with your impoſitions, I am yours 
Upon your will to ſuffer, 
HEL, Yet I pray you: 
But with the word the time will bring on ſummer, 
When briars ſhall have leaves as well as thorns, 
And be as ſweet as ſharp : we muſt away, 
Our waggon is prepar'd, and time revives us; 
All's avell that ends well, {till that finds the crown; 
Whate'er the * courſe, the end is the renown. 


[ Exeunt. 


SCENE VIII. 


Changes to Rouſillon in France. 
Enter CounTESS, LAFEU, and CLOWN, 


Lay. No, no, no. your ſon was wiſ-led with a 
ſnipt taffara fellow there, whoſe villainous ſaffron 


os curſe. 


. 
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would have made all the unbak' d and dowy youth of 
a nation in his colour, Your daughter-in-law had 
been alive at this hour, and your fon here at home 
more advanc'd by the King than by that red-tail'd 
humble-bce 1 ſpeak of. 

CounT, I would I had not known him, it was the 
death of the molt virtuous gentlewoman that ever na- 
ture had praiſe for creating ; if the had partaken of my 
fleſh, and colt me the deareſt groans of a mother, 1 
could not have owed her a more rooted Joye, 

LaF. Twas a good lady, 'twas a good lady. We 
may pick a thouſand ſallets ere we light on ſuch 
another herb, 

CLo. Indeed, Sir, ſhe was the ſweet marjoram of 
the ſallet, or rather the herb of grace. 

LAr. They are not fallet-herbs, you knave, they 
are noſe-herbs. 

CLo. I am no great Nebuchadnezzar, Sir, I have 
not much ſkill in graſs. 

LAr. Whether doſt thou profeſs thy ſelf, a knave 
or a fool ? 

CLo. A fool, Sir, at a woman's ſervice, and a knave 
at a man's, 

LAr. Your diſtinction? | 

CLo. I would cozen the man of his wife, and do 
his ſervice. | 

Lay. So you were a knave at his ſervice indeed. 

CLo. And I would give his wife my bauble, Sir, to 
do her ſervice. 

Lax. I will ſubſcribe for thee, thou art both knave 
and fool. 

CLo. At your ſervice. 

LAr. No, no, no. 

Cr o. Why, Sir, if I cannot ſerve you, I can ſerve 
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as great a prince as you are. 

LAr. Who's that, a Frenchman ? 

CLo. Faith, Sir, he has an Engliſh name, but his 
phiſnomy is more hotter in France than there, 

Lr. What prince is that? 

CLo, The black Prince, Sir, alias the prince cf 
darkneſs, alias the devil. 

Lar. Hold thee, there's my purſe; I give thee not 
this to ſeduce thee from thy maſter thou talk'it of, 
ſerve him ſtill. 

CLo. I'm a woodland fellow, Sir, that always low 


a great fire, and the maſter 1 ſpeak of ever keeps a 


good fire, but ſure he is the prince of the world, let 
his nobility remain in's court, I am for the howz 
with the narrow gate, which I take to be too little 
for pomp to enter: ſome that humble then;ſ{elves may, 
but the many will he too chill and tender, and they'll 
be for the lowry way that leads to the broad gate, 
and the great fire, 

Lar. Go thy ways, I begin to be a weary of thee, 
and I tell thee ſo before, becauſe I would not fall 


out with thee, Go thy ways, let my horſes be well 


look'd to, without any tricks. 

CLo, If 1 put any tricks upon 'em, they ſhall be 
Jades tricks, which : are their own right by the law of 
nature, Lx. 

LaF. A ſhrewd knave, and an unhappy. 

Cour. So he is. My lord that's gone made him- 
ſelf much ſport out of him; by his authority he re- 
mains here, which he thinks is a patent for his ſaw- 
cineſs; and indeed he has no pace, but runs where he 
will, 

La. I like him well, 'tis not amiſs; and I was a- 
bout to tell you, ſince I heard of the good lady's 
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death, and that my lord your ſon was upon his return 
home, I mov'd the King my maſter to ſpeak in the 
behalf of my daughter; which in the minority of them 
both, his majeſty, out of a ſelf gracious remembrance, 
did firſt propoſe ; his highneſs hath promis'd me to 
do it; and to (top up the diſpleaſure he hath con- 
ceiv'd againſt your ſon, there is no fitter matter. How 
do's your ladyſhip like it? 

CounT. With very much content, my lord, and I 
wiſh it happily effected. 

Lar. His highneſs comes poſt from Marſcilles, of 
as able a body as when he number'd thirty; he will 
be here to-morrow, or I am deceiv'd by him that in 
ſuch intelligence hath ſeldom fail d. 

Cour. It rejoices me that I hope I ſhall ſee him 
ere I die. I have letters that my ſon will be here to- 
night: I ſhall beſcech your lordſhip to remain with 
me 'till they meet together. 

Lay. Madam, I was thinking with what manners I 
might ſafely be admitted, 

CounT. You need but plead your honourable pri- 
vilege. 

Lay, Lady, of that I have made a bold charter; 
but I thank my God it holds yet. 

Enter Cleaun. 

CLo. O madam, yonder's my lord your ſon with a 
patch of velvet on's face; whether there be a ſcar un- 
der't or no the velvet knows, but 'tis a goodly patch 
of velvet; his left cheek is a cheek of two pile and a 
half, but his right cheek is worn bare. 

Count, A ſcar nobly got, or a noble ſcar, is a 
good livery of honour. So belike is that. 

CLo, But it is your carbinado'd face. 

Lay, Let us go ſee your ſon, I pray you: I long to 
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talk with the young noble ſoldier. 
CLo, Faith there's a, dozen of 'em with delicay 


Vs - I 


fine hats and moſt courteous feathers, which bow tl: 


head, and nod at every man, [Excut 
. N 
The Court of France. 
Enter HELENA, Wid:aw, and DLANA, with tus 
attendants. 


HELENA. 
* T this exceeding poſting day and night 


Muſt wear your ſpirits low; we cannot help it, 


But ſince you've made the days and nights as one 

To wear your gentle limbs in my affairs, 

Be bold, you do ſo grow in my requital 

As nothing can unroot you. In happy time. 

Enter a Gentleman. 

This man may help me to his Majeſty's ear, 

If he would ſpend his power. God ſave you, Sir. 
GenT. And you. 


HEL. Sir, I have ſeen you in the court of France. 


GENT, I have been ſometimes there, 
HEL. I do preſume, Sir, that you are not fallen 
From the report that goes upon your goodneſs; 
And therefore goaded with inoſt ſharp occaſions 
Which lay nice manners by, I put you to 
The uſe of your own virtues, for the which 
I ſhall continue thankful, 
GenT. What's your will? 
HEL, That it will pleaſe you 
To give this poor petition to the King, 
And aid me with that ſtore of power you hare, 
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Whither I'm going, 


Our means will make us means, 


letter; I have ere now, Sir, been better known to you, 


lam now, Sir, muddied in fortune's mood, and ſmell 
| ſome what ſtrong of her ſtrong diſpleaſure. | 
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To come into his preſence, .. 
' GenT. lhe King s not here. 

HEL, Not here, vir ? 

GenT, Not indeed, 
He hence remov'd laſt night, and with more hafte 
Than is his uſe. 

W1p. Lord, how we loſe our pains ! 

HeL. All's well that ends well yet, 
Tho' time ſeem ſo adverſe, and means unfit : 
do beſeech you, whither is he gone? 
Gr. Marry, as I take it, to Rouſillon, 
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Her. I beſeech you, Sir, 
Since you are like to ſee the King before me, [ 
Commend the paper to his gracious hand, 1 
Which, I preſume, ſhall render you no blame, | 
But rather make you thank your pains for it, 
I will come after you with what good ſpeed 
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GenT, This III do for you. 
Her, And you ſhall find yourſelf to be well thank'd, 


What-e'er falls more. We mult to horſe again. 
Co, go, provide. [Exeunt, 


TOE N-E I, 
ROUSsIL LO. 
Enter Clown and PaROLLESs. 
Pax. Good Mr, Levatch, give my lord Lafeu this 


when [ have held familiarity with freſher cloaths ; but 


CLo. Truly fortune's diſpleaſure is but ſluttiſh, if 


ji ſmell ſo ſtrongly as thou ſpeak'ſt of: I will hence · 
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forth eat no fiſh of fortune's butt'ring. Pry'thee, al- L. 
low the wind. b paſſic 
PAR. Nay, you need not to ſtop your noſe, Sir; 1 P. 
ſpake but by a metaphor. Hun 
Cro. Indeed, Sir, if your metaphor ſtink, I will {toy L 
my noſe againſt any man's metaphor. Pry'thce yet thee 
thee further, P 
PAR. Pray you, Sir, deliver me this paper. grac 
CLo. Foh! pry'thee ſtand away; a paper from for- L 
tune's cloſe · ſtool, to give to a nobleman! lock here at o 
he comes himſelf. brin 
Enter LArh Vu. The 
CLo, Here is a pur of fortune's, Sir, or of for- inq 
tune's cat, (but not a muſcat;) that hath fall'n into tho 
the unclean fiſhpond of her diſpleaſure, and, as he fol! 
ſays, is muddied withal. Pray you, Sir, uſe the carp | 
as you may, for he looks like a poor, decayed, inge- 
nious, foolith, raſcally knave. I do pity his diſtreſs 
in my ſmiles of comfort, and leave him to your lord- l 


ſhip. 

PAR. My lord, I am a man whom fortune hath 
cruelly ſcratch'd, 

LAr. And what would you have me to do? 'tis too 
late to pare her nails now. Wherein have you play'd 
the knave with fortune, that ſhe ſhould ſcracht you, 
who of herſelſ is a good lady, and would not have 
knaves thrive long under her? there's a Pwuart- dec 
for you: let the juſtices make you and fortune friends; 
I am for other buſineſs. 

PAR. I beſeech your honour to hear me one ſingle 
word. 

La. You beg a ſingle penny more: come you ſhall 
ha't, fave your word. 

PAR. My name, my good lord, is Parolles. 
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Lay. You beg more tain one word then Cox my 
paſſion, give me your hand. how does your drum * 
Par, O my good lord, you were the firit that 


found me. 
Lar. Was I, infooth * and I was the firſt that loſt 


thee, 

pax. It lyes in you, my lord, to bring me in ſome 
grace, for you did bring me out, | 

LaF, Out upon thee knave, Volt thou put upon me 
at once both the office of God and the devil? one 
brings thee 1n grace, and the other brings thee out; 
The King's coming, | know by his trumpets, Hirrah, 
inquire further after me, | had talk of you laſt night; 
tho” you are a fool and a knave, you {hall cat; go to, 
follow. | 

Pak, I praiſe God for you. [ Excunts 


SCENE III. 


Flowriſh. Enter King, Counteſs, Lav E v, the tue 
French Lords. with attendants. 

King, We loſt a jewel of her. our eſteem 
Was made much poorer by it: but your lon, 
As mad in tolly, Jack'd the ſenſe to krow 
Her eſtimation home. 

CovnT, i palt, my Liege; 
And 1 beſeech your Viajelty to make it 
Natural reveiiion, done 1'th' blade of yourh, 
hen oil and fire. too Rroag for reaiun's rorce, 
O'erbears it, and burns on. 

Kix. My honour d 11dy, 
I have forgiven and forgoiten all; 


Tho' my revenges were high bent upon him, : 


And watch'd the time to ihovt, 
Lay. This I mult lay, _ 
Vor. III. M 
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Dear ſovereign, pardon to me. 
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But firſt I beg my pardon; the young lord KI 
Did to his majeſty, his mother, and his lady, Not c 
Offence of mighty note; but to himfelf Let's 
The greateſt wrong of all. He loſt a wife, For“ 
Whoſe beauty did aſtoniſn the ſurvey Th' 
Of richeſt eyes; whoſe words all ears took eaptive; Steal 
Whoſe dear perfection, hearts that ſeorn'd to ſerve, The 
Humbly call'd miſtrefſs. B 
Kin. Praiſing what is loſt, I ſt 
Makes the remembrance dear. — Well, call him hither, Dur 
We're reconcil'd, and the firſt view fhall kill Wh 
All repetition : let him not afk our pardon. | Col 
The nature of his great offence is dead, WI 
And deeper than oblivion we do bury SCC 
Th' incenſing relicks of it. Let him approach Ex 
A ſtranger, no offender ; and inform him Tc 
So *tis his will he ſhould, T| 
GENT. Iſhall, my Liege. SU 
KixG, What ſays he to your daughter ? T 
Have you ſpoke ? 


Lay. All that he is hath reference to your Highneſs. T 
Kixc. Then ſhall we have a match. 1 have let- I F 
ters ſent me 1 

That ſet him high in fame. , 
| 

| 


SCENE Iv. 


Enter BERTRAM, 

Lar, He looks well on't. 

KING. I'm not a day of feaſon, 
For thou may ſt ſee a ſun-ſhine and a hail 
In me at once; but to the brighteſt beams 
Diſtracted clouds give way, ſo ſtand thou forth, 
The time is fair again. 75 

BER. My high - repented blames, | 


tive; 
erve, 


nither, 


nefs, 
> let- 
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Kino, All is whole, 


Not one word more of the conſumed time, 


Let's take the inſtant by the forward top; 


For we are old, and on our quick ſt decrees 
* Th' inaudible and noiſeleſs foot of time 


Steals, ere we can effet them. You remember 
The daughter of this lord? 

BER. Admiringly, my liege. At firſt 
I ſtuck my choice upon her, ere my heart 


* Durſt make too bold a herald of my tongue: 
Where the impreſſion of mine eye enfixing, 
Contempt his ſcornful perſpective did lend me, 


Which warp'd the line of every other favour, 
Scorn'd a fair colour, or expreſs d it ſtoll'n, 


Extended or contracted all proportions 


To a moſt hideous object: thence it came, 
That ſhe whom all men prais'd, and whom myſelf, 
Since I have loſt, have loy'd, was in mine eye 
The duſt that did offend it. 

KinG, Well excus'd: 
That thou didſt love her, ſtrikes ſome ſcores away 
From the great *compt ; but love that comes too late, 
Like a remorſeful pardon ſlowly carried, 


Io the great ſender, turns a ſowre offence, 


Crying, that's good that is gone : our raſh faults 


' Make trivial price of ſerious things we have, 


Not knowing them, until we know their grave, 
Oft our diſpleaſures to ourſelves unjuſt, 
Deſtroy our friends, and after weep their duſt: 


Our own love waking, cries to ſee what's done, 

' While ſhameful hate ſleeps out the afternoon, 
he this ſweet Helen's knell, and now forget her. 
Send forth your amorous token for fair Maudlin, - 

The main conſents are had, and here we'll tay 


To ſee our widower's ſecond marriage day : 
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Which better than the firſt, O dear heav'n bleſs, 
Or, ere they meet, in me © nature, ceaſe, 

Lar. Come on my ſon, in whom my houſe's name 
Muſt be digeſted: give a favour from you 
To ſparkle in the ſpirits of my daughter, 
That the may quickly come. By my old beard, 
And ev'ry hair that's oo't, Helen that's dead 
Was a ſweet creature; ſuch a ring as this, 
The laſt that e'er ſhe took her leave at court, 
] ſaw upon her finger, 

BER. Her's it was not. 

KING. Now pray you let me ſee it. For mine eye, 

While 1 was ſpeaking, oft was faſten'd to't : 
This ring was mine, and when I gave it Helen, 
bad her, if her fortunes ever ſtood 
Neceihtcd to help, that by this token 
I would relieve her. Had you that craft to reave ber 
Of what ſhould {tead her molt ? 

Ber. My gracious ſovereign, 
Howe er it pleaſes you to take it ſo, 
The ring was never her's. 

Count, Son, on my life 
I've ſeen her wear it, and the reckon'd it 
At her life's rate. 

Lar. Il ſute I ſaw her wear it. 

BER. You are deceiv'd, my lord, ſhe never ſaw it; 
In Florence was it from a caſement thrown me, 
VWrap'd in a paper, which contain'd the name 
Of her that threw it: noble ſhe was, and thought 
I food engag'd, but when I had ſubſcrib'd 
To mine own fortune, and inform'd her fully, 
I could not anſwer in that courſe of honour 
As ſhe had made the overture, ſhe ceaſt 
In heavy ſatisfaGion, and would never 
Receive the ring again. 


ine eye, 


ave ber 
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KinG. Plutus himſelf, 


That knows the tinct and multiplying medicine, 


Hath not in nature's myſtery more ſcience 
Than J have in this ring. *T'was mine, twas Helen's, 


* Whoever gave it you: then if you know 


That you are well acquainted with yourſelf, 
Confeſs *twas hers, and by what rough enforcement 
You got it from her. She call d the ſaints to ſurety, 
That ſhe would never put it from her finger, 
Unleſs ſhe gave it to yourſelf in bed, 
(Where you have never come) or ſent it us 
Upon her great diſaſter. 

BER. She never ſaw it. ſnour; 

KinG. Thou ſpeak'ſt it falſly, as I love mine ho- 
And mak'ſt conject'ral fears to come into me, 
Which I would fain ſhut out; if it ſhould prove 
That thou art ſo inhuman—'twill not prove fo— 
And yet I know not—thou didſt hate her deadly, 
And ſhe is dead, which nothing but to cloſe 
Her eyes myſelf, could win me to believe, 
More than to ſee this ring. Take him away. 

[ Guards ſeize Bertram, 

My fore- paſt proofs, howe'er the matter fall, 
Shall tax my fears of little vanity. 
Having vainly fear'd too little, Away with him, 
We'll ſift this matter further, 

BER. If you ſhall prove 
This ring was ever hers, you ſhall as eaſy 
Prove that I huſbanded her bed in Florence, 
Where yet ſhe never was. [Exit Bertram guarded, 

SCENE V. 
Enter a Gentleman. 

King. I'm wrap'd in diſmal thinking. : 

GENT, Gracious ſovereign, 
Whether I've been to blame or no, I know not: 


. 
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Here's a petition from a Florentine, 
Who hath for four or five removes come ſhort 
To tender it herfelf. I undertook it, 
Vanquiſht thereto by the fair grace and ſpeech 
Of the poor ſuppliant, who by this I know 
Is here attending : her buſineſs looks in her 
With an importing viſage, and ſhe told me 
In a ſweet verbal brief, it did concern 
Your highneſs with herſelf, 

The King reads a letter. 

Upon his many proteſtations to marry me, when: his 
wife was dead, I bluſh to ſay it, he won me. Now it 
the Count Rouſillon a widowzr, his vows are forfeited 
to me, and my honour's paid to him. He ſtole from Flo- 
rence, taking no leave, and I follow him to this country 
for juſtice : grant it me, © King, in you it beſt lyes, q- 
therwiſe a ſeducer flouriſhes, and a poor maid is undone, ¶ dar 

Diana Capulet, 
Lr. I will buy me a ſon-in-law in a fair, and toll W 
for this, I'Il none of him. 7 [fev, I La 

Kix. The heavens have thought well on thee, La- T! 
To bring forth this diſeov'ry. Seek theſe ſuitors: | 


Go ſpeedily, and bring again the Count. * 
Enter BERTRAM, 1 

I am afraid the life of Helen (lady) 
Was fouly ſnatch'd. A 
Count, Now juſtice on the doers. ſyou, 1 | 


KixnG, I wonder, Sir, wives are ſo monſtrous to 
And that you fly them as you ſwear to them 


Vet you deſire to wed, What woman's that! 4 
Enter Widow and Diana. $ 
DIA. Iam, my lord, a wretched Florentine, = | 


Deriv d from the ancient Capulet ; FN 
My ſuit, as I do underſtand, you know, _ | 
And thereſpre know bow far I may be pitied. 
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He might have bought me at a common price, 
Do not believe him, O behold this ring, 

> Whoſe high reſpect and rich validity 

Did lack a parallel: yet for all that 
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WiIp. I am her mother, Sir, whoſe age and honout 


Both ſuffer under this complaint we bring, 


And both ſhall ceaſe without your remedy. [men ? 


Kix G. Come hither, Count; do you know theſe wo- 
Ber, My lord, I neither can nor will deny 

But that I know them ; do they charge me further ? 
Dia. Why do you look ſo ſtrange upon your wife? 
BER. She's none of mine, my lord. 
DiA. If you ſhall marry, 

You give away this hand, and that is mine 

You give away heav'n's vows, and thoſe are mine 

You give away myſelf, which is known mine; 

For I by vow am ſo embodied yours, 

That ſhe which marries you mult marry me, 


Either both or none. 


Lay. Your reputation comes too ſhort for my 
daughter, you are no huſband for her. [Zo Bertram. 
Ber, My lord, this is a fond and deſperate creature, 
Whom ſometime J have laugh'd with: let your high- 
Lay a more noble thought upon mine honour [nefs 


Than e'er to think that I would fink it here. [ friend, 


Kix. Sir, for my thoughts, you have them ill to 


Till your deeds gain them fairer : prove your honour 
Than in my thought it lies. | 


D14. Good my lord, 


| Aſk him upon his oath, if he does think 
He had not my virginity. 


King, What ſay'ſt thou to her? 
Br R. She's impudent, my lord, 


And was a common gameſter to the camp. 


Dia. He does me wrong, my lord; if I were fo 
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Ile gave it to a commoner o'th camp, Ane 
If be one. 
Cour. He bluſhes, and 'tis his : 
Of fix preceding anceitors, that gem 
Conferr'd by teſtament to th tubſequent iſſue, 
Hath it been ow d and worn. I his is his wife, 
T hat ring's a thouſand proofs, 
KinG, Methought you ſaid Ou 
You ſaw one here in court could witneſs it, | 
Dia. I did, my lord, but loth am to produce 
S/ bad an inſtrument ; his name's Parolles, 
LAr. I ſaw the man to-day, if man he be. 
KixG. Find him, and bring him hither, 


— 


a «44 fo S HD Rad Sod 


3 BER. What of him? 18 
* ; He's quoted for a moſt perſidious ſlave, 
| With all the ſpots o'th* world, tax'd and deboſh'd, 
Which nature ſickens with: but to ſpeak truth, N. 
Am [ or that or this, for what he'll utter, U 
T hat will ſpeak any thing! B. 
Kins. She hath that ring of yours. 
BER. I think ſhe has; certain it is I lik'd hery at 
8 And boarded her i'th' wanton way of youth: 1 
W She knew her diſtance, and did angle for me, | | 
* Madding my eagerneſs with her reſtraint; u 


As all impediments in fancy's courſe 
Are motives of more fancy, and in fine, 
Her inſuit coming with her modern gracey | 
Subdu'd me to her rate : ſhe got the ring, * 
Ab And I had that which any ioferior might | 

| At market-price have bought, 

Di4. I muſt be patient: 
You that turn'd off a fir(t ſo noble wie, *F 
May juſtly diet me. I pray you yet, | 1 
Since you lack virtue, I will loſe a huſband, 

Send for your ring, & will return it home, 
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And give me mine again. 

BER. I have it not. 

Kix. What ring was yours, I pray you ? 

Dia. Sir, much like the ſame upon your finger, 

Kid. Know you this ring this ring was his of late, 

Dia. And this was it I pave him, being a-bed 

KING. The ſtory then gocs faile, you threw it him 
Out of a caſement, 

Dia. I have ſpoke the truth, 

SG EN E VI. 
Euter PAROLLES. 

BE R. My lord, I do confeſs the ring was her's, 

KinG. You boggle ſhrewdly, every feather Herts 
Is this the man you ſpeak of ? [you: 

D1a. It 1s, my lord. 

Kix Tell me. ſirrah, but tell me true, [| charge you, 
Not fearing the diſpleaſure of your malter, 
Which on your juſt proceeding III keep off; 
By him and by this woman here, what know you ? 

Pax. So pleaſe your majeſty, my maſter hath been 
an honourable gentleman. Tricks he hath had in 
him, which gentlemen hare. 

King. Come, come, to the purpoſe ; did h- love 


this woman ? 


Pak. Faith, Sir, he did love her, but how! 

Kix. How, I pray you ? 

Pak, He did love her, Sir, as a gentlemen lov.s a 
woman. 

King, How is that? 

PAR. He lov'd her, Sir, and lov'd her not, 

KING. As thou art a knave, and no knave; what 
an equivocal companion is this ? 

Pak, I am a poor man, and at your majeſty's con.» 


mand. 


Vor. III. N 
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Lar, He's a good drum, my lord, but a naughty 
orator, | 

Dia. Do you know he promis'd me marriage: 

PAR. Faith I know more than 1 II ſpeak. 

KING. But wilt thou not ſpeak all thou know'll ? 

PAR. Yes, ſo pleaſe your majeily. I did go be- 
tween them, as I ſaid; but more than that, he lov'd 
her: for indeed he was mad for her, and talk'd of $a- 
tan and of limbo, and of furies, and l know not what; 
yet I was in that credit with them at that time, that 
I knew of their going to bed, and of other motions, 
as promiſing her marriage, and things that would de- 
rive me ill will to ſpeak of; therefore I will not ſpeak 
what I know, 


KinG. Thou haſt ſpoken all already, unleſs thou 
canſt ſay they are married; but thou art too fine in ] 
thy evidence; therefore ſtand aſide. This ring, you 
ſay, was yours? | Tb 

Dia. Ay, my good lord. An 

Kix d. Where did you buy it? or who gave it you! W 

Dia. It was not given me, nor did I buy it, Ti 

KING. Who lent it you? He 

D1a. It was not lent me neither. At 

RING. Where did you find it then? Di 

Dia. I found it not. | Sq 

RING. If it were yours by none of all theſe ways, | 4 


How could you give it him? 
D1a. I never gave it him, 
'Lar. This woman's an eaſie glove, my lord, the Þ B 
goes off and on at pleaſure, 1e 
KinG, This ring was mine, I gave it his firſt wife. 
D14. It might be yours, or hers, for ought I know. Þ 
KixG, Take her away, I do not like her now, i 1 
To priſon with her: and away with him. 5 
Unleſs thou tell'ſt me where thou hadſt this ring, 
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ughty Thou dieſt withia this hour, 
D1a. I'll never tell you. 


e? KING. Take her away. 
Di. I'll put in bail, my liege. 

w'l? Kix. I think thee now ſome common cuſtomer. 
go be- Dia. By Jove, if ever I knew man, twas you. 
e lord Kix. Wherefore haſt thou accus'd him all this 
of da- while? 

what; Di A. Becauſe he's guilty, and he is not guilty; 
e, that He knows I am no maid, and he'll ſwear to't; 
otions, I'll ſwear I am a maid, and he knows not. 


11d de- Great King, I am no ſtrumpet, by my life; 
ſpeak Im either maid, or elſe this old man's wife. 


[ Pointing to Lafeu. 
$ thou Kix. She does abuſe our ears; to priſon with her, 
fine in Dia. Good mother, fetch my bail. Stay, royal Sir, 
g, you [ Ex. Widow, 


The jeweller that owes the ring is ſent for, 
And he ſhall ſurety me. But for this lord, [Te Bert, 
you? Who hath abus'd me, as he knows himſelf, 
Tho? yet he never harm'd me, here I quit him. 
He knows himſelf my bed he hath defil'd, 
And at that time he got his wife with child; 
Dead tho? ſhe be, ſhe feels her young one kick: 
So there's my riddle, one that's dead is quick. 
ys, And now behold the meaning. 
Enter HELENA and Widow. 
Kins, Is there no exorciſt 


, ſhe Beguiles the truer office of mine eyes? 
Is't real that I ſee ? 

vife. HEL, No, my good lord, 

now. | Tis but a ſhadow of a wife you ſee, 

: The name, and not the thing. 


; BER. Both, both, oh pardon! 
N Hxx. Oh, my good lord, when I was like this maid, 
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I found you wond'rous kind; there is your ring, ＋ 
And look you, here's your letter: this it ſays, 
When from my finger you can get this ring, 
And are by me with child, &c. This is done. 
Will you be mine, now you are doubly won ? 

BE R. If ſne, my liege, can make me know this clearly, 
I'll love her dearly. ever, ever dearly. 

He. If it appear not plain, and prove untrue, 
Deadly divorce ſtep between me and you. 
O, my dear mother, do l ſee you living? 

[To the Counteſs, 

LAr. Mine eyes ſmell onions, I ſhall weep anon: 
Good Tom Drum, lend me a handkerchief, [e Par, 
So, I thank thee, wait on me home. [I'll make ſport 
with thee: let thy courteſies alone, they are ſcurvy 
ones. 

Kix. Let us from point to point this ſtory know, 
To make the even truth in pleaſure flow: 
If thou beeſt yet a freſh uncropped flower, [To Diana. 
Chuſe thou thy huſband, and I'll pay thy dower; 
For I can gueſs, that by thy honeſt aid, 
Thou kept'ſt a wife herſelf, thyſelt a maid. 
Of that and all the progreſs more or leſs, 
Reſolvedly more leiſure ſhall expreſs: 
All yet ſeems well, and if it end ſo meet, 
The bitter paſt, more welcome is the ſweet. [ Exernt. 


EPILOGUE. Spoken by the KinG. 
HE King's a beggar, now the play is done: 
All is well ended, if this ſuit be won, 
That you expreſs content ; which we will pay, 
With ſirife to pleaſe you, day exceeding day ; 
Ours be your patience then, and yours our parts, 
Tour gentle hands lend us, and take our hearts. 


THE END. 
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Dramatis Perſonae. 


ORSINO, Duke of Illyria. 

SEBASTIAN, a young gentleman, brother to Viola, 

ANTONIO, a ſea- captain, friend to Sebaſtian. 

VALENTINE, 

CuR1o, 

Sir Tosy BELCH, uncle to Olivia. 

Sir ANDREW AGUE-CHEEK, a fooliſh Knight, pre- 
tending to Olivia, 

A Sea-captain, friend to Viola. 

FAB1AaN, ſervant to Olivia. 

MaLvoL10, a fantaſtical ſteward ta Olivia. 

Clown, fervant-to Olivia. 


Gentlemen attending on the Duke. 


OL1V1A, a lady of great beauty and fortune, beloy'd 
by the Duke. 

V1OLA, in love with the Duke. 

Makr1aA, Olivia's woman. 


Prieſts, Sailors, Officers, and other attendants, 


SCENE, a City on the coaſt of Illyria. 


TWELF TH-NIGHT: 
O R, 
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ACT I. SCENE I. 
The Palace. 
Enter the Duke, Cur10, and Lords. 


Dok R. 
F muſic be the food of love, play on, 
Give me excels of it; that ſurfeiting 
| The appetite may ſicken, and ſo die. 
That (train again, it had a dying fall: 
O, it came o'er my ear, like the ſweet * ſouth 
That breathes upon a bank of violets, 
Stealing, and giving odour. Huſh! no more; 
| 'Tis not ſo ſweet now as it was before. 
O ſpirit of love, how quick and freſh art thou 
That, notwithſtanding thy capacity 
| Receiyeth as the ſea, nought enters there 
© Of what validity and pitch ſoe'er, 
But falls into abatement and low price, 
Even in a minute; ſo full of ſhapes is fancy, 
That it alone is high fantaſtical. | 
Cur. Will you go hunt, my lord! 1 
Duxz. What, Curio? 
- Cur, The hart. 
Dux. Why ſo I do, the nobleſt that I have: 
0 when my eyes did ſee Olivia firſt, 


* * ſound, 
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Methought ſhe purg'd the air of peſtilence ; Ca 
That inſtant was I turn'd into a hart, VI 
And my deſires, like fell and cruel hounds, 5. 
E'er ſince purſue me. How now, what news from her? Aſſur 
Enter VALENTINE. Whe 
VAL. So pleaſe my lord, I might not be admitted, Hun 
But from her hand-maid do return this anſwer ; Mol 
The element itſelf, till ſeven years hence, (Co 
Shall not behold her face at ample view ; | To: 
But like a cloyſtreſs ſhe will veiled walk, FF 
And water once a day her chambers round Iſee 
With eye - offending brine: all this to ſeaſon So | 
A brother's dead love, which ſhe would keep freſh ] 
And laſting in her ſad remembrance ſtil], Mu 
DukE. O ſhe that hath a heart of that fine frame, . 
To pay this debt of love but to a brother, TI 
How will ſhe love, when the rich golden ſhaft 
Hath kill'd the flock of all affections elſe Ne 


That live in her? when liver, brain, and heart, 
Theſe ſov'raign thrones, are all ſupply'd, and fill'd, 
Her ſweet perfections, with one ſelf-ſame King! 
Away before me to ſweet beds of flowers, 
Love-thoughts lye rich, when canopy'd with bowers. 
[Execunt, 


SCENE u. 
The Street. 


Enter VioLA, a Captain and Sailors, 


V:o. What country, friends, is this? 
Car Illyria. lady. a 
Vio, and what ſhould I do in Illyria? Fl 
N. brother be is in Elyſium. 8 
Pu cανuLe he is not diown'd; what think you, ſailors? 


eſh 


me, 


I's, 


Vers, 
eunt, 


WS 


OIs 


Car, It is perchance that you yourſelf were ſav'd. 
vio. O my poor brother! ſo perchance may he be. 
Car. True.madam: and to comfort you with chance, 
Aſſure yourſelf, after our ſhip did ſplit, 
When you, and that poor number ſav'd with you, 
Hung on our driving boat: J ſaw your brother, 
| Molt provident in peril, bind himſelf 
(Courage and hope both teaching him the practice) 


To a ſtrong malt that liv'd upon the ſea; 


Where like Arion on the dolphin's back, 


Iſee him hold acquaintance with the waves, 
So long as I could ſee, 


Vio. There's gold for ſaying ſo. 
Mine own eſcape unfoldeth to my hope, 


| Whereto thy ſpeech ſerves for authority, 


The like of him. Know'ſt thou this country ? 
Car. Ay, madam, well; for I was bred and born 


Not three hours travel from this very place. 


Vio. Who governs here? 

Cap. A noble Duke in nature as in name. 

Vio. What is his name? 

Cap. Orſino. 

Vio. Orſino! I have heard my father name him, 


He was a batchelor then. 


Car. And ſo is now, or was ſo very late; 
For but a month ago I went from hence, 
And then *twas freſh in murmur (as you know 


What great ones do, the leſs will prattle of) 
: That he did ſeek the love of fair Olivia. 


Vio. What's ſhe ? | 
Cay, A virtuous maid, the daughter of a Count, 


| | That dy'd ſome twelve months ſince, then leaving her 
ln the protection of his ſon, her brother, 
Who ſhortly after dy'd; for whoſe dear love, 
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They ſay, ſhe hath abjur d the ſight 
And company of men. | 
VI o. O that I ſerv'd that lady, 
And might not be deliver'd to the world, 
Till I had made mine own occaſion mellow 
What my eſtate is! 
Cay, That were hard to compaſs, 
Becauſe ſhe will admit no kind of ſuit, 
No, not the Duke's. 
Vio. There is a fair behaviour in thee, captain; 
And tho' that nature with a beauteous wall 
Doth oft cloſe in pollution; yet of thee, 
I will believe, thou haſt a mind that ſuits 
With this thy fair and outward character; 
I pr'ythee, and I'll pay thee bounteouſly, 
Conceal me what I am, and be my aid 
For ſuch diſguiſe as haply ſhall become 
The form of my intent. I'll ſerve this Duke, 
Thou ſhalt preſent me as an eunuch to him, 
It may be worth thy pains ; for I can ſing, 
And ſpeak to him in many ſorts of muſic, 
That will allow me very worth his ſervice. 
What elſe may hap, to time I will commit, 
Only ſhape thou thy ſilence to my wit. 
Cap. Be you his eunuch, and your mute I'll be: 
When my tongue blabs, then let mine eyes not ſee 


Vio. I thank thee; lead me on. [ Excunt. 


SCENE III. 
Olivia's houſe. 
Enter Sir Tory and MARIA. 


Sir To. What a plague means my niece to take the 
death of her brother thus? I am ſure care's an enemy 


to life. 


tain; 
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Mak. By my troth, Sir Toby, you muſt come in 
earlier a-nights; your niece, my lady, takes great 
exceptions to your ill hours. 

Sir To. Why let her except, before excepted. 

Mas. Ay, but you mult confine yourſelf within 
the modelt limits of order, 

Sir To. Conſine? I'll confine myſelf no finer than 


lam; theſe cloaths are good enough to drink in, and 
| ſo be theſe boots too; if they be not, let them hang 


themſelyes in their own ſtraps. 


Max. That quafling and drinking will undo you; | 


I heard my lady talk of it yeſterday, and of a fooliſh 
Knight that you brought in one night here, to be her 
wooer ? 

Sir To. Who, Sir Andrew Ague-cheek ? 

Mar. Ay. he. 

Sir To. He's as tall a man as any in Illyria, 

Mar, What's that to th” purpole ? 

Sir To. Why he has three thouſand ducats a year, 

Mar. Ay, but he'll have but a year in all theſe 


ducats : he's a very fool, and a prodigal. 


Sir To, Fie, that you'll ſay ſo! he plays o'th' viol- 
de-gambo, and ſpeaks three or four languages word 
for word without book, and hath all the good gifts of 


nature. 


Max, He hath indeed, almoſt natural; for beſides 


| that he's a fool, he's a great quarreller ; and but that 
he hath the gift of a coward to allay the guſt he hath 
in quarrelling, *tis thought among the prudent, he 
would quickly have the gift of a grave. 


Sir To. By this hand they are ſcoundrels and ſub- 


| {tractors that ſay ſo of him. Who are they? 


Mar. They that add moreover, he's drunk night- 


n in your company. 
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Sir To. With drinking healths to my niece : II 
drink to her as long as there's a paſſage in my throat, 
and drink in Illyria. He's a coward and a ꝗ coyſtill 
that will not drink to my niece till his brains tain 
o'th' toe like a pariſh top. What wench ? Caſliliaus 
rug; for here comes Sir Andrew Ague-face. 


SCENE IV, 


Enter Sit ANDREW, 


Sir AND, Sir Toby Belch ! how now, Sir Toby 
Belch ? 

Sir To, Sweet Sir Andrew ! 

Sir AND, Bleſs you, fair ſhrew, 

Mas. And you too, fir. 

Sir To. Accolt, Sir Andrew, accoſt. 

Sir AND, What's that ? 

Sir To. My niece's chamber-maid, 

Sir Axp. Good miſlreſs Accolt, 1 tefire better ac- 
quaintance. 

Mak. My name is is Mare, Gr. 

Sir Ax D. Good Miſtreſs Mary Accoſt. 

Sir To. You miſtake, Knight: accolt is, front her, 
board her, woo her, aſſail her. 

Sir AnD. By my troth, | would not undertake her 
in this company. ls that the meaning of accolt ? 

MAR. Fare you well, gentlemen. 

Sir To. If thou let her part ſo, Sir Andrew, would 
thou might ſt never draw ſword again. 

Sir AND. If you part fo, miſtreſs, I would I might 
never draw {word again. Fair lady, do you think yor 
have fools in hand ? 

Mak. Sir, I have not you by th' hand, 

A coyltrill, a young] 2d, 
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band 
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pb: FE Sir AND. Marry but you ſhall have, and here's my 
hroat, band, | 
oy ſtril Mat Now, fir, thought is free: I pray you bring 
iS tun Wl your band to th' buttery bar, and let it drink. 
vilians Sir AND, Wherefore, {ſweet heart : ? what's your 
; metaphor ? 
Mas. It's dry, fir. 
Sir AND. Why, I think ſo: I am not ſuch an aſs, 
but I can keep my hand dry, But what's your jeſt ? 
MAR. A dry jeſt, fir. 
Toby Sir Av p. Are you full of them? 
Mak. Ay, fir, I have them at my fingers ends: 
marry, now I let go your hand, I am barren. 
[ Exit Maria, 
Sir To. O Knight, thou lack'ſt a cup of Canary: 
when did 1 ſee thee ſo put down ? 
Sir AND. Never in your life, I think, unleſs you ſee 
Canary put me down : methinks ſometimes I have no 
ter ac- more wit than a Chriſtian or an ordinary man has 
but I am a great eater of beef, and I believe that does 
harm to my wit. 
dir To. No queſtion. 


at her, Vir Ax p. If! thought that, I'd forſwear it. I'll ride 
home to-morrow, Sir Toby. 

ke her Sir To. Pourquoy, my dear Knight? 

? * SirAnD, What is pourquoy ? do, or not do? I would 


| Thad beſtowed that time in the tongues that I have 
would in fencing, dancing, and bear-baiting. O had but 
; follow'd the arts ! 


Sir To. Then hadſt thou had an excellent head of 
© hair, 


* Sir To, Paſt queſtion, for thou ſeeſt it will not cool 
© MY nature, 
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Sir Any. Why, would that have mended my hair 3 
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Sir AND, But it becomes me well enough, does“ 
not ? 

Sir To. Excellent, it hangs like flax on a diſtaff; 
and I hope to ſee a houſe-wife take thee between her 
legs and ſpin it off, 

Sir AND. Faith I'll home to-morrow, Sir Toby, 
your niece will not be ſeen, or if ſhe be, it's four to 
one ſhe'll none of me: the Duke himſelf here hard by 
wooes her. 

Sir To. She'll none o'th' Duke, ſhe'll not match 
above her degree, neither in eſtate, years, nor wit; | 
have heard her ſwear. Tut, there's life in't man. 

Sir AND, IIl ſtay a month longer. I am a fellow 
o'th' ſtrangeſt mind 1'th* world: I delight in maſks 
and reveis ſometimes altogether. 

Sir To. Artthou good at theſe kick-ſhaws, Knight! 

Sir AND, As any maa in Illyria whatſoever he be, 
under the degree of my betters, and yet I will not 
compare with an old man. 

Sir To, What is thy excellence in a galliard, 
Knight? 

Sir AND, Faith, I can cut a caper. 

Sir To. And I can cut the mutton to't, 

Sir AND, And think I have the back- trick, ſimply 
as ſtrong as any man in Illyria. 

Sir To. Wherefore are theſe things hid? wherefore 
have theſe gifts a curtain before em? are they like to 
take duſt, like miſtreſs Mall's picture? why doſt thou 
not go to church in a galliard, and come home in a 
coranto? my very walk ſhould be a jig! I would not 
ſo much as make water but in a fink-a-pace : what 
doſt thou mean ? is it a world to hide virtues in? 1 
did think, by the excellent conſtitution of thy leg, it 
was form'd under the (tar of a galliard. 
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Sir AND, Ay, 'tis ſtrong, and it does indifferent 
well in a flame-colour'd ſtocking. Shall we ſet about 


ſome revels ? 
Sir To, What ſhall we do elſe ? were we not born 


under Taurus? 


Y 
*4 


Sir AND, Taurus? that's ſides and heart. 
Sir To, No, fir, it is legs and thighs. Let me ſee 
thee caper ; ha, higher: ha, ha, excellent, [Exeunt. 


. 
The Palace. 


Enter VALENTINE, and ViOLA in man's attire, 

VAL, If the Duke continue theſe favours towards 
you, Ceſario, you are like to be much advanc'd, he 
hath known you but three days, and already you are 
no {tranger. 

Vio. You either fear his humour, or my neglt- 
gence, that you call in queſtion the continuance of his 
love. Is he inconſtant, fir, iu his favours ? 

VAL. No, believe me, 

Enter Duke, Cukio, and attendants. 

Vio. I thank you: here comes the Duke, 

Duke, Who ſaw Celario, hoa ? 

Vio. On your attendance, my lord, here. 
Duke. Stand you a while aloof. Ceſario, 
Thou know'ſt no leſs, but all: 1 have unclaſp'd 

To thee the book even of my ſecret ſoul, 
Therefore, good youth, addreſs thy gate unto her, 
Be not deny'd acceſs, ſtand at her doors, 
And tell them, there thy fixed foot ſhall grow 
Till thou have audience. 

Vio. Sure, my noble lord, 
If ſhe be ſo abandon'd to her ſorrow 
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As it is ſpoke, ſne never will admit me. 
DukE. Be clamorous, and leap all civil bounds, 


15 Rather than make unproſited return. N 
| ; Vio. Say I do ſpeak with her, my lord, what then! 0 
L Dok. O then, unfold the paſſion of my love, d 
Surprize her with diſcourſe of my dear faith ; that 
It ſhall become thee well to act my woes ( 
| She will attend it better in thy youth, ] 
Then in a nuncio's of more grave aſpect. ſay 
1 Vio. I think not ſo, my lord. 
| . DvuKkE, Dear lad, believe it: a | anc 
1 For they ſhall yet belie thy happy years, 
1 That ſay thou art a man: Diana's lip ſen 
1 Is not more ſmooth and rubious; thy ſmall pipe ing 
11 | [ Is as the maiden's organ, ſhrill and ſound, 
0x And all is ſemblative a woman's part. rie 
5 I know thy conſtellation is right apt 
: f For this affair : ſome four or five attend him, | 
„ | All if you will ; for I myſelf am beſt pe 
. I; When leaſt in company. Proſper well in this, 
4 [ | | And thou ſhalt live as freely as thy lord, if 
„ b To call his fortunes thine. 
I; ; | i - Vio, I'll do my beſt | | V 
ia To woo your lady; yet, O baneful ſtrife ! u 
. Wo Who-e'er I woo, myſelf would be his wife. [Fxe, 
# SCENE VI. 
3 4 OL1viA's houſe. 


Enter Max IA and Clown, 

Mar. Nay, either tell me where thou haſt been, 
or I will not open my lips ſo wide as a briſtle may en- 
ter in way of thy excuſe; my lady will hang thee for 
thy abſence, 
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CLo. Let her hang me; he that is well hang'd in 
this world needs fear no colours, 

Mak. Make that good, 

CLo. He ſhall ſee none to fear. 

Mak. A good lenten anſwer: I can tell thee where 
that ſaying was born, of I fear no colours, 

CLo. Where, good miſtreſs Mary? 

Mak. In the wars, and that may you be bold to 


| ay in your foolery. 


CLo. Well, God give them wiſdom that have it; 
and thoſe that are fools let them ule their talents. 

Max. Yet you will be hang'd for being ſo long ab- 
ſent, or be turn'd away; is not that as good as a hang- 
Ing to you ? 

CLo. Many a good hanging prevents a bad mar- 


nage; and for turning away, let ſummer bear it out. 


Max. You are reſolute then ? 
CLo, Not ſo neither, but I am reſolv'd on two 


points. 


Mar. That if one break the other will hold; or, 
if both break, your gaſkiogs fall, 

CLo Apt in good faith, very apt: well, go thy 
way, if Sir Toby would leave drinking, thou wert as 


| witty a piece of Eve's fleſh as any in Illyria. 


Mar. Peace, you rogue, no more 0 that: here 


comes my lady; make your excuſe wiſely, you were 


7 
* 
N 
X 


beſt. [ Exit, 
SCENE: VII. 


Enter Olivia and MALvol io. 

CLo, Wit, and t be thy will, put me into good 
fooling; thoſe wits that think they have thee do ve- 
ry oft prove fools; and that am ſure I lack thee, 
may paſs for a wile man, For what ſays Quinapalus, 


hoe r 
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better a witty fool than a fooliſh wit. God bleſs thee, 
lady. 

OL1, Take the fool away. 

Cr o. Do you not hear, fellows, take away the lady. 

OL1. Go to, y'are a dry fool; I'll no more of you; 
beſides you grow diſhoneſt, 

CLo. Two faults, Madona, that drink and good 
counſel will amend; for give the dry fool drink, then 
is the fool not dry. Bid the diſhoneſt man mend him- 
ſelf; if he mend, he is no longer diſhoneſt, if he can- 
not, let the botcher mend him. Any thing that's 
mended is but patch'd; virtue that tranſgreſſes is but 
patch'd with fin, and fin that amends is but patch'd 
with virtue, If that this ſimple fillogiſm will ſerve, 
ſo; if it will not, what remedy ? as there is no true 
cuckold but calamity, ſo beauty's a flower: the lady 
bad take away the fool, therefore I ſay again, take 
her away. 

OL1. Sir, I bad them take away you. 

CLo. Miſpriſion in the higheſt degree. Lady, Cu- 
eullus non facit monachum ; that's as much as to ſay, 
I wear not motley in my brain: good Madona, give 


me leave to prove you a fool. 


OL1. Can you do it? 

CLo. Dexterouſly, good Madona, 

OL1. Make yoor proof, 

CLo, I muſt catechize you for it, Madona; good 
my mouſe of virtue anſwer me. 

OL1. Well, fir, for want of other idleneſs, I'll bide 
your proof. 

CLo. Good Madona, why mourn'ſt thou ? 

OL 1. Good fool, for my brother's death, 

CLo. I think his ſoul is in hell, Madona. 

OL1, I know his ſoul is in heaven, fool. 
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Co. The more fool you, Madona, to mourn for 
your brother's ſoul being in heav'n: take away the 
fool, gentlemen. 
lady, OL 1. What think you of this fool, Malvolio, doth 
you; ¶ he not mend? 

Mar. Yes, and ſhall do, till the pangs of death 
good I ſhake him. Infirmity, that decays the wiſe, doth ever 
then make better the fool. 
him- ® CLo. God ſend you, fir, a ſpeedy infirmity, for 
can- the better increaſing your folly: Sir Toby will be 
hats ¶ ſworn that I am no fox, but he will not paſs his word 
but ¶ for two pence that you are no fool. 
chd Ori. How ſay you to chat, Malvolio ? 
rve, MAL. I marvel your ladyſhip takes delight in ſuch 
a barren raſcal; I ſaw him put down the other day 
| with an ordinary fool that has no more brains than 
a ſtone. Look you now, he's out of his guard alrea- 
dy; unleſs you laugh and miniſter occaſion to him, 

he is gagg'd. I proteſt I take theſe wiſe men that 
Cu- erou fo at theſe ſet kind of fools, no better than the 
ſay, Þ fools Zanies. 
ive | Ori. O you are ſick of ſelf-love, Malvolio, and 
taſte with a diſtemper d appetite. To be generous, 
guiltleſs, and of free diſpoſition, is to take thoſe 
things for bird-bolts that you deem cannon- bullets: 
there is no ſlauder in an allow'd fool, though he do 
od nothing but rail; nor no railing in a known diſcreet 
man, though he do nothing but reprove. 
ide © Co. Now Mercury indue thee with “ leaſing, for 
* ſpeaks well of fools. 


hee, 


true 
lady 
take 


Enter MARIA. 
Max. Madam, there is at the gate a young gentle- 
man much deſires to ſpeak with you, 

| learning. 


Vor. III. C 
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OL1, From the Count Orſino is it? 

Ma, I know not, madam, tis a fair young man, 
and well attended, 

Ori. Who of my people hold him in delay? Ori. 

Mak. Sir Toby, madam, your uncle. ſit o' Mm) 

Orr. Fetch him off 1 pray you, he ſpeaks nothing Whe's dre 
but madman: he on him. Go you, Malvolio; if it be Cr o 
a ſuit from the Count, I am ſick, or not at home. lock to 
What you will to diſmiſs it. [Exit Malvolio.] Nou 
ſee. ſir, how your fooling grows old, and people di- Mai 
lke it. ſpeak 

CLo, Thou haſt ſpoke for us, Madona, as if thy ¶ on him 
eldeſt ſon ſhould be a fool: whoſe ſcull Jove cran to ſpea 
with brains, for here comes one of thy kin has a molt Þ ſcems t 


CLo. 
one drar 


mads h11 


weak Pia mater. | | fore co 
© him, 1: 

SCENE VIII. 8 OL! 

Enter Sir Tosy, 12 

at you 

Or 1, By mine honour, half drunk. What is he a ter to 
the gate, uncle ? s OL 
Sir To. A gentleman, | Ms 
OL1. A gentleman ? what gentleman ? S OL 
Sir To. 'Tis a gentleman here. A plague o' theft M. 
pickle herring : how now, ſot? ö will y 
CLo. Good Sir Toby. 01 
Ori. Uncle, uncle, how have you come fo earl] M 
by this lethargy? Zenoug 
Sir To. Letchery, I defie letchery : there's one al or a 
the gate. 4 in ſta 
OL1. Ay marry, what is he? well. 
Sir To. Let him be the devil and he will, I care] woul 
not: give me faith, ſay 1. Well, it's all one, [EX I O 


Ori. What's a drunken man like, fool? 
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CLo. Like a drown'd man, a fool, and a madman : 
one drauglit above heat makes him a fool, the ſecond 
mads him, and a third drowns him. 
Ori. Go thou and ſeek the coroner, and let him 
Mit o my uncle; for he's in the third degree of drink; 
he's drown'd ; go look after him. 
CLo, Reis but mad yet, Madona, and the iool ſhall 
look to the madman. 2 [Ex, Clown, 
| Enter MaLvoLro, 
Mau. Madam, yond young fellow ſwears he will 
{ſpeak with you. I told him you were ſick, he takes 
on him to underſtand ſo much, and therefore comes 
to ſpeak with you. I told him you were aſleep, he 
ſeems to have a foreknowledge of that too, and there- 
fore comes to ſpeak with you. What is to be ſaid to 

him, lady? he's fortified againſt any denial, 

Ort. Tell him he ſhall not ſpeak with me. 

* Mar, He has been told ſo; and he ſays he'll ſtand 

= at your door like a ſheriff's poſt, and be the ſuppor- 
he at ter to a bench, but he'll ſpeak with you. 

Ori. What kind o'man is he? 
Mar. Why, of mankind. 

Ort. What manner of man? 
theft MAL. Of very ill manners; he'll ſpeak with you, 
2 will you or no. 
ori. Of what perſonage and years is be? 
earl) 


: enough for a boy; as a ſquaſh is before tis a peaſcod, 
ne al 


in ſtanding water, between boy and man. He is very 
well-favour'd, and he ſpeaks very ſhrewiſhly; one 


cart : would think his mother's milk were ſcarce out of him. 


LE Orr, Let him approach: call in my gentlewoman. 
Mar. Gentlewoman, my lady calls, [ Exit, 
C 2 


Mal. Not yet old enough for a man, nor young 


or a codling when tis almoſt an apple: tis with him 
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SCENE 1X. 


Enter MARIA. 


OL 1, Give me my vail : come, throw it o'er my face; 
e ſi , 
We'll once more hear Orſino's embaſſy. 


Enter VIOLA. 


Vio. The honourable lady of the houſe, which is 
ſhe ? 

OL1. Speak to me, I ſhall anſwer for her: your will! 

Vio. Moſt radiant, exquiſite, and unmatchable 
beauty | pray you tell me if this be the lady of 
the houſe, for I never ſaw her. I would be loth to 
caſt away my ſpeech; for beſides that it is excellent- 
ly well penn'd, I have taken great pains to con it. 
Good beauties, let me ſuſtain no ſcorn; I am very 
comptible, even to the leaſt ſiniſter uſage. 

Obi. Whence came you, fir ? 

Vio. I can ſay little more than I have ſtudied, and 

that queſtion's out of my part. Good gentle one, 
give me modeſt aſſurance, if you be the lady of the 
houſe, that I may proceed in my ſpeech, 

OL1.. Are you a comedian? 

Vio. No, my profound heart; and yet, by the ve- 
ry fangs of malice, I ſwear I am not that I play. Are 
you the lady of the houſe ? 

Or. If I do not uſurp myſelf, I am, 

Vio. Moſt certain, if you are ſhe, you do uſurp 
yourſelf; for what is yours to beltow, is not yours to 
reſerve; but this is from my commiſhon, I will on 
with my ſpeech in your praiſe, and then ſhew you the 
heart of my meſſage. 

Oli. Come to what is important in't: I forgive 
you the praiſe. 
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Vio. Alas, I took great pains to ſtudy it, and 'tis 


poetical. 


OL1, It is the more like to be feign'd. I pray you 


keep it in. I heard you were ſawcy at my gates, and 
I allow'd your approach, rather to wonder at you, 


than to hear you. If you be not mad, be gone; if you 

have reaſon, be brief: 'tis not that time of the moon 

with me, to make one in ſo ſkipping a dialogue. 
Mak. Will you hoiſt fail, fir ? here lyes your way, 
Vio. No, good ſwabber, I am to hull a little lon- 


ger. Some mollification for your giant, ſweet lady: 


tell me your mind, I am a meſſenger, 
Ori. Sure you have ſome hideous matter to deli- 
ver, when the curteſy of it is ſo fearful, Speak your 


Vio. It alone concerns your ear. I bring no o- 


verture of war, no taxation of homage: I hold the 
olive in my hand: my words are as full of peace as 


matter, 
Ori. Yet you began rudely. What are you? what 


Would you? 


Vio. The rudeneſs that hath appear'd in me have 
I learn'd from my entertainment. What I am, and 


| what I would, are as ſecret as maiden-head; to your 
ears, divinity ; to any other's, prophanation. 


Oi. Give us the place alone. [Exit Maria.] We 
will hear this divinity. Now, fir, what is your text ? 

Vio. Moſt ſweet lady. 

OL1. A comfortable doctrine, and much may be 
ſaid of it. Where lyes the text? 

Vio. In Orſino's boſom. 


OL1, In his boſom ? in what chapter of his boſom ? 


R Vio. To anſwer by the method, in the firſt of his 
leart. | | 
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OL1.O, [ have read it; it is hereſie. Have you ng 
more to ſoy? 

Vio. Good madam ha me ſee your face, 

OL1. Have you any commithon from your lord to 
negotiate with my face? you are now out of your 
text; but we will draw the curtain, and ſhew you the 
picture. Look you, Sir, ſuch a one 1 was this pre- 
ſent: 1s't not well done? [ Unveiling, 

Vio. Fxcellently done, if God did all. 

Ort. Tis in grain, Sir, 'twill endure wind and 
weather. | 

Vio Tis beauty truly blent, whoſe red and white 
Nature's own ſweet and cunning hand laid on: 
Lady, you are the cruell'ſt ſhe alive, 

If „ou will ſead theſe graces to the grave, 
And leave the world vo copy. 

OL1. O, vir, I will not be ſo hard-hearted: I will 
give out divers ſchedules of my beauty. It ſhall be 
inventoried, and every particle and utenſil labell'd to 
my will. As, Iten two lips in different red. Item, two 
grey eyes, with lids to them. Item, one neck, one 
chin, and ſo forth. Were you ſent hither to praiſe 
me? | 

Vio. I ſee you what you are, you are too proud; 
But if you were the devil, you are fair. 

My lord and maſter loves you: O ſuch love 
Could be but recompenc'd, tho' you were crown'd 
The non pareil of beauty, 

Orr. How does he love me? 

Vio. With adorations, with fertile tears, 

W ich groans that thunder love with ſighs of fire, 

Or i. Your lord does know my mird, 4 cannot love 
Yet 1 ſuppoſe him virtuous, know him noble, ſom; 
Of great eſtate, of freſh and itainicls youth 
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In voices well divulg'd, free, learn'd, and valiant, 
And in dimenſion and the {hape of nature 
A gracious perſon ; yet I caunot love him 
He might have took his anſwer long ago, 
Vio. If I did love you in my maſter's flame, 


With ſuch a ſuff ring, ſuch a deadly life, 


In your denial I would find no ſenſe : 


I would not underſtand it. 


Ori. Why, what would you do? 

Vio. Make me a willow cabin at your gatez 
And call upon my ſoul within the houſe; 
Write loyal cantos of contemned love, 


And ſing them loud even in the dead of night: 


Hollow your name to the reverberate hills, 
And make the babling goſſip of the air 

Cry out, Olivia: O you ſhoald not reſt 
Between the elements of air and earth, 


But you ſhould pity me. 


OL1. You might do much: 


What is your parentage ? 


Vio. Above my fortunes, yet my ſtate is well: 


l am a gentleman, 


OL1, Get you to your lord; 


I cannot love him: let him ſend no more, 

© Unleſs, perchance, you come to me again, 
Too tell me how he takes it; fare you well: 

I thank you for your pains; ſpend this for me. 


Vio. I am no feed- poſt, lady; keep your purſe : 


My maſter, not myſelf, lacks recompence. 
Love, make his heart of flint, that you ſhall love, 
And let your fervour like my maſters be, 

Plac'd in contempt: farewel, fair cruelty, [Exit. 


4 Above my fortunes, yet my {tate is well: 


OL1, What is your parentage ? 
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I'll be ſworn thou art. 


Iam a gentleman 


Thy tongue, thy face, thy limbs, actions, and ſpirit, 
not too faſt 


Do give thee five-fold blazon 

ſoft, ſoft, 
Unleſs the maſter were the man, How now ? 
Even ſo quickly may one catch the plague ? 
Methinks I feel this youth's perfections, 
With an inviſible and ſubtile ſtealth 
To creep in at mine eyes, Well, let it be 
What hoa, Malvolio. | 

Enter MALvoLto, 

Mal. Here, madam, at your ſervice. 

OL1, Run after that ſame peeviſh meſſenger, 
The Duke's man; he left this ring behind him 
Would I, or not: tell him, I'll none of it. 
Deſire him not to flatter with his lord, 

Nor hold him up with hopes; I am not for him: 
If that the youth will come this way to-morrow, 
I'll give him reaſon for't, Hye thee, Malvolio. 


Mal. Madam, I will. Exit. 


Ori. I do I know not what, and fear to find 
Mine eye too great a flatterer for my mind: 
Fate, ſhew thy force; ourſelves we do not owe; 


What is decreed mult be; and be this ſo, [ Exit, 


ACT. II. SCENE I. 


TL STEEET 


Enter ANTON10 and SEBASTIAN., 
ANTONI10, 


'7ILL you ſtay no longer? nor will you not that 


I go with you ? 


SeB, By your patience, no: my ſtars ſhine darkly 
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over me; the malignancy of my fate might perhaps 
diſtemper yours; therefore | crave of you your leave, 
that I may bear my evils alone. It were a bad re- 
compence for your love, to lay any of them on you, 

ANT. Let me yet know of you, whither you are 
bound, 

SEB. No ſooth, fir, my determinate voyage is meer 
extravagancy: but I perceive in you ſo excellent a 
touch of modeſty, that you will not extort from me 
what I am willing to keep in; therefore it charges 
me in manners the rather to expreſs myſelf: you mult 
know of me then, Antonio, my name is Sebaſtian, 
which I call'd Rodorigo; my father was that Sebaf- 
tian of Meſſaline, whom | know you have heard of, 


He left behind him, myſelf, and a lifter, both born 


ia one hour; if the heav'ns had been pleas'd, would 
we had ſo ended ! but you, fir, alter'd thar, for ſome 
hours before you took me from the breach of the ſea, 
was my {titer drown'd, 

Ax r. Alas the day! 

SEB. A lady, fir, tho' it was ſaid ſhe much reſem- 


bled me, was yet of many accounted beautiful; but 
tho' I could not with ſuch eſtimable wonder over-far 
believe that, yet thus far I will boldly publiih her, 


ne bore a mind that envy could not but call fair: ſhe 


is drown'd already, fir, with ſalt-water, tho' I ſcem 
to drown her remembrance again with more, 


AnT., Pardon me, fir, your bad entertainment. 
SEB. O good Antonio, forgive me your trouble. 
ANT. If you will not murther me for my love, let 


me be your ſervant. 
Ses. If you will not undo what you have done, 
chat is kill him whom you have recover'd, deſire it 
not. Fare ye well at once, my boſom is full of Kind- 
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nefs, and I am yet ſo near the manners of my mo- 

ther, that upon the leaſt occaſion more, mine eyes 

will tell tales of me: I am bound to the Duke Hiſi- 

no's court; farewel. [ Exit, 
ANT, The gentleneſs of all the gods go with thee, 

I have made enemies in Orſino's court, 

Elſe would I very ſhortly ſee thee there : 

But come what may, Ido adore thee ſo, | 

That danger ſhall ſeem iport, and | will go. [ Ext, 


SCENE Un. 


Enter VioLAa and MaLvoLto at ſeveral doors. 

Mat. Were not you een now with the Counteh 
Olivia ? 

Vio. Even now, fir; on a moderate pace I have 
ſince arrived but hither, 

Mat. She returns this ring to you, fir; you might 
have ſaved me my pains, to have taken it away your 
ſelf. She adds moreover, that you ſhould put your 
lord into a deſperate aſſurance, ſhe will none of him. 
And one thing more, that you be never ſo hardy to 
come again in his affairs, unleſs it be to report your 
lord's taking of this: receive it ſo, 

Vio. She took the ring of me. I'll none of it. 

Mal. Come, Sir, you peeviſhly threw it to her, 
and her will is, it ſhould be fo return'd : if it be worth 
ſtooping for, there it lyes in your eye; if not, be it 
his that ſinds it. [Exit. 

V1o.Tleft no ring with her; what means this lady? 
Fortune forbid my outſide have not charm'd her ! 
She made good view of me, indeed ſo much, 

That ſure methought her eyes had loſt her tongue, 
For ſhe did ſpeak in ſtarts diſtractedly: 
She loves me ſure, the cunning of her paſſion 
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o- WM Invites me in this churliſh meſſenger. 
yes None of my lord's ring? why, he ſent her none. 
M111» am the man If it be ſo as tis, 
xit, Poor lady, ſhe were better love a dream. 
lee, Diſguiſe, I ſee thou art a wickedneſs, 
Wherein the pregnant enemy does much, 
How eaſy is it, for the proper falſe 
In womens waxen hearts to ſet their forms ! 
Dx. Alas, our frailty is the cauſe, not we, 
For ſuch as we are made, if ſuch we be. 
How will this fadge ? my maſter loves her dearly, 
. And I poor monſter, fond as much on him; 
ues And ſhe, miſtaken, ſeems to dote on me: 
What will become of this? as I am man, 
1ave My (tate is deſperate for my maſter's love; 
As Jam woman, now alas the day, 
What thriftleſs ſighs ſhall poor Olivia breathe ? 
O time, thou mult untangle this, not I, 
| It is too hard a knot for me t'unty. [ Ext. 


SGN III. 
OLivia's houſe, 


Enter Six Toby and Sir ANDREW. 
Sir To, Approach Sir Andrew: not to be a- bed 
© after midnight, is to be up betimes, and diluculo ſur- 

gere, thou know'ſt. 

Sir AND, Nay, by my troth, I know not: but I 
know, to be up late, is to be up late. \f 
> &ir To, A falſe concluſion: I hate it as an unfill'd | 
can; to be up after midnight, and to go to bed then, bi 
, is early; ſo that to go to bed after midnight, is to 9 
| 20 to bed betimes. Does not our life conſiſt of the . 
| four elements ? 
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Sir AvD. Faith ſo they ſay, but I think it rather 
conſiſts of eating and drinking. 

Sir To. Th'art a ſcholar, let us therefore eat and 
drink, Maria 1 ſay, a ſtoop of wine. 

Enter Clown. 

Sir AND, Here comes the fool, i'faith. 

CLo. How now, my hearts? did you never ſee 
the picture of we three ? 

Sir To. Welcome aſs, now let's have a catch. 

Sir AnD, By my troth, the fool has an excellent 
breait, 1 had rather than forty ſhillings I had ſuch 
a leg, and ſo ſweet a breath to ſing, as the fool has, 
Infooth thou waſt in very gracious fooling laſt night, 
when thou ſpok'ſt of Pigrogromitus, of the Vapians 
piſhng the equinoctial of Queubus ? *twas very good 
1 faith: I ſent thee ſix- pence for thy lemon, hadlt it! 

CLo. I did impeticos thy gratillity; for Malvolto's 
noſe is no whip-ſtock. My lady has a white hand, 
and the mirmidons are no bottle-ale houſes. 

Sir AnD, Excellent: why this is the belt fooling, 
when all is done. Now a ſong. 
Sir To Come on, there's ſix- pence for you. Let's 
have a ſong. 

Sir Ax. There's a teſtril of me too; if one knight 
give a | 

CLo. Would you have a love-ſong, or a ſong of 
good life? 

Sir To. A love ſong, a love-ſong. 

Sir AND. Ay, ay, I care not for good life, 


Clown ſings. 
O miſlreſ; mine, where are you roaming? 
O /tay and hear, your true love's coming, 


That can ſing both high and low. 


ther 


and 
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Trip no further, pretty fweeting, 


Tourneys end in lovers meeting, 
Every wiſe man's ſon doth knmw, 


Sir AND, Excellent good, faith. 
Sir To. Good, good, 


CLo. What is love? "tis not hereafter : 
Preſent mirth hath preſent laughter: 
What's to come, is flill unſure. 
In delay there lyes no plenty, 
Then come kiſs me fwzet and twenty : 
Youth's a ſtuff will not endure. 


Sir AND, A mellifluous voice, as I ama true knight, 

Sir To. A contagious breath. 

Sir AND. Very ſweet and contagious, i'faith. 

Sir To. To hear by the noſe, it is dulcet in conta- 
gion, But ſhall we make the welkin dance indeed ; 
ſhall we rouze the night-ow!l in a catch, that will draw 
three ſouls out of one weaver ? ſhall we do that ? 

Sir AND, An you love me, let's do't: I am a dog 
at a catch, | : 

CLo. Byr lady, fir, and ſome dogs will catch well, 

Sir And, Moſt certain; let our catch be, Thou knave. 

CLo. Hold thy peace, thou knave, knight. I ſhall be 


cConſtrain'd in't, to call thee knave, knight, 


Sir And. Tis not the ſirſt time 1 have conſtrain'd 


one to call me knave. Begin, fool; it begins, Held 
| thy peace. 


CLo, I ſhall never begin, if I hold my peace. 
Sir AND, Good 1'faith : come, begin. 


[They ſing a Catch, 


——— ˙— ——— 


* : o—— — tm * 
—— —— D — 1ꝙAH— — oe 


— — re 3 
1 Pe: 


"VE 


3 


F 


_ * — 3 


— —  - ᷓ ↄ³— 


c 
— — 


. 
3 : 
—=—3 === Ag — = : 
— — r 


1 
. TT. 


U Uüm Mr ꝙ — — — << 


— IE : —— 


— u 


e 


— 


"oP Ry rg Arm 


30 TWELFTH-NIGHT. Il. 4. 
SCENE lv. 


Enter MaR1a. 

Mak. What a catterwalling do you keep here? if 
my lady have not call'd up her ſteward, Malvolio, and 
bid him turn you out of doors, never trult me, 

Sir To. My lady's a Catayan, we are politicians, 
Malvolio's a Peg-a Ramſey, and three merry men be 
aue. Am not I conſanguiaious ? am not l of her blood? 
Tilly valley, lady! there dwelt a man in Babylon, lady, 


lady. [ Singirg, Si 
CLo, Beſhrew me, the knight's in admirable fooling. 1 C 
Sir Ax p. Ay, he does well enough if he be diſpos'd, 1 Si 
and ſo do I too: he does it with a better grace, but! W than 
do it more natural, | tou: 
Sir To. O twelfth day of Decemier, [ Singing, C 
Mak. For the love 0'God, peace. i'ch 
Enter MALvOL10, 1 8 

Mal. My maſters, are you mad? or what are you? vith 
have you no wit, manners, nor honeſty, but to gabble I + y 


like tinkers at this time of night? do ye make an ale- I your 
houſe of my lady's houſe, that ye ſqueak out your not 
coziers catches without any mitigation or remorſe of of it 


voice? is there no reſpect of place, perſons, nor time W 
in you? = 

Sir To. We did keep time, far, in our catches. amt 
Strike up. ther 

Mal. Sir Toby, I muſt be round with you. My him 
lady bade me tell you, that ſhe harbours you as her 1 8 
uncle, ſhe's nothing ally'd to your diſorders. If you Þ or 1 
can ſeparate yourſelf and your miſdemeanours, you moi 
are welcome to the houſe : if not, an it would pleaſe 8 1 


you to take leave of her, ſhe is very willing to bid fine 
you farewel, 3 
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Sir To. Farewel, dear heart, ſince I mult needs be 
gone. 

ML. Nay, good Sir Toby, 

CLo, His eyes do ſhew his days are almoſt done. 

Mar. Is't even ſo ? 

Sir To, But I will never die, 

CLo, Sir Toby, there you lie. 

Mau. This 1s much credit to you, 

Sir To. Shall I bid him ge? [Singing. 

Cro. What and if you do? 

Sir To. Shall [ bid him go, and ſpare not? 

CLo, O no, ns, no, you dare not. 

Sir To. Out o'tune, fir, you lie: art thou any more 


| than a ſteward ? doſt thou think becauſe thou art vir- 


tuous, there ſhall be no more cakes and ale? 
Cro. Yes, by ſaint Anne; and ginger ſhall be hot 


| 1th* mouth too, 


Sir To. Thou'rt i'th” right. Go, fir, rub your chain 


with crums, A ſtoop of wine Maria, 


Mal. Miſtreſs Mary, if you priz'd my lady's fa- 
your at any thing more than contempt, you would 


not give means for this uncivil rule; ſhe ſhall know 


of it, by this hand, [ Exit, 
Mak. Go ſhake your ears, 
Sir And, Twere as good a deed as to drink when 


a man's a hungry, to challenge him to the field, and 


© then to break promiſe with him, and make a fool of 
him. 


Sir To. Do't knight, I'll write thee a challenge: 


or l'll deliver thy indignation to him by word of 
mouth. 


Max. Sweet Sir Toby, be patient for to-night . 


1 lince the youth of the Duke's was to-day with my 
lady, ſhe is much out of quiet, For Moalicur Mal- 
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volio, let me alone with him: if I do not gull him in- 
to a nay-word, and make him a common recreati- 
on, do not think I have wit enough to lye ſtraight in 


my bed: I know I can do it. 


Sir To. Poſſeſs us, poſſeſs us, tell us ſomething of 

him, [ ritan, 

Mar. Marry, fir, ſometimes he is a kind of a pu- 

Sir Ax p. O, if I thought that, I'd beat him like a 
dog. 

Sir To. What, for being a puritan ? thy exquiſite 
reaſon, dear knight, 

Sir AND, I have no exquiſite reaſon for't, but 1 
have reaſon good enough. 

Mak. The devil a puritan that he is, or any thing 
conſtantly but a time-pleaſer, an affection'd aſs, that 
cons (tate without book, and utters it by great ſwarths. 
The beſt perſuaded of himſelf : ſo cram'd as he thinks, 
with excellencies, that it is his ground of faith, that 


all that look on him, love him; and on that vice in 


him will my revenge find notable cauſe to work. 

Sir To. What wilt thou do? 

Mar. I will drop in his way ſome obſcure epiſtles 
of love, wherein, by the colour of his beard, the ſhape 
of his leg, the manner of his gate, the expreſſure of 
his eye, forehead, and complexion, he ſhall find him- 
ſelf moſt feelingly perſonated, I can write very like 
my lady your neice; on a forgotten matter we can 
hardly make diſtinction of our hands. 

Sir To. Excellent, I ſmell a device, 

Sir Ax D. I have'tin my noſe too. 

Sir To. He ſhall think by the letters that thou wilt 
drop, that they come from my niece, and. that the is 
in love with him, 


Max. My purpoſe is indeed a horſe of that colour. I 22 


D 


> Now 
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Sir Ax p. And your horſe now would make him an 


aſs. 

Mak. Aſs, I doubt not. 

Sir AND. O *twill be admirable; 

MAR. Sport royal, I warrant you: I know my phys 
fic will work with him. I will plant you two, and let 
the fool make a third, where he ſhall find the letter: 
obſerve his conſtruction of it: for this night to bed, 
and dream on the event. Farewel. [ Exits 

Sir To. Good night, Pentheſilea. 

Sir AnD, Before me, ſhe's a good wench. 

Sir To. She's a beagle, true bred, and one that a- 
dores me; what o'that ? 

Sir Ano, I was ador'd once too. 

Sir To, Let's to bed, Knight : thou hadſt need ſend 
for more money. 

Sir And. If I cannot recover your niece, I am a 
foul way out, 

Sir To. Send for money, Knight; if thou haſt her 

not i'th' end, call me Cut. 
Sir Ax b. If I do not, never truſt me, take it how 
you will, 
Sir To. Come, come, I'll go burn ſome ſack, tis 


too late to go to bed now : come Knight, come 


Knight, | | [ Exeunt; 


SCENE: Ve. 
The Palace. 


Euter Duke, Viola, Cur10o, and others, 
Dux k. Give me ſome muſic ; now good-morrow; 
friends : 
| Now good Ceſario, but that piece of ſong, 
That old and antique ſong we heard laſt night; 
Vor. III. E 


* 
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Methought it did relieve my paſſion much, 
More than light airs, and recollected terms 
Of theſe molt briſk and giddy-paced times. 


Come, but one verſe. Du 
Cus, He is not here, ſo pleaſe your lordſhip, that I or thy 
ſhould ſing it. For W. 
Duke, Who was it? Being 
Cux. Feſte the jeſter, my lord, a fool that the la- Vic 
dy Olivia's father took much delight in. He is about o di. 
the houſe. 
Doxkk. Seek him out, and play the tune the while, Du 
Ex. Curio. Muſic. Mark 
Come hither, boy; if ever thou ſhalt love, The { 
In the ſweet pangs of it, remember me; And t 
For ſuch as 1 am, all true lovers are, Do ul 
Unſtaid and ſkittiſh in all motions elſe, Aud 
Save in the conſtant image of the creature Like 
That is belov'd, How doſt thou like this tune? C1 
Vio. It gives a very eccho to the ſeat D. 


Where love is thron'd. 
Dok k. Thou doſt ſpeak maſterly. 


My life upon't, young tho? thou art, thine eye Come 
Hath ſtaid upon ſome favour that it loves: 4 
Hath it not, boy? Fly a 
Vio. A little, by your favour. s 7 
Dux. What kind of woman is't ? | My} 
V1o. Of your complexion. [i'faitht 1 5 
Dok. She is not worth thee then. What years My | 
Vio. About your years, my lord, [take 1 /- 
Dux. Too old, by heav'n; let ſtill the woman 
An elder than herſelf, ſo wears ſhe to him; Not 
So ſways ſhe level in her huſband's heart. = 0 
For, boy, however we do praiſe ourſelves, | Not 


Our fancies are more giddy and unfirm, BD. 


that 


e la- 
bout 


hile. 
w/ic, 


ith? 
ears 
take 
man 


And the free maids that weave their thread with bones, 


Come away, come away, death, 


My ſhrewd of white, fluck all with yew, 


© My part of death no one ſo true 


| Not a flower, nat a flower faveet, 


Met a friend, not a friend greet 
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More longing, wavering, ſooner loſt and worn, 
Than womens are, 
Vio. I think it well, my lord. 
Dux E. Then let thy love be younger than thyſelf, 
Or thy affection cannot hold the bent: 
For women are as roſes, whoſe fair flower 
Being once diſplay'd, doth fall that very hour. 
Vio. And ſo they are: alas, that they are ſo, 
To die, even when they to perfection grow! 
Enter CuR10 and Clown. 
DuxE. O fellow come, the ſong we had laſt night. 
Mark it Ceſario, it is old and plain; 
The ſpinſters and the kaitters in the ſun, 


Do uſe to chant it: It is filly ſooth, 
And dallies with the innocence of love, 
Like the old age. 
CLo. Are you ready fir ? 
Duk R. I pr'ythee (ing, 155 L Maſic. 


SONG. 


And in ſad cypreſs let me be laid; 
Fly away, fly away, breath, 
I am ſlain by a fair cruel maid, 


Prepare it. 


Did /hare it. 


On my black coffin let there be flrown : 


My poor corps, where my bones ſhall be thrown, 
E 2 
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A thouſand thouſand fighs to fave, | | As ye 
Lay me where You | 
True lover never find my grave, D 
To weep there. Can | 
Duke. There's for thy pains. As lo 
C1 0. No pains, fir; I take pleaſure in ſinging, br, So bi 
Duxe. I'll pay thy pleaſure then. | Alas 
Cro. Truly, fir, and pleaſure will be paid one Non 
time or other, Tha' 
Duxs. Give me now leave to leave thee. But 


Cro. Now the melancholy God protect thee, and And 
the taylor make thy doublet of changeable taffata, for Bet v 
thy mind is a very + opal. I would have men of fuch And 


conſtancy put to ſea, that their buſineſs might be eve- | V 
ry thing, and their intent every where, for that's it | FE 
that always makes a good voyage of nothing. Fare- 1 V 
wel, Exit, ] In f 
SCENE VI. 4 

Dux. Let all the reſt give place. Once more Ceſa- I ſn 
Get thee to yond ſame ſovereign cruelty: Crio, 1 1 
Tell her, my love, more noble than the world, : 
Prizes not quantity of dirty lands ; | TH 
The parts that fortune hath beſtow'd upon her, 1 
Tell her I hold as giddily as fortune: 14 
But 'tis that miracle, and queen of gems 18 
That nature pranks her in, attracts my ſoul, 18 
Vio. But if ſhe cannot love you, fir ? V 
DukE. It cannot be ſo anſwer'd. Ou 
Vio. Sooth but you mult, > Mi 


Say that ſome lady, as perhaps there is, 
Hath for your love as great a pang of heart 


+ opal. a precious flone of almoſt all colours. 


fir, 


One 


and 
, for 
fuch 
eve- 
's it 
are- 
Exit. 


eſa- 
Trio, 
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As you have for Olivia: you cannot love her; 

You tell her ſo; muſt ſhe not then be anſwer'd ? 
DuxE, There is no woman's ſides 

Can bide the beating of ſo ſtrong a paſſion, 

As love doth give my heart: no woman's heart 

So big to hold ſo much; they lack retention. 

Alas, their love may be call'd appetite : 

No motion of the liver, but the pallat, 

That ſuffers ſurfeit, cloyment, and revolt; 

But mine is all as hungry as the ſea, 

And can digeſt as much; make no compare 

Between that love a woman can bear me, 


And that I owe Olivia. 


Vio. Ay but I know 

Dux. What doſt thou know? 

Vio. Too well what love women to men may owe; 
In faith they are as true of heart, as we. 


My father had a daughter lov'd a man, 


As it might be, perhaps, were I a woman, 


I ſhould your lordſhip. 


Dux. What's her hiſtory ? 

Vio. A blank, my lord: ſhe never told her love, 
# But let concealment, like a worm i'th' bud, 
Feed on her damaſk cheek : ſhe pin'd in thought, 


Aud with a green and yellow melancholly, 


* She fat like Patience on a monument, 

smiling at grief, Was not this love indeed? 
We men may ſay more, ſwear more, but indeed 
Our ſhews are more than will; for ſtill we prove 


Much in our vows, but little in our love. 


DuxE. But dy'd thy ſiſter of her love, my boy? 
Vio. I'm all the daughters of my father's houſe, 


| And all the brothers too—and yet I know not— 
Sir, ſhall I to this lady? 
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DuxE. Ay, that's the theam, 
To her in haſte give her this jewel : ſay, 
My love can give no place, bide no denay, [Exeuzt, 


M 

SCENE VIL told 

come 

Olivia Garden, AY 

Enter Sir To, Sir ANDREW, and FABIAx. more 
Sir To. Come thy ways, Signior Fabian, her. 
Fas. Nay, I'll come; if 1 loſe a ſcruple of this .. 
ſport, let me be boil'd to death with melancholy. * 
Sir To. Would'ſt thou not be glad to have the key- 
niggardly raſcally ſheep-biter come by ſome notable plun 
ſhame ? 8 
Fas, I would exult, man; you know he brought S1 
me out of favour with my lady, about a bear-beating N 
here, 80 
Sir To. To anger him we'll have the bear again, 8 
and we will fool him black and blue, ſhall we not, Sir 8 
Andrew? N 
Sir Ax p. An we do not, it's pity of our lives. Stra 
Enter MARIA. 8 

Sir To. Here comes the little villain : how now, 1 
my nettle of India? gin 
Max. Get ye all three into the box-tree; Malvo- a 
lio's coming down this walk, he has been yonder 1'th' ſitti 
ſun practiſing behaviour to his own ſhadow this half d 
hour. Obſerve him, for the love of mockery; for I We 
know this letter will make a contemplative ideot of WM vel 
him. Cloſe, in the name of jeſting, lye thou there; wh 


for here comes the trout that muſt be caught with | 
tickling. LExit. 5 


t, 


is 


le 
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SCENE VIll, 


Enter MALVOL10, 


Mar. *Tis but fortune, all is fortune. Maria once 
told me {he did affect me; and I have heard herſelf 
come thus near, that ſhould the fancy, it ſhould be 
one of my complexion, Beſides, ſhe uſes me with a 
more exalted reſpect, than any one elſe that follows 
her. What ſhould I think on't ? 

Sir To. Here's an over-weaning rogue, 

Fas. Oh peace: contemplation makes a rare tur- 
key-cock of him; how he jets under his advanc'd 
plumes, 

Sir AxD, life, I could ſo beat the rogue. 

Sir To. Peace, I ſay. 

Mal. To be Count Malvolio. 

Sir To. Ah rogue! 

Sir Axp. Piſtol him, piſtol him, 

Sir To. Peace, peace. 

Mar. There is example for't : the lady of the 
Strachy married the yeoman of the wardrobe. 

Sir AND, Fie on him, Jezebel. 

Fas. O peace, now he's deeply in; look how ima- 
gination blows him, 

MAL, Having been three months married to her, 
ſitting in my ſtate 
Sir To. O for a ſtone- bow to hit him in the eye. 
Mar. Calling my officers about me, in my branch'd 
velvet gown ; having come down from a day-bed, 

where I have left Olivia ſlee ping. 

Sir To. Fire and brimſtone ! 

Fas, O peace, peace. 

Mart. and then to have the humour of ſtate; and 

after a demure travel of regard, telling them I know 
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my place, as 1 would they ſhould do their to aft; 
for my uncle Toby 

Sir To. Bolts and ſhackles ! 

Fas, Uh peace, peace, peace; now, now. 

Mal. Seven of my people with an obedient ſtart 
make out for him: I frown the while, and perchance 
wind up my watch, or play with ſome rich jewel, 
Toby approaches, curtſies to me. 

Sir To. Shall this fellow live? 

FAB. Tho' our ſilence be drawn from us with cares, 
yet peace. 

Mar. I extend my hand to him thus; quenching 
my familiar ſmile with an auſtere regard of controul. 

Sir To. And does not Toby take you a blow o'th' 


lips then? 


Mal. Saying, uncle Toby, my fortunes having 
caſt me on your niece, give me this prerogative of 
ſpeech 

Sir To, What, what ? 

Mar. You mult amend your drunkenneſs. 

Sir To. Out, ſcab! 

Fas, Nay, patience, or we break the ſine ws of our 
plot. 

Mar. Beſides you waſte the treaſure of your time; 
with a fooliſh Knight 

Sir AND, That's me, I warrant you, 

Mar. One Sir Andrew, 

Sir Au p. I knew 'twas I, for mary do call me fool. 

Mar. What employment have we here? 

[ Taking up a letter. 

Fas. Now is the woodeock near the gin. 

Sir To. Oh peace! now the ſpirit of humours inti- 
mate reading aloud to him ! 

Mal. By my life this is my lady's hand: theſe be 


ur 


le; 
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her very C's, her U's, and her T's, and thus makes 
ſhe her great P's, It is, in contempt of queſtion, her 
hand. 

Sir AnD, Her C's, her U's, and her T's: why that? 

Mal. To the unlnoun belov'd, this, and my good 
wiſhes ; her very phraſes : By your leave, wax. Soft! 
and the impreſſure her Lucrece, with which ſhe uſes 
to ſeal; tis my lady: to whom ſhould this be? 

Fas. This wins him, liver and all, 

MAL. Jove knows I love, but who, lips do not moves 
no man muſt know, No man muſt know what 
follows? the number's alter'd — no man muſt know 
if this ſhould be thee, Malvolio ? 

Sir To, Marry hang thee, Brock ! 

Mal. 1 may command where J adore, but filence like 

a Lucrece knife 
With Bloodlefſs flroke my heart doth gore, IM. O. A. I. 
dath favay my life. 

FAB. A fuſtian riddle, 

$i To. Excellent wench, ſay I. 

| Mar, M. O. A. I. doth ſway my life 
firſt let me ſee let me ſee 

Fa B. What a diſh of poiſon has ſhe dreſs'd him? 

Sir To. And with what wing the ſtallion checks 
at it ? 

MAL. 1 may command where I adore. Why ſhe may 
command me: I ſerve her, ſhe is my lady. Why this 
is evident to any formal capacity. There is no ob- 
ſtruction in this—and the end what ſhould that al- 
phabetical poſition portend ? if I could make that re- 
ſemble ſomething in me? ſoftly—M. O. A. I. | 

Sir To, O, ay! make up that, he is now at a cold 
ſcent, 

Vor. III. F 


* 


nay, but 
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Fas. Sowter will cry upon't for all this, tho' it be 
as rank as a fox. : 

Mar, M. 
begins my name. 

Fas, Did not I fay he would work it out? the cur 
is excellent at faults. 8 

Mar. M. But then there is no conſonancy in the 
ſequel; that ſuffers under probation : A ſhould fol- 
low, but O does. 

Fas. And O ſhall end, hope. 

Sir Fo. Ay, or Fll eudgel him, and make him 
ery O. 

Mar. And then J comes behind. 

Fas. Ay, and you had any eye behind you, you 
might fee more detraction at your heels than fortunes 
before you. 

Mar. M. O. A. I. — this ſimulation is not as the 
former and yet to cruſh this a little, it would bow 
to me, for every one of theſe letters is in my name. 
Soft, here follows proſe————7f this fall into thy 
hand, revolve. In my flars I am above thee, but be noi 
afraid of greatneſs ; fome are born great, ſome atchieve 
greatneſs, and ſome have greatneſs thruſt upon them. 
Thy fates open their hands, let thy blood and ſpirit em- 
brace them; and to inure thyſelf to what thou art lile 
fo be, caſt thy humble flough, and appear freſh. Be ap- 
pofite with a kinſman, ſurly with ſervants : let thy 
tongue tang arguments of ſlate ; pat thyſelf into the trick 
of ſingularity. She thus adviſes thee, that ſighs for thee. 
Remember who commended thy yellow ſtockings, and 
ewilh'd to ſee thee ever croſingarter d. 1 ſay remember ; 
go to, thou art made, if thou defireſt to be ſo : if not, let 
me ſee thee a fleward fiill. the fellow of ſervants, and 
not worthy to touch fortune's fingers. Faxewel, She 
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that would alter ſervices with thee. The fortunate and 
happy day light and champian diſcovers no more : 
this is open, I will be proud, I will read politic au- 
thors, 1 will baffle Sir Toby, I will wath off groſs ac- 
quaintance, I will be point deviſe, the very man. 1 
do now fool myſelf, to let imagination jade me ; for 
every reaſon excites to this, that my lady loves me. 
She did commend my yellow ftockings of late, ſhe did 
praiſe my leg, being croſs- garter d, and in this ſhema- 
nifeſts herſelf to my love, and with a kind of injunc- 
tion drives me to theſe habits of her liking. 1 thank 
my ſtars, I am happy: I will be ſtrange, ſtout, in yel- 
low ſtockings, and crolſs-garter'd, even with the ſwift- 
neſs of putting on. Jove, and my ſtars be prais d. 
Here is yet a poſtſcript. Thou canſi not chuſe but know 
who I am; if thou entertaineſi my laue, let it appear in 
thy failing, thy ſimilen become thee well, Therefore in 
my preſence ſtill ſmile, dear my ſweet, Iprytbee. Jove, 
I thank thee; I will ſmile, I will do every thing that 
thou wilt have me, [ Exit, 

Fas, I will not give my part of this ſport for a 
penſion of thouſands to be paid from the Sophy. 

Sir To. I could marry this wench for this device. 

Sir Ax p. So could I too. 

Sir To. And aſk no other dowry with her, but 


| ſuch another jeſt. 


SCENE IK, 
Enter Marla. 


Sir AwnD. Nor I neither. 
FAB. Here comes my noble gull- catcher, 
Sir To. Wilt thou ſet thy foot o' my neck? 
Sir An p. Or o' mine either? 
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Sir To. Shall I play my freedom at tray trip, and 
become thy bond- ſlave ? | 

Sir Ax p. I'faith, orl either ? 

Sir To, Why thou haſt put him in ſuch a dream, 
that when the image of it leaves him, he muſt run 
mad. 

Max. Nay, but ſay true, does it work upon him? 

Sir To. Like aqua vitae with a midwife, 

Mak. If you will then ſee the fruits of the ſport, 
mark his firſt approach before my lady: he will come 
to her in yellow ſtockings, and 'tis a colour ſhe ab- 
hors ; and croſs-garter'd, a faſhion ſhe deteſls ; and 
he will ſmile upon her, which will now be ſo unſuit- 
able to her diſpoſition, being addicted to melancholy, 
as ſhe is, that it cannot but turn him into a notable 
contempt : if you will ſee it, follow me. 

Sir To. To the gates of Tartar; thou moſt excel- 
lent devil of wit. | 

Sir Ax p. I'll make one too. [ Excunt, 


ACT m. SCENE I. 
111 Olivia's Garden. 
Enter Viol A, and Clown, 


VIOLA. 
AVE thee, friend, and thy muſic: doſt thou live 
by the tabor ? | 

CLo. No, fir, I live by the church. 

V1o. Art thou a churchman ? 

CLo. No ſuch matter, fir, I do live by the church: 
for I do live at my houſe, and my houſe doth ſtand by 
the church, 

V10. So thou may'lt ſay the King lyes by a beggar, 


ive 


TWELFTH-NIGHT. II. 1. 45 


if a beggar dwell near him: or the church ſtands by 
thy tabor, if thy tabor ſtand by the church. 

CL o. You have ſaid, fir: to ſee this age! a ſen- 
tence is but a* chev'ril glove to a good wit; how 
quickly the wrong {ide may be turned outward ? 

Vio. Nay, that's certain; they that dally nicely 
with words may quickly make them wanton, 

CLo. I would therefore my ſiſter had no name, fir, 

Vio. Why, man? 

CLo. Why, fir, her name's a word, and to dally 
with that word, might make my ſiſter wanton ; but 
indeed, words are very raſcals, ſince bonds diſgrac'd 
them. 

Vio. The reaſon, man? 

CLo. Troth, fir, I can yield you none without 
words, and words are grown ſo falſe, I am loth to 
prove reaſon with them. 

Vio. I warrant thou art a merry fellow, and careſt 
for nothing. 

CLo. Not ſo, fir, I do care for ſomething; but, in 
my conſcience, fir, I do not care for you: if that be 
to care for nothing, fir, I would it would make you 
inviſible, 

Vio. Art not thou the lady Olivia' s fool ? 

CLo, No indeed, fir, the lady Olivia has no folly, 
ſhe will keep no fool, fir, till ſhe be married; and 
fools are as like huſbands, as pilchers are to berriogs, 
the huſband's the bigger: I am indeed not her fool, 
but her corrupter of words, 

Vio. I ſaw thee late at the Duke Orſino's. 

CLo. Foolery, fir, does walk about the orb like 
the ſun, it ſhines every where. I would be ſorry, fir, 


A glove made of a young kid's Skin, from Cheveren, Fr. 
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but the fool ſhould be as oft with your maſter, ag 
with my miſtreſs : I think I ſaw your wiſdom there. 

Vio. Nay, an thou paſs upon me, I'll no more with 
thee. Hold, there's expences for thee, 

CLo, Now Jove, in his next commodity of hair, 
ſend thee a beard, 

Vio. By my troth, I'll tell thee, I am almoſt ſick 
for one, though I would not have it grow on my chin, 
Is thy lady within ? 

(Lo. Would not a pair of theſe have bred, fir ? 

Vio. Yes, being kept together, and put to uſe. 

CLo, I would play lord Pandarus of Phry gia, fir, 
to bring a Creſſida to this Troylus, 

Vio. I underſtand you, fir, cis well begg'd. 

Cro. The matter I hope is not great, fir; begging 
but a beggar : Creſſida was a beggar. My lady is 
within, fir, I will conſter to them whence you come; 
who you are, and what you would is out of my wel- 
kin, I might ſay element, but the word is over- worn. 

Exit, 

Vio. This fellow is wife enough to play the fool, 
And to do that well, craves a kind of wit: 

He muſt obſerve their mood on whom he jelts, 
The quality of the perſons, and the time; 

And like the haggard, check at every feather 
That comes before his eye. This is a practice 
As full of labour as a wiſe - man's art: 

For folly that he wiſely ſhe ws, is fit; 

But wiſe men's folly fall'n, quite taints their wit. 


SCENE ll. 


Enter Sir Tory, and Sit ANDREW, 


Sir To. Save you, gentleman, 
Vio. And you, ſir. 


Si 
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as Sir AND. Dieu vous garde Monſieur. 
s Vio. Ef vous auſſi, voſtre ſerviteur. 
ith Sir Ax. I hope, ſir, you are; and I am yours. 


Sir To, Will you encounter the houſe, my niece is 
defirous you ſhonld enter, if your trade be to her. 


| Vio. I am bound to your niece, fir; I mean, ſhe is 
ck the liſt of my voyage. 
= Sir To. Taſte your legs, fir, put them to motion. 
Vio. My legs do better underſtand me, fir, than 
I underſtand what you mean by bidding me taſte my 
0 legs. | | 
7, 


Sir To. I mean to go, Sir, to enter, 

Vio. I will anſwer you with gate and entrance, but 
; we are prevented, 
mg Enter OLivia and MARIA. 


/ 18 Moſt excellent accompliſh'd lady, the heav'ns ram 
: odours on you. 

'el- Sir AND, That youth's a rare courtier! rain o- 
4h dours ? well, 

xit, 


Vio. My matter bath no voice, lady, but to your 
own molt pregnant and vouchſafed ear. 
Sir And. Odours, pregnant and vouchſafed: I'M 
get em all three ready. 
OL1, Let the garden door be ſhut, and leave me to 
my hearing. 
[ Exennt Sir Toby, Sir Andrew, and Maria. 


SCENE III. 


Give me your hand, fir, 
Vio. My duty, madam, and moſt humble ſervice. 
Or. What is your name? f 
Vio. Ceſario is your ſervant's name, fair princefs. 
OL1, My ſervant, fir ? Twas never merry world, 
Since lowly feigning was call'd compliment : 
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Yeare ſervant to the Duke Orſino, youth. 

Vio. And he is yours, and his muſt needs be yours: 
Your ſervant's ſervant is your ſervant, madam, 

Ori. For him I think not on him: for his thoughts, 
Would they were blanks, rather than fill'd with me. 

Vio. Madam, I come to whet your gentle thoughts 
On his behalf. 

OL1, O, by your leave, I pray you; 
I bade you never ſpeak again of him, 
But would you undertake another ſuit, 
I'd rather hear you to ſollicit that 
Than muſic from the ſpheres. 

Vio. Dear lady. 

Ori. Give me leave, I beſeech you: I did ſend, 
After the laſt enchantment you did hear, 
A ring in chaſe of you. So did I abuſe 
Myſelf, my ſervant, and 1 fear me, you; 
Under your hard conſtruction mult I fit, 
To force that on you in a ſhameful cunning, [think ? 
Which you knew none of yours. What might you 
Have you not ſet mine honour at the ſtake, 
And baited it with all th' unmuzzled thoughts 
That tyrannous heart can think? ? to one of your re- 

ceiving 

Enough is ſhe wn; a cypreſs, not a ; boſom, 
Hides my poor heart, 80 let us hear you _ 

Vio. I pity you. 

OL1, That's a degree to love. 

Vio. No not a * grice: for tis a yulgar proof 
That very oft we pity enemies. 

OL1, Why then methinks 'tis time to ſmile again; 
O world, how apt the poor are to be proud ? 
If one ſhould be a prey, how much the better 

or ſtep. 
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To fall before the lion, than the wolf; [ Clock ſtrikes, 

The clock upbraids me with the waſte of time, 

Be not afraid, good youth, I will not have you; 

And yet when wit and youth are come to harveſt, 

Your wife is like to reap a proper man: 

There lyes your way, due welt, 
Vio. Then weſtward hoe: 

Grace and good diſpoſition attend your ladyſhip. 

You'll nothing, madam, to my lord by me? [me? 
OLLI. Stay; pr'ythee tell me what thou think'ſt of 
Vio. That you do think you are not what you are. 
OL1, If | think ſo, 1 think the ſame of you. 
Vio. Then think you right: I am not what I am, 
OL 1, I would you were as | would have you be, 
Vio. Would it were better, madam, than lam, 

I with it might, for now I am your fool. 
Orr. O what a deal of ſcorn looks beautiful 

In the contempt and anger of his lip! 

A murd'rous guilt ſhews not itſelf more ſoon 

Than love that would ſeem hid: love's night is noon, 

Ceſario, by the roſes of the ſpring, 

By maid-hood, honour, truth, and every thing, 

I love thee ſo, that maugre all thy pride, 

Nor wit nor reaſon can my paſhon hide. 

Do not extort thy reaſons from this clauſe, 

For that I woo. thou therefore haſt no cauſe: 

But rather reaſon thus with reaſon fetter; 

Love ſought is good; but given unſought is better. 
Vito. By innocence I {wear, and by my youth, 

I have one heart, one boſom, and one truth, 


And that no woman has, nor never none 
Shall miſtreſs be of it, ſave 1 alone. 
And ſo adieu, good madam ; never more 
Willi my maſter's tears to you deplore. 


Vor. III. (5 
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Ori. Yet come again; for thou perhaps may 'ſt move 
That heart, which now abhors to like his love. 


: [ Exeunt, 


SCENE lv. 
OLivia's Houſe. 


Futer Sir Tosy, Sir ANDREW, and FABIAN. 

Sir AND, No faith, I'Il not (tay a jot longer. 

Sir To. Thy reaſon, dear venom, give thy reaſon, 

Fas. You mult needs yield your reaſon, Sir Andrew, 

Sir AND. Marry, I ſaw your niece do more favours 
to the Duke's ſerving man than ever ſhe beſtow'd on 
me. I faw'ti'th' orchard. 

Sir To. Did ſhe ſee thee the while, old boy, tell 
me that ? | 

Sir AND. As plain as I ſee you now. 

FaB. This was a great argument of love in her 
toward you, 

Sir Axp. slight! will you make an aſs o' me? 

FAB. I prove it legitimate, ſir, upon the oaths of 
judgment and reaſon. 

Sir To. And they have been grand jury - men ſince 
before Noah was a ſailor. 

FAB. She did ſhew favour to the youth in your 
ſight, only to exaſperate you, to awake your dor- 
moule valour, to put fire in your heart, and brim- 
{tone in your liver, You ſhould then have accoſted 
her, and with ſome excellent jeſts, fire-new from the 
mint, you ſhould have bang'd the youth into dumb- 
neſs. This was look'd for at your hand, and this was 
baulkt. The double gilt of this opportunity you let 
time waih off, and you are now ſail'd into the north 
of my lady's opinion, where you will hang like aa 
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iſiele on a Dutchman's beard, unleſs you redeem it 
by ſome attempt, either of valour or policy. 

Sir ANv. And't be any way, it mult be with va- 
lour, for policy I hate: I had as lief be a Browniſt, 
as a politician, 

Sir To. Why then build me thy fortunes upon the 
baſis of valour, challenge me the Duke's youth to 
fight with him, hurt him in eleven places, my niece 
ſhall take note of it; and aſſure thyſelf, there is no 
love-broker in the world can more prevail in man's 
commendation with women than report of valour, 

Fas. There is no way but this, Sir Andrew. 

Sir AND, Will either of you bear me a challenge 
to him ? 

Sir To. Go, write it in a martial hand, be curſt 
and brief: it is no matter how witty, ſo it be elo- 
quent, and full of invention; taunt him with the li- 
cenſe of ink; if thou thou'ſt him ſome thrice, it ſhall 
not be amiſs; and as many lies as will lye in thy ſheet 
of paper, although the ſheet were big enough for the 
bed of Ware in England, ſet em down and go about 
it. Let there be gall enough in thy ink, tho' thou 
write it with a gooſe-pen, no matter: about it. 

Sir AND. Where ſhall I find you? 

Sir To, We'll call thee at the Cubiculo: go. 

| [ Exit Sir Andrew. 


S E ENEV. 


Fas. This is a dear manakin to you, Sir Toby. 
Sir To. I have been dear to him, lad, ſome two 
thouſand ſtrong or ſo. 
FAB. We ſhall have a rare letter from him; but 
you'll. not deliver't. 
Sir To. Neyer truſt me then; and by all means ſtir 
G 2 
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on the youth to an anſwer. I think oxen and wain- 
ropes cannot hale them together. For Andrew, if he 


were open'd, and you find ſo much blood in his liver M 
as will clog the foot of a flea, I'll eat the reſt of th A 
anatomy, At 
Fas. And his oppoſite the youth bears in his vi- Bi 
ſage no great preſage of cruelty. Be 
Enter MARIA. U 
Sir To. Look where the youngeſt wren of mine R 
comes, x 
Mak. If you deſire the ſpleen, and will laugh your Se 
ſelves into ſtiches, follow me; yond gull Malvolio is 
turned heathen, a very renegado; for there is no chriſ- I « 
tian that means to be ſav'd by believing rightly, can A 
ever believe ſuch impoſſible paſſages of groſsneſs. He's A 
in yellow ſtockings. B. 
Sir To. And croſs-garter'd ? 1. 


Mak. Moſt villanouſly; like a pedant that keeps a Sh 
ſchool i'th' church: I have dogg'd him like his mur- 
therer. He does obey every point of the letter that 


1 dropt to betray him; he does ſmile his face into 1 II 

more lines than is in the new map, with the augmen- vw 

tation of the Indies; you have not ſeen ſuch a thing T 

as 'tis; I can hardly forbear hurling things at him, 1 

know my lady will ſtrike him; if ſhe do, he'll ſmile, Le 

and take't for a great favour, 9 
Sir To, Come, bring us, bring us where he is. | Ic 


[Exeunt, | T. 
SCENE VI. | 
The STREET. 
Enter SEBASTIAN and ANTHONIO. 


SEB, I would not by my will have troubled you, 
But fince you make your pleaſure of your pains, 


Du. 
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I will no further chide you. 
ANT. I could not ſtay behind you; my deſire, 

More ſharp than filed ſteel, did ſpur me forth, 

And not all love to ſee you, tho' ſo much 

As might have drawn one to a longer voyage. 

But jealouſy what might befal your travel, 

Being ſkilleſs in theſe parts; which to a ſtranger, 

Unguided and unfriended, often prove 

Rough and unhoſpitable. My willing love, 

The rather by theſe arguments of fear, 

Set forth in your purſuit, 
SEB. My kind Anthonto, 

I can no other anſwer make but thanks, 

And thanks : and ever-oft good turns 

Are ſhuffled off with ſuch uncurrent pay; 

But were my worth as is my conſcience firm, 

You ſhoyld find better dealing : what's ro do ? 

Shall we go ſee the relicks of this towa ? [ing. 
ANT. T'o-morrow, fir; beſt firſt go ſee your lodg- 
SEB. Iam not weary, and 'tis long to night, 


I pray you let us ſatisfy our eyes 


With the memorials, and the things of fame 
That do renown this city, 

ANT. Would you'd pardon me: 
I do not without danger walk theſe ſtreets, 
Once in a ſea-fight gainſt the Duke his gallies 
I did ſome ſervice, of ſuch note indeed, 


That were I ta'en here, it would ſcarce be anſwer'd, - 


SEB, Belike you flew great number of his people, 
ANT, Th' offence is not of ſuch a bloody nature, 
Albeit the quality of the time and quarrel 
Might well have given us bloody argument : 
It might have ſince been anſwer'd in repaying 
What we took from them, which for traflic's ſake 
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Moſt of our city did. Only myſelf ſtood out, 
For which if be lapſed in this place 
I ſhall pay dear, 
SEB. Do not then walk too open. 
ANT. It doth not fit me: hold, fir, here's my purſe, 
In the ſouth ſuburbs at the Elephant 
Is beſt to lodge: I will beſpeak our diet, 
Whiles you beguile the time, and feed your knowledge 
With viewing of the town, there ſhall you have me. 
Sen. Why l your purſe ? 
Ax r. Haply your eye ſhall light upon ſome toy 
You have deſire to purchaſe; and your (tore, 
I think, is not for idle markets, fir. 
SEB. I'll be your purſe- bearer, and leave you 
For an hour. 
Axr. To th' Elephant, 
SBB. I do remember. [ Exeunt, 


SCENE VII. 
OLivia's Houſe. 


Enter Olivia and MARIA. 

Ori. I have ſent after him; he ſays he'll come. 
How ſhall I feaſt him? what beſtow on him? 
For youth is bought mare oft than begg d or borrow d. 
I ſpeak too loud; 
Where is Malvolia? he is ſad and civil, 
And ſuits well for a ſervant with my fortunes. 
Where is Malvolio ? 


Max. He's coming, madam : but in very ſtrange 


manner. 
He is ſure poſſeſt, madam. 
Ori. Why, what's the matter, does he rave? 


Max. Na, madam, he does nothing but ſmile ; your 


F. 


ge 


ur 
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ladyſhip were beſt to have ſome guard about you, if 
he come, for ſure the man is tainted in's wits. 

OL1. Go call him hither. 

Enter MaLvoL1o. 
I'm as mad as he, | 
If ſad and merry madneſs equal be, 
How no Malvolio? 

Mal. Sweet lady, ha, ha. [| Smiles fantaſtically. 

OL 1.Smil'ſt thou? 1 ſent for thee upon a ſad occaſion. 

Mal. Sad lady, I could be fad ? this does make 
ſome obſtruction in the blood; this croſs-gartering, 
but what of that? if it pleaſe the eye of one, it is 
with me as the very true ſonnet is: Pleaſe one, and 
pleaſe all. 

Ori. Why? how doſt thou, man? what is the mat- 
ter with thee ? 

Mar. Not black in my mind, tho' yellow in my 
legs: it did come to his hands, and commands ſhall 
be executed. - I think we do know that ſweet Roman 
hand, 

OL 1, Wilt thou go to bed, Malvolio? 

Mar. To bed? ay, ſweet heart; and I'll come to 
thee. 

Orr. God comfort thee; why doſt thou ſmile ſo, 
and kiſs thy hand ſo oft? 

Mar. How do you Malvoho ? 

MaL. At your requeſt ? 

Yes, nightingales anſwer daws. 

Mak. Why appear you with this ridiculous bold- 

neſs before my lady? 


MAL. Be not afraid of greatneſs ; twas well writ. 


OL 1. What meaneſt thou by that, Malvolio? 
Mar. Some are born great—— 
Ort. Ha? 
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Mal. Some atchieve greatneſs 
OL1, What ſay'ſt thou? 
MAL. And ſome have greatneſs thruſt upon them 
OL1. Heav'n reſtore thee, 

Mal. Remember who commended thy yellow 


OL1. Thy yellow ſtockings ? 

Mar. And wiſh'd to ſee thee croſs-garter'd—— 
OL1. Croſs-garter'd ? 

Mal. Go to, thou art made, if thou deſireſt to be 


ſo 

Ori. Am I made ? | 

Mal. If not, let me ſee thee a ſervant (till. 

Ori. Why this is very midſummer madneſs, 

Enter Servant. 

Ser. Madam, the young gentleman of the Duke 
Orſino's is return'd, I could hardly entreat him back; 
he attends your ladyſhip's pleaſure. 

OL1. I'll come to him. Good Maria, let this fel- 
low be look'd to. Where's my uncle Toby? let ſome 
of my people have a ſpecial care of him, I would not 
have him miſcarry for the half of my dowry. [ Exit. 


SCENE VIII. 


MAL. Oh ho, do you come near me now? no worſe 
man than Sir Toby to look to me! this concurs di- 
realy with the letter, ſhe ſends him on purpoſe that 
I may appear ſtubborn to him; for ſhe incites me to 
that in the letter, Caſt thy humble ſlough, ſays ſhe; 
be oppoſite with a kinſman, ſurly with ſervants, let 
thy tongue tang with arguments of ſtate, put thyſelt 
into the trick of ſingularity; and conſequently ſets 
down the manner how; as a ſad face, a reverend car- 
riage, a flow tongue, in the habit of ſome Sir of note, 


— 
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and ſo forth, I have lim'd her, but it is Jove's doing; 


and Jove make me thankful; and when ſhe went a- 
way now, let this fellow be look'd to: fellow! not 
Malvolio, nor after my degree, but fellow. Why e- 
very thing adheres together, that no dram of a ſctuple, 
no ſcruple of a ſcruple; no obſtacle; no incredulous 
or unſafe circumſtance what can be ſaid ? no- 
thing that can be, can come between me and the full 
proſpect of my hopes. Well Jove, not 1, is the doer 
of this, and he is to be thanked; 


80 E n 
Enter Sir Tos, FABIAN and MARIA. 


Sir To. Which way is he, in the name of ſanctity? 
if all the devils in hell be drawn in little, and legion 
himſelf poſſeſt him, yet I'll ſpeak to him. 

Fas. Here he is, here he is; how 1s't with you, 
ſir? how is't with you, man ? 

Mar. Go off, I diſcard you; let me enjoy my pri- 
vacy: go off. 

Mar. Lo, how hollow the fiend ſpeaks within 
him; did not I tell you? Sir Toby, my lady prays you 
to have a care of him. 

Mar. Ah ha, does ſhe ſo? 

Sir To. Go to, go to; peace, peace, we mult deal 
gently with him; let him alone. How do you, Mal- 
volio ? how is't with you? what man, defie the devil; 
conſider he's an enemy to mankind, 

Mal. Do you know what you ſay ? 

Mar, La you! if you ſpeak ill of the devil, how 
he takes it at heart. Pray God he be not bewitch'd, 

Fas. Carry his water to th' wiſe woman. 

Mar. Marry and it ſhall be done to-morrow morn- 

Vor. III. II 
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ing if I live. My lady would not loſe him for more 
than I'll ſay. 


Mar. How now, miltreſs ? 

Mas, O lord. 

Sir To. Pr'ythee hold thy peace, that is not the 
way: do you not ſee you move him? let me alone 
with him. 

Fa B. No way but gentleneſs, gently, gently ; the 
ſiend is rough, and will not be roughly us'd. 

Sir To. Why how now my bawcock ? how doſt 
thou, chuck ? 

MAL. Sir. 

Sir To. Ay biddy, come with me. What man, 'tis 
not for gravity to play at cherry- pit with Satan. Hang 
him, foul collier. 

Max. Get him to ſay his prayers, good Sir Toby, 
get him to pray. 

Mar. My prayers, minx! 

Mak. No I warrant you, he will not hear of god- 
lineſs. 

MAL. Go hang yourſelves all: you are idle ſhallow 
things, I am not of your element, you ſhall know 
more hereafter. [ Exit, 

Sir To. Is't poſſible ? 

Fas, If this were play'd upon a ſtage now, I could 
condemn it as an improbable fiction. 

Sir To. His very genius hath taken the infection 
of the device, man. 

Mak. Nay, purſue him now, leſt the device take 
air, and taint, 

Fas. Why we ſhall make him mad indeed. 

Max. The houſe will be the quieter, 

Sir To. Come, we'll have him in a dark room and 
bound, My mece is already in the belief that he“ 
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mad; we may carry it thus for our pleaſure and his 


penance, till our very paitime tired out of breath, 
prompt us to have mercy on him; at which time we 
will bring the device to the bar, and crown thee for a 
finder of madmen ; but ſee, but ſee. 


NX. 
Euter Sir AxDREW. 


FAB. More matter for a May morning. 

Sir Axp. Here's the challenge, read it: I warrant 
there's vinegar and pepper in't, 

Fas. Is't ſo ſawcy ? 

Sir AnD. Ay, is't? I warrant him: do but read, 

Sir To. Give me. [Sir Toby reads. 
Youth, whatſoever thou art, thou art but a ſcurvy fel- 
low. 

Fa B. Good and valiant. 

Sir To. Wonder not, nor adnire not in thy mind why 
I ds call thee fo, for 1 will ſhew thee no reaſon for't. 

Fas. A good note, that keeps you from the blow 
of the law, 

Sir To. Thou com'ſ to the lady Olivia, and in my 
＋ ght ſhe uſes thee kindly ; but thou liaſt in ih throat, that 
is not the matter I challenge thee for. 

Fas. Very brief, and exceeding good ſenſe-leſs. 

Sir To. I will way-lay thee going home, where it 
be thy chance to kill mi 

Fas. Good. 

Sir To. Thou kilP/? me like a rogue and a villain 

Fas, Still you keep o'th' windy fide of the law: 
good, 

Sir To. Fare thee well, and God have mercy upon 
one of our ſouls : he may have mercy upon mine, but my 
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Lope is better, and ſo lock to thyſelf. Thy friend as 
thou uje/l bim, and thy ſworn enemy, Andrew Ague- 
cheek, 

Sir To. If this letter move him not, his legs can- 
not: Ii] give't him. 

Mag. You may have very fit occaſion for't: he is 
now in ſome commerce with my lady, and will by and 
by depart, 

Sir To. Go, Sir Andrew, ſcout me for him at the 
corner of the orchard like a bum-baily; ſo ſoon as 
ever thou ſceſt him, draw; and as thou draw'ſt, ſwear 
horribly ; for it comes to paſs oft, that a terrible oath, 
with a ſwaggering accent ſharply twang'd off, gives 
manhood more approbation than ever proof itſelf 


| would have earn'd him, Away. 


Sir AND, Nay, let me alone for ſwearing. [ Exif. 

Sir To. Now will not I deliver his letter; for the 
behaviour of the young gentleman gives him out to 
be of goad capacity and breeding; his employment 
between his lord and my neice confirms no leſs ; 
therefore this letter being ſo excellently ignorant, will 
breed no terror in the youth; he will find that it 


comes from a clod-pole. But, fir, I will deliver his 


challenge by ward of mouth, ſet upon Ague-cheek a 
notable report of valour, and drive the gentleman, as 
I know his youth will aptly receive it, into a moſt hi- 
deous opinion of his rage, ſkill, fury, and impetuoſity. 
This will ſo fright them both, that they will kill one 


another by the look, like cockatrices, 


SCENE XL, 


Enter OLivia and VIOLA. 
Fas, Here he comes with your neice; give them 
way, till he take leave, and preſently after him. 
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Sir To. I will meditate the while upon ſome hor- 
rid meſſage for a challenge. [ Exeunt. 
OL1v. I've ſaid too much unto a heart of ſtone, 

And laid mine honour too unchary on't. 
There's ſomething in me that reproves my fault ; 
But ſuch a head-{trong potent fault it is, 


d That it but mocks reproof. 

Vio. With the ſame haviour that your paſſion bears, 
le Goes on my maſter's grief. 
18 O. Here, wear this jewel for me, 'tis my picture; 
Ty Refuſe it not, it hath no tongue to vex you : 
n, And I beſeech you come again to-morrow. 
es What ſhall you aſk of me that I'Il deny, 
if Thar honour ſav'd may upon aſking give? 

Vio. Nothing but this, your true love for my maſter, 
[# OL1, How with mine honour may I give him that, 
* Which 1 have given to you? 
to Vio. I will acquit you. 
nt OL1, Well, come again to-morrow : fare thee well. 
1 A fiend like thee might bear my ſoul to hell. [ Exit. 
ll x | 
it 8 C. EN E XII. 
T Enter Sir ToBy and FABIAN. 
as Sir To. Gentleman, God ſave thee. 
i- Vio. And you, ſir. 
7 Sir To. That defence thou haſt, betake thee to't; 
nc of what nature the wrongs are thou haſt done him, I 


know not; but thy intercepter, full of deſpight, bloo- 
dy as the hunter, attends thee at the orchard end ; 
diſmount thy tuck, be+ yare in thy preparation, for 
thy aſſailant is quick, ſkilful, and deadly. 
m Vio. You miſtake, fir, I am ſure no man hath any 
+ yare. nimble, 
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quarrel to me; my remembrance is very free and clear 
from any image of ofſence done to any man. 

Sir To. You'll find it otherwiſe, I aſſure you; 
therefore, if you hold your lite at any price, betake 
you to your guard; for your oppoſite hath in him, 
what youth, ſtrength, ſkill, and wrath can furniſh a 
man withal, 

Vio. I pray you, fir, what is he? 

Sir To. He is Knight dubb'd with unhack'd ra- 
pier, and on carpet conſideration, but he is a devil in 
private brawl; ſouls and bodies hath he divorc'd 
three ; and his incenſement at this moment is ſo im- 
placable, that ſatisfaction can be none but by pangs of 
death and ſepulchre: hob, nod, is his word; give't or 
take't. 

Vio. I will return again into the houſe, and deſire 
ſome conduct of the lady. I am no fighter. I have 
heard of ſome kind of men, that put quarrels purpoſe- 
Iy on others to taſte their yalour : belike this is a man 
of that quirk. 

Sir To. Sir, no: his indignation drives itſelf out of 
a very competent injury, therefore get you on, and 
give him his deſire. Back you ſhall not to the houſe, 
unleſs you undertake that with me, which with as 
much ſafety you might anſwer him; therefore on, or 
{trip your ſword ſtark naked; for meddle you muſt, 
that's certain, or forſwear to wear iron about you, 

V1o, This is as uncivil as ſtrange. I beſeech you do 
me this courteous office, as to know of the Knight 
what my offence to him is: it is ſomething of my ne- 
gligence, nothing of my purpoſe. 

Sir To. I will do ſo. Signior Fabian, ſtay you by 
this gentleman 'till my return. [Exit Sir Toby, 

Vio. Pray you, fir, do you know of this matter? 


C1 
CL 
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FAB. I know the Knight is incens'd againſt you, 
eren to a mortal arbitrement, but nothing of the cir- 
cumſtance more. 

Vio. I beſeech you what manner of man is he? 

Fas. Nothing of that wonderful promiſe to read 


5 = x by his form, as you are like to find him in the 


proof of his valour. He is indeed, fir, the moſt ſkil- 
ful, bloody, and fatal oppoſite that you could poſſible 
have found in any part of Illyria: will you walk to- 
wards him? I will make your peace with him, if I 
can. 

Vio. I ſhall be much bound to you for't: I am one 
that had rather go with Sir Prieſt than Sir Knight: 
I care not who knows ſo much of my mettle, [ Exe. 


80M EK XL 
Enter Sir ToBy and Sir ANDREW, 


Sir To, Why man, he's a very devil ; I have not 
ſeen ſuch a virago: I had a paſs with him, rapier, 
ſcabbard and all; and he gives me the ſtuck in with 
ſuch a mortal motion, that it 1s inevitable; and on 
the anſwer, he pays you as ſurely as your feet hit the 
ground they ſtep on, They ſay, he has been fencer 
to the Sophy. 

Sir AND, Pox on't, I'll not meddle with him. 

Sir To, Ay, but he will not now be paciſied. 
Fabian can ſcarce hold him yonder. 

Sir AND, Plague on't, if I thought he had been 
valiant, and ſo cunning in fence, I'd have ſeen him 


damn'd ere I'd have challeng'd him. Let him let the 


matter ſlip, and I'll give him my horſe, grey Capilet. 
Sir To. I'll make the motion; ſtand here, make a 
good ſhew on't, this ſhall end without the perdition 
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of ſouls; marry 1'll ride your horſe as well as I ride 
you, 

Enter FEBIAN and VIoLA. 
I have his horſe to take up the quarrel, I have perſua- 
ded him the youth's a devil. [To Fabian. 

Fas. He's horribly conceited of him; and pants 
and looks pale, as if a bear were at his heels. 

Sir To. There's no remedy, fir, he will fight with 
you for's oath ſake: marry he hath better bethought 
him of his quarrel, and he finds that now ſcarce to be 
worth talking of ; therefore draw for the ſupportance 
of his vow, he proteſts he will not hurt you. 

Vio. Pray God defend me; a little thing would 
make me tell them how much I lack of a man, 

Fas. Give ground if you ſee him furious, 

Sir To. Come, Sir Andrew, there's no remedy, the 
gentleman will for his honour's ſake have one bout 
with you ; he cannot by the duello avoid it; but he 
has promis'd me, as he is a gentleman and a ſoldier, 
he will not hurt you. Come on, to't. [They draw, 

Sir AND, Pray God he keep his oath, 


8 CENK XIV, 
Enter ANTON10, 


Vio. I do aſſure you 'tis againſt my will. 

ANT. Put up your ſword; if this young gentleman 
Have done offence, I take the fault on me; 
If you offend him, I for him defie you, [ Drawing. 

Sir To. You, Sir? Why, what are you? 

ANT. One, fir, that for his love dares yet do more 
Than you have heard him brag to you he will. 

Sir To. Nay, if you be an undertaker, I am for you. 

[ Draws. 
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Enter Officers. | 

Fas. O good Sir Toby, hold ; here come the of- 
ficers. 

Sir To. I'll be with you anon. 

V1o. Pray, fir, put your ſword up if you pleaſe, 

[To Sir Andrew. 

Sir Avp. Marry will I, fir; and for that I promis'd 
you I'll be as good as my word, He will bear you 
eaſily, and reins well. 

1 OFF, This is the man, do thy office. 

2 Orr, Antonio, I arreſt thee at the ſuit of Duke 
Orlino, 

AxT. You do miſtake me, fir. 

I Orr. No, fir, no jot; I know your favour well; 


Tho' now you have no ſea- cap on your head, 


Take him away, he knows 1 know him well, 
ANT. I muſt obey. This comes with ſeeking you; 
But there's no remedy. I ſhall anſwer it. 
What will you do? now my neceſſity 
Makes me to aſk you for my purſe. It grieves me 
Much more, for what I cannot do for you, 
Than what befalls myſelf: you ſtand amaz'd, 
But be of comfort. 
2 Orr. Come, ſir, away. 
Ax r. I mult intreat of you ſome of that money. 
Vio. What money, fir ? | 
For the fair kindneſs you have ſhew'd me here, 
And part being prompted by your preſent trouble, 
Out of my lean and low ability 
I'll lend you ſomething; my having is not much, 
I'll make diviſion of my preſent with you: 
Hold, there's half my coffer. 
AxT, Will you deny me now ? 
Is't poſhble that my deſerts to you 
Vor. III. I 
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Can lack perſuaſion ? do not tempt my miſery, 
Leſt that it make me ſo unſound a man, 
As to upbraid you with thoſe kindneſſes 
That I have done for you, 
Vio. I know of none, 
Nor know I you by voice, or any feature, 
I hate ingratitude more in a man, 
Than lying, vainneſs, babling drunkenneſs, 
Or any taint of vice, whoſe ſtrong corruption 
Inhabits our frail blood, 
ANT, Oh heay'ns themſelves ! 
2 OFF, Come, fir, I pray you go. here, 
Ax r. Let me ſpeak a little, This youth that you ſce 
I ſnatcht one half out of the jaws of death, 
Reliev'd him with ſach ſanctity of love, 
And to his image, which methought did promiſe 
Moſt venerable worth, did I devotion. 
I OxF, What's that to us? the time goes by; away: 
ANT. But oh, how vile an idol proves this God ! 
Thou haſt, Sebaſtian, done good feature ſhame; 
In nature there's no blemiſh but the mind: 
None can be call'd deform'd but the unkind, 
Virtue is beauty, but the beauteous evil 
Are empty trunks o'erflourith'd by the devil. 
1 Orr. The man grows mad, away with him: 
Come, come, ſir. 
ANT, Lead me on, [Extt, 
Vio. Methinks his words do from ſuch paſſion fly, 
That he believes himſelf: ſo do not I: 
Prove true, imapination, oh prove true, 
That I, dear brother, be now ta'en for you, 
Sir Lo. Come hither, Knight, come hither, Fabi- 


an; well whiſper o'er a couplet or two of moſt ſage 
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Vio. He nam'd Sebaſtian; I my brother know 
Yer living in my glaſs, even ſuch, and ſo 
In favour was my brother, and he went 
Still in this faſhion, colour, ornament, 
For him I imitate: oh if it prove, 
Tempeſts are kind, and ſalt waves freſh in love. [ Ext, 
Sir To. A very diſhoneſt paltry boy, and more a 
coward than a hare; his diſhoneſty appears in leaving 
his friend here in neceſſity, and denying him; and 
for his cowardſhip aſk Fabian, 
FAB. A coward, a molt devout coward, religious 
in it, 
Sir AwD, Slid I'll after him again, and beat him. 
Sir To. Do, cuff him ſoundly, but never draw thy 
ſword. 
Sir AND. If I do not, 
Fas. Come, let's ſee the event. 
Sir To, I dare lay any money 'twill be nothing yet. 
| Exeunt. 


a4 6&3 0 SCENE I. 
The Street. 


Enter SEBASTIAN and Clown, 


CLOWN, | 
ILL you make me believe that I am not ſent 
for you ? 
SEB. Go to, go to, thou art a fooliſh fellow, 
Let me be clear of thee. 


CLo. Well held out i'faith : no, I do not know you, 


nor I am not ſent to you by my lady, to bid you come 

ſpeak with her; nor your name is not maſter Ceſario, 

nor this is not my noſe neither; nothing that is ſo is ſo, 
I 2 
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Ses. I pr'ythee vent thy folly ſomewhere elſe, thou 
know'lt not me. 

CLo, Vent my folly ! he has heard that word of 
ſome great man, and now applies it to a fool, Vent 
my folly! I am afraid this great lubber the world will 
prove a cockney : I pr'yth-e now ungird thy ſtrange- 
neſs and tell me what I thall vent to my lady; ſhall [ 
vent to her, that thou art coming ? 

Ses. I priythee fooliſh Greek depart from me, 
there's money for thee. If you tarry longer, I ſhall 
give worſe payment, 

CLo. By my troth thou haſt an open hand; theſe 
wiſe men that give fools money get themſelves a good 
report after fourteen years purchaſe. 

Enter Sir ANDRE w, Sir ToBy, and FABIAN, 
Sir AND, Now, fir, have I met you again? there's 


for you, | [ Striling Sebaſtian. 
Ser. Why there's for thee, and there, and there: 
are all the people mad ? [ Beating Sir Andrew. 


Sir To. Hold, fir, or I'll throw your dagger o'er 
the houſe, 


Co. This will I tell my lady ſtrait : I would not be 


in ſome of your coats for two pence, [ Exit Clown, 

Sir To. Come on, ſir, hold, [Holding Sebaſtian, 

Sir AND, Nay, let him alone, I'll go another way 
to work with him; I'll have an action of battery a- 
gainſt him, if there be any law in Illyria; tho' I (truck 
him firlt, yet it's no matter for that. 

SEB. Let go thy hand. 

Sir To. Come, ſir, I will not let you go. Come my 
young ſoldier, put up your iron; you are well fleſh'd: 
come on. | 


SEB. I will be free from thee. What wouldſt thou 


now? if chou dar'lt tempt me further, draw thy ſword. 
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Sir To, What, what? nay then I muſt have an 
ounce or two of this malapert blood from you. 
[ They draw and fight, 


SCENE I, 


Enter OLivia, 

OL 1. Hold, Toby, on thy life I charge thee, hold, 

Sir To. Madam, 

Ori. Will it be ever thus? ungracious wretch, 
Fit for the mountains and the barbarous caves, 
Where manners ne'er were preach'd : out of my ſight, 
Be not offended, dear Ceſario. 

Rudesby, be gone. I pr'ythee, gentle friend, 

[Exeunt Sir Toby and Sir Andrew. 

Let thy fair wiſdom, not thy paſſion ſway 

In this uncivil and unjuſt extent 

Againſt thy peace. Go with me to my houſe, 

And hear thou there, how many fruitleſs pranks 

This ruffian hath botch'd up, that thou thereby 

May 'ſt ſmile at this: thou ſhalt not chuſe but go: 

Do not deny; beſhrew his ſoul for me, 

He (ſtarted one poor heart of mine in thee, 

SEB. What reliſh is in this? how runs the ſtream ? 
Or Jam mad, or elſe this is a dream. 

Let fancy ſtill my ſenſe in Lethe ſtecp, 

If it be thus to dream, ſtill let me ſleep. [me. 
OL1, Nay come I pray : would thou'd(t be rul'd by 
SeB. Madam, I will, 

OL1. O ſay ſo, and ſo be. [ Exeunt, 


SCENE III. 


OLivia's Houſe. 
Enter MARIA and Clown. 
Mak, Nay, I pr'ythee put on this gowa and this 
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beard, make him believe thou art Sir Topas the cu- 
rate; do it quickly. I'll call Sir Toby the whilſt. 

CLo, Well, Ul put it on, and I will diſſemble my 
ſelf in't; and 1 wouid 1 were the firſt that ever diſ- 
ſembled in ſuch a gown. I am not tall enough to be- 
come the function well, nor lean enough to be thought 
a good ſtudent; but to be ſaid an honeſt man, and a 
good houſe-keeper, goes as tairly as to ſay, a careful 
man and a great icholar, The competitors enter, 

Enter Sir Tosy. 

Sir To. Jave bleſs thee, Mr, Parſon. 

CLo. Bonos dies, Sir Toby; for as the old hermit 
of Prague, that never ſaw pen and ink, very wittily 
ſaid to a niece of King Gorboduck, that that is, is: ſa 
I being Mr. Parſon, am Mr. Parſon; for what is that, 
but that ? and is, but is ? 

Sir To. To him, Sir Topas. 

CLo, What hoa, I ſay, peace in this priſon, 

Sir To. The knave counterfeits well; a good knave, 

[ Malvoho within. 

Mar, Who calls there? 

CLo. Sir Topas the curate, who comes to viſit 
Malvolio the lunatic. 

Mal. Sir Topas, Sir Topas, good Sir Topas go to 
my lady. | 

CLo. Out hyperbolical fiend, how vexeſt thou this 
Talkeſt thou nothing but of ladies ? [man ? 

Sir To, Well ſaid, maſter Parſon. 

Mar. Sir Topas, never was man thus wrong'd, 
good Sir Topas do not think I am mad; they have 
laid me here in hideous darkneſs. 

CLo, Fie, thou diſhoneſt ſathan; I call thee by the 
molt modeſt terms, for I am one of thoſe gentle ones 


that will uſe the devil himſelf with courteſy : ſay ſt 
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thou that houſe is dark ? 

Mar. As hell, Sir Topas. 

CLro. Why it hath bay windows tranſparent as ba- 
ricadoes, and the clear ſtones towards the ſouth north 
are as luſtrous as ebony; and yet complaineſt thou 
of obſtruction ? 

Mar. I am not mad, Sir Topas, I ſay to you this 
houſe is dark. 

Cr o. Madman, thou erreſt ; I ſay there is no dark- 
neſs but ignorance, in which thou art more puzzled 
than the gyptians in their fog, 

Mar. I ſay this houſe is as dark as ignorance, tho? 
ignorance were as dark as hell; and 1 ſay there was 
never man thus abus'd; am no more mad than you 
are, make the tryal of it in any conſtant queſtion. 

CLo, What is the opinion of Pythagoras, concern» 
ing wild-fowl ? 

MAL. That the ſoul of our grandam might happily 
inhabit a bird. 

CLo, What think'ſt thou of his opinion? 

Mal. I think nobly of the ſoul; and no way ap- 
prove his opinion, | 

CLo. Fare thee well: remain thou ſtill in dark- 


neſs; thou ſhalt hold th' opinion of Pythagoras, ere 


I will allow of thy wits, and fear to kill a woodcock, 
leſt thou diſpoſſeſs the houſe of thy grandam. Fare 
thee well. | 

Mar. Sir Topas, Sir Topas. 

Sir To. My moſt exquiſite Sir Topas! 

CLo, Nay, I am for all waters. 


Mar. Thou might'ſt have done this without thy 


beard and gown, he ſees thee not. 
Sir To. To him in thine own voice, and bring me 
word how thou ſind'ſt him: I would we were all rid 
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of this knavery. If he may be conveniently deli- 
ver'd, I would he were, for I am now ſo far in of- 
fence with my niece, that I cannot purſue with any 
ſafety this ſport to the upſnot. Come by and by to 
my chamber, [ Exit, 


SCENE IV, 


CLo, Hey Rabin, jolly Robin, tell me how my lady 

does, [ Singing, 

Mar. Fool. 

CLo. My lady is unkind, perdie, 

Mar. Fool, 

CLo. Alas, why is ſhe ſo? 

Mar. Fool, I lay. 

CLo. She loves 'an:ither- who calls, ha? 

Mart. Good fool, as ever thou wilt deſerve well 
at t my hand, help me to a candle, and pen, ink, and 
paper; as I am a gentleman, I will live to be thank- 
ful to thee for't. 

CLo. Mr. Malvolio ! 

MaL. Ay, good fool. 

CLo. Alas, fir, how fell you beſides your five wits ? 

Mar, Fool, there was never man ſo notoriouſly 
abus d; I am as well in my wats, fool, as thou art. 


CLo. But as well! then thou art mad indeed, if 


you be no better in your wits than a fool, 

Mal. They have propertied me; they keep me in 
darkneſs, ſend miniſters to me, aſſes, and do all they 
can to face me out of my wits. 

CLo. Adviſe you what you ſay: the miniſter i is 
here. Malvolio, Malvolio, thy wits the heav'ns re- 
ſtore: endeavour thyſelf to ſleep, and leave thy vain 
bibble babble. 

MAL. Sir Topas. 
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Co. Maintain no words with him, good fellow. 
Who I, fir, not I, fir. God b'w'you, good Sir Topas. 
Marry, amen. I will, fir, I will, fir, 

Mal. Fool, fool, fool, I ſay. 

CLo, Alas, ſir, be patient. What ſay you, fir? I 
am ſhent for ſpeaking to you. 

Mar. Good fool, help me to ſome light, and ſome 
paper; 1 tell thee I am as well in my wits, as any man 
in Illy ria. 

CLo. Well-a- day that you were, Sir, 

Mar. By this hand I am: good fool, ſome ink, 
paper and light; and convey what I ſet down to my 
lady: it ſhall adv antage thee more than ever the bear- 
ing of letter did. 

Cro. I will help you to't. But tell me true, are 
you not mad indeed, or do you but counterfeit? 

Mal. Believe me, I am not: I tell thee true. 
Co. Nay, I'll ne'er believe a mad-man till I ſee 
his brains. I will fetch you light, and paper, and ink, 

Mar. Fool, I'll requite it in the higheſt degree; 

I pr'ythee be gone. 

Cro. 1 am gone, fir, and anon, ſir, [ Singing. 
PII le with you again 

In a trice, like to the old vice, 
Your need to ſuſtain. 

Who with dagger of lath, in his rage, and his wrath, 
Cries ah ha! to the devil: 

Like a mad lad, pair thy nails, dad, | 
Adieu, good man drivel, [Exit. 


SCENSE.V, 


Enter SEBASTIAN. 
Sets. This is the air, that is the glorious ſun, 
This pearl ſhe gave me, I do feel't and ſee't. 
Vor. III. K 
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And though tis wonder that enwraps me thus, 
Yer 'tis not madneſs, Where's Anthonio then? 
I could not find him at the Elephant, 
Vet there he was, and there 1 found this credit, 
That he did range the town to ſeek me out. 
His counſel now might do me golden ſervice 
For tho' my ſoul diſputes well with my fenfe, 
That this may be ſome error, but no madneſs, 
Yet doth this accident and flood of fortune 
So far exceed all inſtance, all diſcourſe, 
That I am ready to diſtruſt mine eyes, 
And wrangle with my reaſon that perſuades me 
To any other truſt, but that I'm mad, 
Or elſe the lady's mad; yet if 'twere ſo, 
She could not ſway her houfe, command her followers, 
Take, and give back affairs, and their diſpatch, 
With ſuch a ſmooth, diſcreet, and ſtable bearing 
As I perceive ſhe does : there's ſomething in't 
That is deceivable. But here the comes, 
Enter OLtvia and Prieſt. 
Ori. Blame not this haſte of mine: if you mean well, 
Now go with me and with this holy man 
Into the chantry by ; there before him, 
And underneath that confecrated roof, 
Pli ght me the full aſſurance of your faith, 
That my moſt jealous and too doubt ful ſoul 
May live at peace. He ſhall conceal it 
Whiles you are willing it ſhall come to note, 
What time we will our celebration keep 
According to my birth. What do you fay ? 
SEB. I'll follow this good man, and go with you, 
And having ſworn truth, ever will be true, [tfhine, 
O11. Then lead the way, good father; heav'ns fo 
That they may fairly note this act of mine. [Excunt. 
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r SCENE 


The STREET. 


Enter Clown and FaBIAN. 
FABIAN. 


OW, as thou lov'ſt me, let me ſee this letter. 
N CLo, Good Mr. Fabian, grant me another 
requeſt. 

Fas. Any thing, 

CLo. Do not deſire to ſee this letter. 

Fas, This is to give a dog, and in recompenſe de- 
fire my dog again. 

Enter DuxE, Viora, Curnn, and Lords. 
DuxE. Belong you to the lady Olivia, friends? 
CLo. Ay, Sir, we are ſome of her trappings. 
DuKkE. I know thee well; how doſt thou, my good 

fellow ? 

CLo. Truly, fir, the better for my foes, and the 
worſe for my friends. 

Dux x. Juſt the contrary ; the better for thy friends, 

CLo. No, ſir, the worſe, 

Dux. How can that be? 

CLo, Marry, fir, they praiſe me, and make an aſs 
of me; now my foes tell me plainly, I am an aſs: ſo 
that by my foes, fir, I profit in the knowledge of my 
ſelf, and by my friends I am abuſed : ſo that conclu- 
ſions to be as kiſſes, if your four negatives make your 
two affirmatives, why then the worſe for my friends, 
and the better for my foes, 

Duxe, Why this is excellent, 

CLo. By my troth, ſir, no; tho'it pleaſe you to be 
one of my friends, 

K 2 
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Dok E. Thou ſhalt not be the worſe for me, there's 
old, 
: CLo, But that it would be double-dealing, fir, I 
would you could make it another, 

Duke. O you give me ill counſel, 

CLo. Put your grace in your pocket, fir, for this 
once, and let your fleſh and blood obey it. 

Duxe, Well, I will be ſo much a ſinner to be a 
double-dealer : there's another. 

CLo, Primo, ſecundo, tertio, is a good play, and the 
old ſaying is, the third pays for all: the triplex, fir, 
is a good tripping meaſure, or the bells of St. Bennet, 
fir, may put you in mind, one, two, three. 

Dok E. You can fool no more mouey out of me at 
this throw; if you will let your lady know I am here 
to ſpeak with her, and bring her along with you, it 
may awake my bounty further, 

CLo. Marry, ſir, lullaby to your bounty till 1 come 
again. I go, fir; but 1 would not have you to think, 
that my deſire of having is the fin of covetouſneſs ; 
but as you ſay, fir, let your bounty take a nap, I will 
awake it anon. [Exit Clown. 


SCENE II. 


Enter Ax TON IO and Officers. 
Vio. Here comes the man, fir, that did reſcue me. 
Dux Ee That face of his I do remember well; 
Yet when 1 ſaw it laſt, it was beſmear'd 
As black as Vulcan, in the ſmoak of war : 
A bawbling veſſel was he captain of, 
For ſhallow draught and bulk unprizable, 
With which ſuch ſcathful grapple did he make 
With the molt noble bottom of our fleet, 
That very envy and the tongue of loſs 
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Cry'd fame and honour on him, What's the matter? 
1 Ori. Orſino, this is that Antonio | 
That took the Phoenix and her fraught from Candy; 

And this is he that did the Tyger board, 

When your young nephew Titus loſt his leg : 
Here in the ſtreets, deſperate of ſhame and (tate, 
In private brabble did we apprehend him, 

Vio. He did me kindneſs, fir ; drew on my ſide, 
But in concluſion put ſtrange ſpeech upon me, 

I know not what *twas, but diſtraction. 

Duk E. Notable pirate, thou ſalt-water thief, 
What fooliſh boldneſs brought thee to their mercies, 
Whom thou in terms ſo bloody and ſo dear 
Haſt made thine enemies ? 

ANT. Orſino: noble fir, 

Be pleas'd that I ſhake off theſe names you give me: 
Antonio never yet was thief, or pirate 
Though I confeſs, on baſe and ground enough, 
Orſino's enemy. A witchcraft drew me hither ; 
That molt ungrateful boy there by your ſide 
From the rude ſea's enrag'd and foamy mouth 
Did I redeem ; a wreck paſt hope he was: 

His life I gave him, and did thereto add 

My love without retention or reſtraint 

All this in dedication, For his ſake 

Did I expoſe myſelf (pure for his love) 


Into the danger of this adverſe town, 


Drew to defend him, when he was beſet ; 

Where being apprehended, his falſe cunning 

(Not meaning to partake with me in danger) 
Taught him to face me out of his acquaintance, 
And grew a twenty years removed thing, 

While one would wink : deny'd me mine own purſe, 


Which I had recommended to his uſe 
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Dux E. Thou ſhalt not be the worſe for me, there's 
old, 
5 CLo, But that it would be double dealing, fir, I 
would you could make it another. 

Dukk. O you give me ill counſel. 

Cr o. Put your grace in your pocket, fir, for this 
once, and let your fleth and blood obey it. 

Dux. Well, I will be ſo much a ſinner to be a 
double-dealer : there's another. 

Cro. Primo, ſecundo, tertio, is a good play, and the 
old ſaying is, the third pays for all: the triplex, fir, 
is a good tripping meaſure, or the bells of St. Bennet, 
fir, may put you in mind, one, two, three. 

DuxEe, You can fool no more mouey out of me at 
this throw; if you will let your lady know I am here 
to ſpeak with her, and bring her along with you, it 
may awake my bounty further, 

CLo, Marry, fir, lullaby to your bounty till I come 
again. I go, fir; but 1 would not have you to think, 
that my deſire of having is the fin of covetouſneſs ; 
but as you ſay, fir, let your bounty take a nap, I will 
awake it anon. [Exit Clown. 


SCENE II. 


Enter ANTON10 and Officers. 
Vio. Here comes the man, fir, that did reſcue me. 
Dux E That face of his I do remember well; 
Yet when I ſaw it laſt, it was beſmear'd 
As black as Vulcan, in the ſmoak of war : 
A bawbling veſſel was he captain of, 
For ſhallow draught and bulk unprizable, 
With which ſuch ſcathful grapple did he make 
With the moſt noble bottom of our fleet, 
That very envy and the tongue of loſs 
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Cry'd fame and honour on him. What's the matter? 

1 OrF1, Orſino, this is that Antonio 
That took the Phoenix and her fraught from Candy; 
And this is he that did the Tyger board, 
When your young nephew Titus loſt his leg : 
Here in the ſtreets, deſperate of ſhame and (tate, 
In private brabble did we apprehend him, 

Vio. He did me kindneſs, fir ; drew on my ſide, 

But in concluſion put ſtrange ſpeech upon me, 
I know not what *twas, but diſtraction. 

Duk E. Notable pirate, thou ſalt - water thief, 
What fooliſh boldneſs brought thee to their mercies, 
Whom thou in terms ſo bloody and ſo dear 


Haſt made thine enemies? 


ANT. Orſino: noble fir, 
Be pleas'd that I ſhake off theſe names you give me: 
Antonio never yet was thief, or pirate; 
Though I confeſs, on baſe and ground enough, 
Orſino's enemy. A witchcraft drew me hither : 
That molt ungrateful boy there by your ſide 
From the rude ſea's enrag'd and foamy mouth 
Did I redeem ; a wreck paſt hope he was: 
His life 1 gave him, and did thereto add 
My love without retention or reſtraint ; 
All this in dedication, For his ſake 
Did I expoſe myſelf (pure for his love) 


Into the danger of this adverſe town, 


Drew to defend him, when he was beſet ; 

Where being apprehended, his falſe cunning 

(Not meaning to partake with me in danger) 
Taught him to face me out of his acquaintance, 
And grew a twenty years removed thing, 

While one would wink : deny'd me mine own purſe, 


Which I had recommended to his uſe 
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Not half an hour before. 
Vio. How can this be? 
Duke, When came he to this town ? [ fore, 
AnT, To day, my lord; and for three months be- 
No interim, not a minute's vacancy, 
Both day and night did we keep company. 


SCENE III. 


Enter OL1via and attendunts. 
DuxE, Here comes tne counteſs; now heay'n walks 
on earth. 
But for thee, fellow; fellow, thy words are madneſs : 
Three months this youth hath tended upon me; 
But more of that anon. Take him aſide. [ have, 
OL1. What would my lord, but that he may not 
Wherein Olivia may ſeem ſerviceable ? 
Ceſario, you don't keep promiſe with me. 
Vio. Madam. 
Dok. Gracious Olivia, 
Ori. What do you ſay, (efario ? Good my lord 
Vio. My lord would ſpeak, my duty huſhes me. 
OL1, If it be ought to the old tune, my lord, 
It is as fat and fulſome to mine ear, 
As howling after muſic, 
Dok E. Still ſo cruel ? 
OL1, Still ſo conſtant, lord. 
Duke. What, to perverſeneſs? you uncivil lady, 
To whole ingrate and unauſpicious altars 
My ſoul the faithfull'ſt offerings has breath'd out 
That e'er devotion tender d. What ſhall I do? 
OL1, Ev'n what it pleaſe my lord, that ſhall become 
him, 
Dung. Why ſhould I not, had I the heart to do'r, 
Like to th' Egyptian thief, at point of death 
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Kill what 1 love ? a ſavage jealouſy, 
That ſometimes ſavours nobly; but hear this: 
Since you to non-regardance caſt my faith, 
And that I partly know the inſtrument 
That ſcrews me from my true place in your favour : 
Live you the marble- breaſted tyrant ſtill. 
Burt this your minion, whom I know you love, 
And whom, by heav'n, I ſwear, I tender dearly, 
Him will I tear out of that cruel eye, F 
Where he ſits crowned in his maſter's ſpight. 
Come boy with me, my thoughts are ripe in miſchief; 
I'il ſacrifice the lamb that I do love, 
To ſpight a raven's heart within a dove. 
Vio. And | molt jocund, apt. and willingly, 
To do you reſt, a thouſand deaths would die, 
Ori. Where goes Caeſario ? 
Vio. After him I love, 
More than I love theſe eyes, more than my life, 
More by all mores, than e'er I ſhall love wife. 
If I do feign, you witneſſes above 
Puniſh my life, for tainting of my love! 
OL 1, Ay me, deteſted! how am | beguil'd ? 
Vio. Who does beguile you? who does do you 
| wrong ? 
Ori. Haſt thou forgot thyſelf? Is it ſo long? 
Call forth the holy father, 
DuxE, Come, away. 
Ori. Whither, my lord? Ceſario, huſband, ſtay, 
Dok E. Huſband ? 
Ori. Ay, huſband, Can he that deny? 
Dux x, Her huſband, firrah ? 
Vio. No, my lord, not I. 
OL1, Alas, it is the baſeneſs of thy fear, 
That make thee ſtrangle thy propriety : 


4 
' 
| 
| 
C 
* 


80 TWELFTH-NIGHT. v. 4. 


Fear not Ceſario, take thy fortunes up, 
Be that thou know ꝰſt thou art, and then thou art 
As great as that thou fear'ſt. 
Enter Prieſt. 
O welcome, father. 
Father, I charge thee by thy reverence 
Here to unfold, (tho' lately we intended 
To keep in darkneſs, what occaſion now 
Reveals before 'tis ripe) what thou doſt know 
Hath newly paſt between this youth and me. 
PRIEST. A contract of eternal bond of love, 
Confirm'd by mutual joinder of your hands, 
Atteſted by the holy cloſe of lips, 
Strengthned by interchangement of your rings, 
And all the ceremony of this compact 
Seal'd in my function, by my teſtimony : 
Since when, my watch hath told me tow'rd my grave 
I have travell'd but two hours. 
DuxE. O thou diſſembling cub ; what wilt thou be 
When time hath ſow'd a grizzel on thy caſe ? 
Or will not elſe thy craft ſo quickly grow, 
That thine own trip ſhall be thine overthrow ? 
Farewel, and take her, but direct thy feet, 
Where thou and I henceforth may never meet. 
V1o, My lord, I do proteſt 
OL 1, O do not ſwear; 
Hold little faith, tho' thou haſt too much fear ! 


SCENE w. 
Enter Sir ANDREW with his bead broke, 


Sir AND, For the love of God a ſurgeon, and ſend 


one preſently to Sir Toby. 
OL1, What's the matter? 
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Sir AND, H'as broke my head a- croſs, and given 
ir Toby a bloody coxcomb too: for the love of God 
your help, I had rather than forty pound I were at 
home, 

OL1, Who has done this, Sir Andrew ? 

Sir AND. The Count's gentleman, one Ceſario ; we 
took him for a coward, but he's the very devil incar- 
nate, | | 

Duxe. My gentleman, Ceſario? 

Sir AnD. Od's lifelings, here he is: you broke my 
head for nothing, and that that I did, I was ſet on to 
do't by Sir Toby. 

Vio. Why do you ſpeak to me? I never hurt you: 
You drew your {word upon me without cauſe, 

But I beſpake you fair, and hurt you not. 
Enter Sir TosBy and Clown, 

Sir AND. If a bloody coxcomb be a hurt, you have 

hurt me: I think you ſet nothing by a bloody cox- 


comb, Here comes Sir Toby halting, you ſhall hear 


more; but if he had not been in drink, he would 
have tickled you other-gates than he did, 

Duxz. How now, gentleman ? how is't with you? 

Sir To. That's all one, he has hurt me, and there's 
an end on't; fot, didſt ſee Dick ſurgeon, ſor ? 

CLo. O he's drunk, fir, above an hour agone; his 
eyes were ſet at eight i'th' morning. 

Sir To. Then he's a rogue, * and a paſt-meaſure 
Painim. I hate a drunken rogue. 

OL 1. Away with him: who hath made this havock 
with them ? 

Sir AND. I'll help you, Sir Toby, becauſe we'll be 
dreſt together. . 


After a paſſy meaſures pavin. 
Vor. III. = 
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Sir To. Will you help an aſs- head, and a coxcomb, 
and a knave, a thin - fac d knave, a gull ? 

L Exe, Clo. To. and And. 

Oi. Get him to bed, and let his hurt be look d to. 


SCEANSDS FT, 
Euter SEBASTIAN. 


Se B. J am ſorry, madam, I have hurt your uncle: 
But had it been the brother of my blood, 
I muit have done no lefs with wit and ſafety. 
You throw a ſtrange regard on me, by which 
1 do perceive it hath oftended you; 
Pardon me, {weet one, even for the vows 
We made euch other, but fo late ago. [ ſons, 
DuXE, One face, one voice, one habit, and two per- 
A nat'ral perſpective, that is, and is not. 
SEB. Antonio, O my dear Antonio! 
How have the hours rack'd and tor tur'd os 
Since | have loſt thee ? 
Ax r. Sebaſtian are you? 
SeB, Fear'd you that, Antonio! 
Avr. How have you made diviſion of yourſelf 
An apple cleft in two, is not more twin 
Than theſe two creatures. M hich is Sebaſtian? 
OL1. Moſt wonderful! 
Sts, Do | ſtand there? I never had a brother: 
Nor can there be a deity in wy nature 
Of here and every where. I had a ſiſter, 
Whom the blind waves and ſurges have devour'd : 


Of charity, what kin are you to me ? [Tz Viola. 


What countryman? what name? what parentage ? 
Vio. Of Meſſaline; Sebaſtian was my father, 
Such a Scbaſlian was my brother too: 
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So went he ſuited to his wat'ry tomb. 
If ſpirits can aſſume both form and ſuit, 
You come to fright us. 
SEB. A ſpirit | am indeed, 
But am in that dimenſion profly clad, 
Which from the womb I did participate, 
Mere you a woman, as the reſt go even, 
I ſhould my tears let fall upon your cheek, 
And ſay, thrice welcome drowned Viola. 
Vio, My father had a mole upon his brow. 
Sc. And ſo had mine. 
Vio. And dy'd that day when Viola from her birth 
Had number'd thirteen years. 
SEB. O that record is lively in my ſoul, 
He finiſhed indeed his mortal act 
That day that made my ſiſter thirteen years. 
Vio. If nothing lets to make us happy both, 
But this my maſculine uſurp'd attire; 
Do not embrace me, till each cizcumſtance 
Of place, time, fortune, do cohere and jump 
That I am Viola; which to confirm, 
I'll bring you to a captain in this town 
Where lye my maiden weeds ; by whoſe gentle help 
I was pieſerv'd to ſerve this noble Duke. 
All the occurrence of my fortune ſince 
Hath been between this lady and this lord, 
SEB. So comes it, lady, you have been miſtook : 


[To Oli. 


But nature to her bias drew in that, 
You would have been contracted to a maid, 
Nor are you therein, by my life, deceiv'd, 
You are betroth'd both to a maid and man. 
Dux x. Be not amaz'd : right noble is his blood: 
If this be ſo, as yet the glaſs ſeems true, 
L 2 
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I ſhall have ſhare in this molt happy wreck. 
Boy, thou halt ſaid to me a thouſand times [To Vio. 
Thou never ſhould'(t love woman like to me. 
Vio. And all thoſe ſayings will I over-ſwear, 
And all thoſe ſwearings keep as true in ſoul, 
As doth that orbed continent the fire 
That ſevers day from night. 
DuXkE, Give me thy hand, 
And let me ſee thee in thy woman's weeds, 
Vio. The captain that did bring me firſt on ſhore, 
Hath my maid's garments : he upon ſome action 
Is now in durance, at Malvolio's ſuit, 
A gentleman and follower of my lady's. 


OL 1, He ſhall enlarge him: fetch Malvolio hither, 


And yet, alas, now I remember me, 
They ſay, poor gentleman, he's much diſtract. 


SCENE VI. 
Enter the Cliavn with a letter, and FABLAN, 


A molt * extracting frenzy of mine own 
From my remembrance clearly baniſh'd ws, 
How does he, ſirrah? | 
CLo, Truly, madam, he holds Belzebub at the 
ſtaves end as well as a man in his caſe may do: h'as 
here writ a letter to you, I ſhould have given't you 
to day morning. But as a mad-man's epiſtles are no 
goſpels, ſo it ſkills not much when they are deliver'd, 
OL1, Open't and read it. 
CLo. Look then to be well edify'd, when the fool 
delivers the mad-man—By the lord, madam. [ Reads, 
OLI. How now, art mad? 
C10. No, madam, I do but read madneſs : an your 
* exacting, 
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ladyſhip will have it as it ought to be, you muſt al- 
low Vox. 

OL1, Pr'ythee read it 1' thy right wits, 

CLo. So I do, Madona; but to read his right wits, 
is to read thus: therefore perpend, my princeſs and 
give ear. | 

OI. Read it you, ſirrah. [To Fabian, 

Fas. [Reads.] By the lord, madam, you wrong me, 
and the world ſhall know it: though you have put me 
into darkneſs, and given your drunken uncle rule over 


me, yet have I benefit of my ſenſes as well as your lady- 


ſhip. T have your own letter that induced me to the ſem- 
blance I put on; with the which I doubt not but to do 
myſelf much right, or you much ſhame : think of me as you 
pleaſe : I leave my duty a little unthought of, and ſpeak 
out of my injury. 
The madly us'd MaLyorLio, 

OL 1, Did he write this? 

CLo. Ay, madam. 

DuxE. This ſavours not much of diſtraction. 

OL1, See him deliver'd, Fabian, bring him hither. 
My lord, ſo pleaſe you, theſe things further thought on, 
To think me as well a ſiſter, as a wife, 
One day ſhall crown th' alliance on't, ſo pleaſe you; 
Here at my houſe, and at my proper coſt. [fer. 

DuxE. Madam, I am molt apt t' embrace your of- 
Your maſter quits you ; and for your ſervice done him, 
So much againſt the metal of your ſex, [Te Viola, 
So far beneath your ſoft and tender breeding. 
And ſince you call'd me maſter for ſo long, 
Here is my hand, you ſhall from this time be 
Your maſter's miſtreſs, 

OL1, A ſiſter, you are ſhe, 


= — 
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SCG EN E VII. 


Enter MaLvoLio, 


Doux. Is this the mad- man? 
OL1, Ay, my lord, this ſame : how now Malvolio? 
Mar. Madam, you have done me wrong, 
Notorious wrong. 
OL1, Havel, Malvolio? no. 
Mar. Lady, you have; pray you peruſe that letter. 
You muſt not now deny it is your hand. 
Write from it if you can, in hand or phraſe, 
Or ſay 'tis not your ſeal, nor your invention; 
You can ſay none of this. Well, grant it then, 
And tell me in the modeſty of honour, 
Why you have given me ſuch clear lights of favour, 
Bad me come ſmiling, and croſs-garter'd to you, 
To put on yellow ſtockings, and to frown 
Upon Sir Toby, and the lighter people ? 
And acting this in an obedient hope, 


Why have you ſuffer'd me to be impriſon'd, 


Kept in a dark houſe, viſited by the prieſt, 

And made the molt notorious geck or gull 

That e'er invention play'd on? tell me why? 
OL1. Alas, Malvolio, this is not my writing, 

Tho', I confefs, much like the character: 

But, out of queſtion, 'tis Maria's hand. 

And now I do bethink me, it was ſhe 

Firſt told me thou waſt mad; then cam'f1 in ſmiling, 

And in ſuch forms which here were preſuppos'd 

Upon thee in the letter: pr'ythee be content, 

This practice hath moſt ſhrewdly paſt upon thee ; 

But when we know the grounds and authors of it, 

Thou ſhalt be both the plaintiff and the judge 

Of thine own cauſe, 
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Fas, Good madam, hear me ſpeak, 
And let no quarrel nor no brawl] to come 
Taint the condition of this preſent hour, 
Which | have wondred at. In hope it ſhall not, 
Moſt freely I confeſs myſelf and Toby 
Set this device againſt Malvolio here, 


Upon ſome ſtubborn and uncourteous parts 


We had concetv'd againſt him. Maria writ 

The letter, at Sir Toby's great importance, 

In recompence whereof he hath married her, 

How with a ſportful malice it was follow'd, 

May rather pluck on laughter than revenge, 

If that the injuries be juſtly weigh'd, 

That have on both ſides paſt. 
OL 1. Alas, poor fool]! how have they baffled thee? 
CLo. Why ſome are born great, ſome atchieve 

greatneſs, and ſome have greatneſs thrown upon them, 

I was one, fir, in this interlude, one Sir Topas, fir, 

but that's all one: by the lord, fool, I am not mad; 

but do you remember, madam, why laugh you at ſuch 

a barren raſcal? an you ſmile not he's gagg'd: and 

thus the whirl-gigg of time brings in his revenges. 
Mar. I'll be reveng'd on the whole pack of you. 

[ Exit. 

Ori. He hath been moſt notoriouſly abus'd. 
DuxE. Purſue him, and entreat him to a peace: 

He hath not told us of the captain yet; 

When that is known, and golden time convents, 

A ſolemn combination ſhall be made 

Of our dear ſouls. Mean time, ſweet ſiſter, 

We will not part from hence, Ceſario come, 

(For ſo you ſhall be, while you arc a man; ) 

But when in other habits you are ſeen, 

Orſino's miſtreſs, and his fancy's queen. Exeunt. 


CY FS — 


Clown ſings. 
Men that I was and a little tiny boy, 
With hey, ho, the wind and the rain : 
A fooliſh thing was but a toy, 
For the rain it raineth every day, 
But when I came to man's eſtate, 
With hey, ho, &c. 


'Gainſt knaves and thieves men ſhut their gate, 


For the rain, &c. 

But when I came at laſt to auive, 
With hey, ho, &c. 

By fwaggering could I never thrive, 
For the rain, &c. 

But when I came unto my beds, 
With hey, ho, &c. 

With tofi-pots ſtill had drunken heads, 
For the rain, &c. 

A great while ago the world begun, 

. With hey, ho, &c. 

But that's all one, our play is done 
And we'll ſtrive to pleaſe you every day, 


THE E ND. 


[Exit, 


- 
* 
4 
. 
- 
* 
* 
* 
* 
* 
o 
— 
* 
% 
. 
- 
4 
1 
8 
— 
— 
- 
Su BY 
o . 
—_— 
% 
* 
# 
1 
— 
0 
1 
* 
4 q 
. * 


1 


l . 

22 "I * a E N 
n 
e 

W - 


_ 
9 N 
oY 
* 
. 
. 
o 
- 
* 
= 
. 
A . 
— 
95 
* 
\ 
. 
* 
= 
* * 
% 
* 
* 
: - 
$ * - 
_ 
% * 
. 
= * N 
. 
« 
* * f 
Pd ? 
Bs } 
L 4 
: 
. 
> * 
-- 
” 
— * g 
* 
. 
* 
- 
\ * 
4 LEY * 
* 2 
Gs * 1 
| - . 
5 , * 
\ 5 b 7 
. Go . » . N 1 
- : HAR \ 4 
a . 2.9 1 5 Py 
* 
; 7 * gx 6 
- F F . | 
" Wy 
1 + , 
» * 2 
* * ? 3» 
Fs. \ +4 
vx : 9 
. | : oy 
— | 
* 5 WJ 
. - 1 
* by N 
| 4 y J 
* f * L 
. = 
P g F 
* 4" , * f A | 
„ a | 
* % & | 


2 * 
en I g 


ITY Ng b 7 a OY. 2 . 2 f 14 
1 ü . . * * 1 
$4] . I AP — 8 8 x I a : 

; 12 A 


- 
* 
* 
* 
* 
„ 
- . 
* . 
# 
. 
* 
4 "I 0 
&* : 
hs 
1 * 
> 
* 
1 — 
: RT 
CF 
5 a 
* 9 
3 $ 
1 
. 
1 
% 
= 
0 * " 4 
& 
. i 
* * 
wo 
* 
4 * 
— 
2 15 
V 
», 
4 * * 
1 1 * 4 4 
* 2 4 * 7 - 4 7 
1 4 „ * * 
= ( x % 
= . * 
4%, a 
. 
R * 
LA 
„ 
+> 


g 5 £0 
* * * 


* 


Lo 
* 


> 


* 


* 


e Fir 
. 


* 
tha * 
Jug 


: 
S, 
- 


* 
5 i 


* 
7 8 * 
LY, 


4 
No 


Nin 
9 


— 
* F 
A? 


. 
; _ 
£ ; ; 
- 1 b 
9 : 1 | 
- i i 
| — 9 
* P N | 
I 2 2 
* 2 4 & 
po. 
E * 24 
- * * - * 4 
- 0 . 
. ; 7 0 
* — * 4 
2 * 4 Co FA * = 4 © 
[1 „ 4 Wc 1 y - > 
4 * - l . = 
*. a 2 = 2 Y 7 2» . 
= 


SHAKE ESPE AR. 


4 EIGHT VOLUMES. 
ps 


Collated and Corrected by the former Editions, 
BY MRP QP:E. 


PRINTED FROM HIS SECOND EDITION, 


VOLUME m. PART I. 


lg 


GLASGOW: 
PRINTED BY ROBERT AND ANDREW FOULIS 


M.DCC.LXVI, 


VOLUME HI. PART I. 
THE WINTER'S TAL E. 
KING LEAR. 


* 
F 4 
y 4 * 4 
* 
05 ; 
by * * | 
"48 | 
, als 1 
. 4 2 
— Pa 
[1 — 3 


* * 
af 
> mer 
ö 
1 
\ we 
: 2% 
40 © 
3s 7 
bd > 
19 
OE 
- RET 
+ 1 , 
0H 
£& 
, | 
WV 5 
” x 
A 


—_—  — — — 


T HE 


N 


1 


THE AU T. H OR 


Ma. WILLIAM SHAKESPEAR. 


ACCORDING TO 


Mx. POPE's SECOND EDITION, 


G LASCGOQ Ws; 


PRINTED AND SOLD BY R, AND A, FOULIS 
M. DCC. LXV. 


* a —— — 
— — — — — a 


W * "7". 0 
» 
* * + - 4 2 5 
as. * ä 1 3 | T ' 7 a 
: - * a 7 + : . >, 4 ; - 15 
: * 2 ® 2 be, e 
N 7 5 \ * f -- g 7 w_— 
L : 
” * 1 4 


Dramatis Perſonae. 


LE ONT Es, King of Sicilia. 
PoL1XENES, King of Bohemia. 
MamiLLus, young Prince of Sicilia. 
FLOR1ZEL, Prince of Bohemia. 
CAMILLO, 
ANTIGONUS, 
CLEOMINES, 
Dio, 
ARCHIDAMUS, a Bohemian Lord. 

Old Shepherd, reputed father of Perdita. 
Clown, his ſon. 

AuUTOLICUS, a rogue. 


Sicilian Lords, 


HEtRmM1ONE, Queen to Leontes, 
PerDITa, daughter to Leontes and Hermione, 
PAULINA, wife to Antigonus, 
MorsA 

: Shepherdeſles, 
Dorcas, 


Goaler, Shepherds, Shepherdelſes, and attendants, 


SCENE, partly in Sicilia, and partly in Bohemia. 


The Plot taken from the old ſtory- book of Doraſtus 
and Faunia. 


ne, 


ndants, 
hemia. 


Doraſtus 


THE 
WINTER'S TALE 


TT USA NS 
| A Palace. 
Enter CAMILLO, and ARCHIDAMUS, 


ARCHIDAMUS, 
F you ſhall chance, Camillo, to viſit Bohemia, on 
the like occaſion whereon my ſervices are now on 
foot, you ſhall ſee, as I have ſaid, great difference be- 
twixt our Bohemia and your Sicilia, 

Cam, I think, this coming ſummer, the King of 
Sicilia means to pay Bohemia the viſitation which he 
juſtly owes him. 

Arcn, Wherein our entertainment ſhall ſhame us: 
we will be juſtified in our loves; for indeed 

Can, Beſeech you. 

Ax c h. Verily I ſpeak it in the freedom of my know- 
ledge; we cannot with ſuch magnificence—in ſo rare 
— I know not what to ſay — we will give you ſleepy 
drinks, that your ſenſes (unintelligent of our inſuffi- 
cience) may, tho' they cannot praiſe us, as little ac- 
cuſe us. 


Cam. You pay a great deat too dear, for what's 
given freely. 

ARCH. Believe me, I ſpeak as my underſtanding in- 
ſtruts me, and as mine honeſty puts it to utterance. 

Cam. Sicilia cannot ſhew himſelf over-kind to Bo- 
hemia ; they were train'd together in their child- 
hoods; and there rooted betwixt them then ſuch an 
affection, which cannot chuſe but branch now. Since 
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their more mature dignities and royal neceſſities made 
ſeparation of their ſociety ; their incounters, though 
not perſonal, have been royally attornied with enter- 
change of gifts, letters, loving embaſſies, that they 
have ſeem'd to be together, tho? abſent ; ſhook hands, 
as over a vaſt ſea, and embrac'd as it were from the 
ends of oppoled winds. The heav'ns continue their 
loves, 

Ach. I think there is not in the world either ma- 
lice or matter to alter t. You have an unſpeakable 
comfort of your young Prince Mamillus : it is a gen- 


tleman of the greateſt promiſe that ever came into my 


note, 

Cam. I very well agree with you in the hopes of 
him: it is a gallant child, one that, indeed, phyſics 
the ſubject, makes old hearts fieſh : th: y that went 
on crutches ere he was born deſire yet their life to 
ſee him a man. 

ARCH. Would they elſe be content to die? 

Can. Yes, if there were no other excuſe why they 
ſhould deſire to live. 

ARCH, If the King had no ſon, they would deſire 


to live on crutches till he had one. [ Excunt. 


SCENE II. 


Enter LEonTEs, Hermione, MamilLvus, Po- 
LIXENES, and CAMILLO, 


Pos. Nine changes of the watry ſtar hath been 
The ſhepherd's note, ſince we have left our throne 
Without a burthen, time as long again 
Would be fill'd up, my brother, with our thanks, 
And yet we ſhould, for perpetuity, 

Go hence in debt: and therefore, like a cypher, 
Yet ſtanding in rich place, I mültiply 


* 
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With one we thank you, many thouſands more 
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That go be fore it. 
LE o. Stay your thanks a while, 
And pay them when you part, 
Pol. Sir, that's to-morrow : 


3 queſtion'd by my fears of what may chance, 


Or breed upon our abſence, that may blow 
No ſneaping winds at home, to make us ſay, 
This is put forth too truly: befides, I have ſtay d 
Jo tire your royalty. 
Leo. We are tougher, brother, 
Than you can put us to't. 
PoL, No longer ſtay. 
L+o. One ſev'n-night longer. | | 
PoL. Very ſooth, to-morrow. [that 
Leo. We'll part the time between's then: and in 
I'll no gain ſaying. 
PoL. Preſs me not, beſeech you, ſo; 
There is no tongue that moves, none, none 1'th'world 
So ſoon as yours, could win me: ſo it ſhould now 
Were there neceſhty in your requelt, altho 
*T were needful I deny'dit. My affairs 
Do even drag me homeward; which to hinder, 
Were, in your love, a whip to me; my ſtay, 
To you a charge and trouble: to fave both, 


. Farewell, our brother. 


Leo. Tongue-ty'd our Queen? ſpeak you. 
Hx R. I had thought, fir, to've held my peace, until 
You had drawn oaths from him not to ſtay : you, fir, 


Charge him too coldly, Mell him you are ſure 


I | Allin ohemia's well: this ſatis faction 
© The by-gone day proclaim'd ; ſay this to him, 
| He's beat from his beſt ward, 
Leo, Well ſaid, Hermione. 
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Hrs, To tell, he longs to ſee his ſon, were ſtrong; 
But let him ſay ſo then, and let him go; 
But let him ſwear ſo, and he ſhall not ſtay, 
We'll thwack him hence with diſtaffs. 
Yet of your royal preſence, I'll adventure 

[To Polixenes. 

The borrow of a week. When at Bohemia 
You take my lord, I'll give him my commiſſion, 
To let him there a month, behind the geſt 
Prefix'd for's parting : yet, good heed, Leontcs ; 
I love thee not a jar o'th' clock behind 
What lady ſhe her lord. You'll ſtay ? 

POL. No, madam, 

HER. Nay, but you will, 

Por. I may not verily, 

HER. Verily ? 
You put me off with limber yows ; but I, 
Tho' you would ſeek t'unſ phere the ſtars with oaths, 
Should yet ſay, fir, no going: verily 
You ſhall not go; a lady's verily is 
As potent as a lord's, Will you go yet? 
Force me to keep you as a priſoner, 
Not like a gueſt ? ſo you ſhall pay your fees 
When you depart, and ſave your thanks. How ſay you? 
My priſoner ? or my guelt ? by your dread verily, 
One of them you ſhall be, 

Pol. Your gueſt then, madam : 
To be your priſoner, ſhould import offending ; 
Which is for me leſs eaſie to commit, 
Than you to puniſh. 

HEK. Not your goaler then, | 
But your kind hoſteſs ; come, I'll queſtion you 
Of my lord's tricks _ yours, when you were boys: 
You were pretty lordings then? 
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Por. We were, fair Queen, 
Two lads, that thought there was no more behind, 
But ſuch a day to-morrow as to day, 
And to be boy eternal. 

Her. Was rot my lord 


The verier wag o'th' two? [ſun, 


Pol. We were as twinn'd lambs, that did frifk i'th” 
And bleat the one at th'other : what we chang'd, 
Was innocence for innocence; we knew not 
The doctrine of ill- doing, no nor dream'd 
That any did: bad we purſu'd that life, 

And our weak ſpirits ne'er been higher rear'd 
With ſtronger blood, we ſhould have anfwer'd heaven 


Boldly, net guilty ; th'impoſition clear'd, 
Hereditary ours, 


Hk. By this we gather 
You have tript ſince. 
PoL. O my molt ſacred lady, 
Temprations have ſince then been born to's ; for 
In thoſe unfledg'd days was my wife a girl; 


Vour precious ſelf had then not croſs'd the eyes 


Of my young play fellow. 

Ht&, Grace to boot: 
Of this make no concluſion, le? you ſay 
Your Queen and 1 are devils Yet go on, 
Th' offences we have made you do, we'll anſwer, 
If you firſt ſinn'd with us, and that with us 
You did continue fault; and that you {lpt not 
Vith any but with us, 
! Luo. Is he won yet? 
4 Hts, He'll ſtay, my lord. 
\ Lxo. At my requeſt he would not: 
Hermione, my dearelt, thou ne'er Ipoł ſt 
To better purpoſe, 


Vor. III. B 
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HER. Never? 

LEO. Never, but once. | [ before ? 

HER. What? have I twice ſaid well? when was't 
I pr'ythee tell me; cram's with praiſe, and make's 
As fat as tame things: one good deed, dying tongueleſs, 
Slaughters a thouſand, waiting upon that. 
Our praiſes are our wages. You may ride's 


. With one ſoft kiſs a thouſand furlongs, ere 


W. ith ſpur we heat an acre. But to th' goal: 
My lait good deed was to intreat his ſtay; 
What was my firſt? it has an elder lifter, 
Or I miſtake you: O, would her name were Grace, 
Put once before I ſpake to th* purpoſe ? When? 
Nay, let me have't; I long. 
Lo. Why, that was when 
Three c abbed months had ſowr'd themſelves to death, 
Ire l could make thee open thy white hand, 
And ciepe thyfelf my love; then didſt thou utter, 
I am yours for ever, | 
Hax. Lis grace indeed. 


Why lo you now; I've ſpoke to th' purpoſe twice; | 


The one for ever earn'd a royal huſband ; 

Jh'other, for ſome while a friend. | 
LEO. Too hot, too hot 

To mingle friendfhip far, is mingling bloods. 

1 have remor cordis on me—my heart dances, 

But not for joy - not joy—this entertainment 

May a free face put on; derives a liberty 

From heartineſs, from bounty, fertile boſom, 

And well becomes the Apent ? 't may, I grant; 

But to be padling palms, and pinching fingers, 

As now they are, and making practis'd ſmiles 

As in a looking glaſs—and then to ſigh, as 'twere 

The mort 0'th' deer: oh, that is entertainment 


[ Alade. 


ace. 
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My boſom likes not, nor my brows Mamillus, 
Art thou my boy? 

Mam. Ay, my good lord. 

LEoN, I' fecks! Tnoſe? 


Why that's my bawcock ; what ? has't ſmutch d thy 


They ſay it is a copy out of mine. Come, captain, 
We mult be neat; nor neat, but cleanly, captain; 
And yet the ſteer, the heiter, and the calf, 
Are all call'd neat. Still virginaliing 
| [Db/erving Polixenes and Hermione, 
Upon his palm how now, you wanton calf ! 
An, Hou my calf? 

Mau. Yes, if you will, my lord. 

Leo. Thou want'ſt a rough paſh, and the ſhoots 

that | have, 


To be full like me. Yet they ſay we are 


Almolt as like as eggs; women lay ſo, 

That will ſay any thing; but were they falſe, 

As o'er-dy'd blacks, as winds, as waters; falſe 
As dice are to be wiſh'd, by one that fixes 

No bourne twixt his and mine; yet were it true, 
To ſay this boy were like me. Come, ſir page, 
Look on me with your welking eye, ſweet villain. 
Moſt dear'ſt, my collop — can thy dam? may 't be 
Imagination! thou doſt ſtab to th' center. 

Thou doſt make poſſible things not be ſo held, 
Communicat'ſt with dreams tow can this be 
With what's unreal? thou coactive art, 

And fellow'ſt nothing. Then 'tis very credent. 


Thou may'(t co-join with ſomething, and thou doſt, 


And that beyond commiſſion, and I find it, 
And that to the infection of my brains, 
Ard hardning of my brows, 

Por. What means Sicilia ? 

; B 2 
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He a. He ſomething ſeems unſettled, 
POL. How? my lord? [ther ? 
Leo. What cheer ? how is it with you, my belt bro- 
He Rx. You look as if you held a brow of much diſ- 
traction. 
Are you mov'd, my lord? 
LEO. No, in good earneſt, 
How ſometimes nature will betray its folly ! 
Its tenderneſs! and make itſelf a paſtime 
To harder boſoms ! Looking on the lines 
Of my boy's face, methoughts I did recoil 
Twenty three years, and ſaw myſelf unbreech'd, 
In my green velvet coat ; my dagger muzzled, 
Leſt it thould bite its maſter, and ſo prove, 
As ornaments oft do, too dangerous; 
How like, methought, I then was to this kernel, 
This ſquaſh, this gentleman, Mine honeſt friend, 
Will you take eggs for moncy ? | 
Mam, No, my lord, I'll fight, [ther, 
LEO. You will! why happy man be's dole. My bro- 
Are you ſo fond of your young prince, as we 
Do ſeem to be of ours ? 
« Por. If at home, ſir, 
© He's all my exerciſe, my mirth, my matter; 
Now my {ſworn friend, and then mine enemy; 
My paraſite, my ſoldier, ſtates- man, all; 
© He makes a July's day ſhort as December, 
* And with his varying childiſhneſs, cures in me 
* Thoughts that ſhould thick my blood. 
Leo. So ſtands this Squire 
Offic'd with me: we two will walk, my lord, 
And leave you to your graver ſteps. Hermione, 
How thou lov'ſt us, ſhew in our brother's welcome: 
Let what is dear in Sicily be cheap : : 


<< A by „ 
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0 
Next to thyſelf, and my young rover, he's 
ther? : Apparent to my heart, 
 bro- HA. If you would ſeek us, 
h diſ- We are yours i th' garden: ſhall's attend you there? 
LI xo. To your ov bents diſpoſe you; you'll be found, 
Be you beneath the ſky: I am angling now, 
© Tho! you perceive me not how l give line, 
: Coto, go to. [ A/ide, ol ſerving Her. 
Ho ſhe holds up the neb ! the bill to him! 
And arms her with the boldneſs of a wife 
[ Exe. Polix. Her, and attendants. Manent Leo, 
A ; Mam. and Cam. 
To her allowing huſband, Gone already! 
Inch thick, knee deep; o'er head and ears a fork'd one, 
G0 play, boy, play thy mother plays, and I 
Play too; but ſo diſgrac'd a part, whoſe iſſue 


d, Will hiſs me to my grave: contempt and clamour 
Will be my knel. Go play, boy, play there 
ther, have been, 


y bro- Or Iam much deceiv'd, cuckolds ere now; 
And many a man there is, even at this preſent, 
j Now while 1 ſpeak this, holds his wife by th'arm, 
3 That little thinks ſhe has been ſluic'd in's abſence, 
And his pond ſiſh'd by his next neighbour, by 
b, Sir Smile, his neighbour: nay there's comfort in't, 
| [ Whiles other men have gates, and thoſe gates open'd, 
As mine, againſt their will. Should all deſpair 
That have revolted wives, the tenth of mankind 
> Would hang themſelves. Phyſic for't there is none: 
It is a bawdy planet, that will ſtrike 
q Where 'tis predominant; and 'tis powerful: think it, 
From eaſt, welt, north and ſouth, be it coacluded, 


ome: | No barricado for a belly. Know' t, 
It will let in and out the enemy, 


—— — —ü64— — —-—v — 
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Wich big and baggage : many a thouſand of's 


Hare the diſeaſc, and feel't not. How now, boy? 
Mam. 1am like you, they ſay. 
FO. \\ hy that's fume comfort. 
What? Camille ttiere ? 
Cam, Ay. my good lord, 
LEO. Co play, Mainllus thou'rt an honeſt 
man. [ Ex, Mamil. 


SCENE III. 


Camillo, this great ſir will yet ſtay longer. 

Cam. You had much ado to make his anchor hold; 
When you caſt out, it (till came home, 

Lr o. Didſt note it? 

Cam. He would not ſtay at your petitions made; 
His buſineſs more material. 

LE o, Didſt perceive it? 
They're here with me already; whiſp'ring, rounding: 
Sicilia is a ſo-forth; 'tis far gone, 
When 1 ſhall guſt it laſt, How cam't, Camillo, 
That he did (tay ? 

Cam. At the good Queen's entreaty. 

LO. At the Queen's be't; good ſhould be pertinent; 
But ſo it is, it is not. Was this taken 
By any underſtanding pate but thine? 
For thy conceit is ſoaking, will draw in 
More than the common blocks; not noted, is't, 
But of the ſiner natures? by ſome ſeverals 
Of head - piece extraordinary; lower meſſes 
Perchance are to this buſineſs purblind? ſay. 

Can. Buſineſs, my lord? 1 think molt underſtand 
Bohemia ſtays here longer. 

LEO. Ha? 

Can, Stays here longer, 


\eſt 


nil. 


ent; 
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Leo. Ay, but why ? 

Cam. To ſati fie your highneſs, and th' entreaties 
Of our molt gracious mittrels, 

Leo Sa'islie ? 
Th' entr-aties of your miſtreſs ? ſ. tisſie —— 
Let that ſufüce I've truſted thee, Camillo, 
With all the things neareſt my heart, as well 
My chamber councels, wherein, prieſt like, thou 
Has cleans'd my boſom : I from thee departed 
Thy penitent rofoim'd; but we have been 
Decciv'd in thy integrity, deceiv'd 
In that which ſeems ſo. 

Can. Be it forbid, my lord. 

LEO. To bide upon't; thou art not honeſt; or, 
If thou inclin'it that way. thou art « coward, 
W hich hoxes honelty behind, reſtraining 
From courſe requir'd ; or elſe chou mult be counted 
A ſervant grafted in my fſcrious truſt, 
And therein negligent ; or elſe a fool, 
That ſceſt a game pliy'd home, the rich ſtake drawn, 
And tak'ſt it all for jeſt, 

Cam. My gracious lord, 
I may be negligent, fooliſh and fearfal 
In every one of theſe no man is free, 
But that his negligence, his folly, fear, 
Amongſt the infinite doings of the world, 
Sometime puts forth in your affairs, my lord. 
If ever | were wilful negligent, 
It was my folly; if induſtriouſly 
I play'd the fool, it was my negligence, 
Not weighing well the end; if ever fearful 
To do a thing. where | the ifſue doubted, 
Whereof the execution did cry out 
Againſt the nog-perfoi mance, 'twas a fear 
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Which oft infects the wiſeſt: theſe, my lord, 
Are ſuch allow'd infirmities that honeſty 

Is never fre2 of, But beſeech your grace 

Be plainer with me, let me know my treſpaſs 
By its own viſage ; if I then deny it, 


*Tis none of mine. 


LEO. Ha'not you ſeen, Camillo ? 
(But that's paſt doubt; you have, or your eye-glaſs 
Is thicker than a cuckold' s horn) or heard? 
(For to a viſion ſo apparent, rumour 
Cannot be mute) or thought (for cogitation 
Reſides not in that man that do's not think) 
My wife is ſlippery ? if thou wilt, confeſs, 
Or elſe be impudently negative, 
To have nor eyes, nor ears, nor thought, then ſay 
My wife's a hobby-horſe, deſerves a name 
As rank as any flax-wench, that puts to 
Before her troth-plight : ſay't and jultify't, 

Cam, I would not be a ſtander- by, to hear 
My ſovereign miſtreſs clouded ſo, without 
My preſent vengeance taken; ſhrew my heart, 
You never ſpoke what did become you leſs 
Than this, which to reiterate, were fin 
As deep as that, though true, 

Leo. Is whiſpering nothing ? 
Is leaning cheek to cheek ? is meeting noſes ? 
Kiſling with inſide lip? ſtopping the career 
Of laughter with a ſigh ? a note infallible 
Of breaking honeſty : horſing foot on foot? 
Skalking in corners? wilhing clocks more ſwift? 
Hours minutes? the noon midnight? and all eyes 
Blind with the pin and web, but theirs ; theirs only, 
That would unſeen be wicked? is this nothing? 
Why chen the world, and all that's in't, is nothing ; 
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The covering ſky is nothing, Bohemia nothing, 
My wife is nothing, nor nothing have theſe nothings, 
If this be nothing. 
Cau. Good my lord, be cur'd 
Of this diſeas'd opinion, and betimes, 
For 'tis moſt dangerous, 

LE o. Say it be, tis true. 

CAM. No, no, my lord. 

LE o. It is; you lie, you lie: 
I ſay thou lieſt, Camillo, and 1 hate thee, 
Pronounce thee a groſs lowt, a mindlcls ſluve, 
Or elſe a hovering tempo1izer, that 
Canſt with thine eyes at once ſee good and evil, 
Inclining to them both : were my wite's liver 
Infected, as her life, ſhe would not live 
The running of one glaſs. 

Cam, Who do's infe& her? 

Lro. Why he that wears her like her medal, hang- 

ing 

About his neck, Bohemia: who. if 
Had ſervants true about me, that bear eyes 
To ſee alike mine honour, as their profits, 
Their own particular thritts, they would do that 
Which ſhould undo more doing: I, and thou 
His cup-bearer, whom I from meaner form 
Have bench'd, and rear'd to worſhip. who may ſt ſee 
Plainly, as heav'n ſees earth, and earth ſes heav'n, 
How I am gall'd, thou might'lt be-{pice a cup, 
To give mine enemy a laſting wink, 


Which draught to me were cordial. 


© 


i Cam. Sir, my lord, 


Fcould do this, and that with no raſh potion, 
But with a liogriog dram, that ſhould not work, 
Maliciouſly, like poiſon : but I cannot 

Vor. III. 6 


4 
py 
2 


2 


18 THE WINTER'S TAL E. I. 7. 


Believe this crack to be in my dread miſtreſs, 
So ſoveraignly being honourable, 
I have lov'd thee. 

Lo. Make that thy queſtion, and go rot: 
Do'it think I am ſo muddy, ſo unſettled, 
To appoint myſelf in this vexation ? 
Sully the purity and whiteneſs of my ſheets, 


Which to preſerve, is ſleep; which being ſpotted, 


Is goads, thorns, nettles, tails of waſps : 
Give ſcandal to the blood o'th'prince, my ſon, 
Who I do think is mine, and love as mine, 
Without ripe moving to't? would ] do this ? 
Could man ſo blench ? 

Cam. I muſt believe you, ſir, 
1 do, and will fetch off Bohemia for't: 
Provided that when he's remov'd, your highneſs 
Will take again your Queen, as yours at firſt, 
Even for your ſon's ſake, and thereby for ſealing 
The injury of tongues, in courts and kingdoms 
Known and ally'd to yours, 

Leo. Thou doſt adviſe me, 
Even ſo as I mine own courſe have ſet down: 
I'll give no blemiſh to her honour, none. 

Can. My lord, 
Go then; and with a countenance as clear 


As friendſhip wears at feaſts, keep with Bohemia, 


And with your Queen: I am his cup bearer, 
If from me he have wholeſome beveridge, 
Account me not your ſervant, 

LO. This is all. 
Do't, and thou haſt the one half of my heart 
Do't not, thou ſplit'ſt thine own. 

CAM. I'll do't, my lord, 


Leo. I will ſeem friendly, as thou haſt advis'd me. 
(Exit, 
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Cam, O miſerable lady! but for me, 
What caſe ſtand I in? I muſt be the poiſoner 
Of good Polixenes, and my ground to do't 
Is the obedience to a maſter, one, 

Who in rebellion with himſelf, will have 
All that are his, ſo too. To do this deed 
Promotion follows, If I could find example 
Of thouſands that have ſtruck anointed Kings, 
And flouriſh'd after, I'd not do't : but ſince 
Nor braſs, nor (tone, nor parchment bears not one, 
Let villany itſelf forſwear't. I muſt 
Forſake the court; to do't, or no, 1s certain 
To me a break-neck. Happy (tar, reign now. 
Here comes Bohemia. 


SCENE TV; 
Enter POLIXENES, 


Por, This is ſtrange ! methinks 
My favour here begins to warp. Not ſpeak ? 
Good day, Camillo. 
Cam, Hail, moſt royal Sir, 
Por, What is the news i'th' court? 
| Can, None rare, my lord. 
Pol. The King hath on him ſuch a countenance, 
a, As he had loſt ſome province, and a region 
Lov'd, as he loves himſelf: even now I met him 
With cuſtomary compliment, when he 
Wafting his eyes to th' contrary, and falling 
A lip of much contempt, ſpeeds from me, and 
d leaves me to conſider what is breeding, 
at Changes thus his manners, 
Cam, I dare not know, my lord. [dare not? 
d me. Por. How, dare not? do not? do you know, and 
(Exit, 3 C 2 
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Be intelligent to me, 'tis thereabouts : 
For to yourſelf, what you do know, you muſt, 
And cannot ſay, you dare not. Good Camillo, 
Your chang'd complexions are to me a mirror, 
Which ſhews me mine chang'd too; for I mult be 
A party in this alteration, finding 
Mylſelt thus alter'd with it, 

Cam, There is a ſickneſs 
Which puts ſome of us in diſtemper ; but 
I cannot name the diſeaſe, and it is caught 
Of you that yet are well. 

Port. How caught of me? 
Make me not ſighted like the baſiliſſc. 


I've look'd on thouſands, who have ſped the better 


By my regard, but kill'd none ſo: Camillo, 
As you are certainly a gentleman, 

Clerk-like experienc'd, which no leſs adorns 
Our gentry, than our parents noble names, 

In whoſe ſucceſs we are gentle: I befecch you, 


if you know ought which does behove my knowledge 


Therecf to be inform'd, impriſon't not 
In ignorant concealment. 
Cam. I may not anſwer, 
Por. A ſickneſs caught of me, and yet I well? 
I mult be anſwer' d. Doſt thou hear, Camillo, 
1 conjure thee by all the parts of man, 


Wach honour does acknowledge, whereof the leaſt 


Is not his ſuit of mine, that thou declare 
What iucidency thou doſt gueſs of harm 
Is creeping towards me ; how far oft, how near, 
Which way to be prevented, if to be; 
If not, how beſt to bear it. 

Cam, Sir, I'll tell you, ; 
Since I am charg d in honour, and by him 
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That I think honourable; therefore mark my counſel, 
Which mult be ev'n as ſwiftly follow'd as 
I mean to utter it; or both yourſelf and me 
Cry loſt, and ſo good night. 

Pol. On, good Camillo. 

Cam. I am appointed to murder you. 

PoL. By whom, Camillo? 

Cam, By the King, 

POL. For what? 

Cam, He thinks, nay with all confidence he ſwears, 
As he had ſeen't, or been an inſtrument 
To vice you to't, that you have toucht his Queen 
Forbiddenly, 

POL. Oh then, my beſt blood turn 
To an infected jelly, and my name 
Be yoak'd with his that did betray the beſt : 
Turn then my freſheſt reputation to 
A ſavour that may ſtrike the dulleſt noſtril 
Where I arrive; and my approach be ſhunn'd, 
Nay hated too, worſe than the great'ſt infection 
That e'er was heard, or read. 

Cam, Swear his thought over 
By each particular (tar in heav'n, and 
By all their influences; you may as well 
Forbid the ſea lor to obey the moon, 


As or by oath remove, or counſel ſhake 


The fabric of his folly, whoſe foundation 


Is pil'd upon his faith, and will continue 
The ſtanding of his body. 


Pol. How ſhould this grow? 
Can, I know not; but I'm ſure 'tis ſafer to 


Avoid what's grown, than queſtion how 'tis born. 


If therefore you dare truſt my honeſty, 


That lies incloſed in this trunk, which you 
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Shall bear along impawn'd, away to-night; 

Your followers I will whiſper to the buſineſs, 

And will by twoes, and threes, at ſeveral poſterns, 
Clear them o'th* city. For myſelf, Ill put 

My fortunes to your ſervice, which are here 

By this diſcovery loſt. Be not uncertain, 

For by the honour of my parents, I 


Have utter'd truth; which if you ſeek to prove, n 
I dare not ſtand by; nor ſhall you be ſafer 
Than one condemned by the King's own mouth : Sh 


Thereon his execution ſworn, 
Por, I do believe thee : 
I ſaw his heart in's face, Give me thy hand ; 
Be pilot to me, and thy places ſhall I v 
Still neighbour mine. My ſhips are ready, and 
My people did expect my hence departure 


Two days ago. This jealouſie 10 
Is for a precious creature; as ſhe's rare, Be 
Muſt it be great; and, as his perſon's mighty, Te 
Muſt it be violent; and, as he does conceive _ Or 


He is diſhonour'd by a man which ever 

Profeſs'd to him, why his revenges muſt 

In that be made more bitter. Fear o'er-ſhades me: W 

Good expedition be my friend, and comfort 

The gracious Queen, part of his theme; but nothing 

Of his 11]-ta'en ſuſpicion. Come, Camillo, Th 

I will reſpect thee as a father, if | 

Thou bear'ſt my life off hence. Let us avoid. 
Can, It is in mine authority to commaud 

The keys of all the poſterns: pleaſe your highneſs ” 

To take the urgent hour. Come, ſir, away, [ Exeurt. 85 


le: 


thing 


meſs 
Exeunt. 
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. . 
The Scene continues. 


Enter Hermione, MAmiLLusS, and Ladies, 


HERMIONE, 
AKE the boy to you; he ſo troubles me, 
'Tis paſt enduring. 


I Lap. Come, my gracious lord, 
Shall 1 be your play fellow? 
Mam. No, I'll none of you. 
1 Lady, Why, my ſweet lord? 
Mam, You'll kiſs me hard, and ſpeak to me as if 
I were a baby (till; I love you better. 
2 Lady. And why ſo, my lord? 
Mam, Not for becauſe 
Your brows are blacker; yet black brows, they ſay, 
Become ſome women belt, ſo that there be not 
Too much hair there, but in a ſemicircle, 
Or a half-moon made with a pen, 
2 Lady, Who taught you this? 
Mam. I learn'd it out of women's faces: pray now, 
What colour be your eye-brows ? 
I LADY. Blue, my lord. 
Mau. Nay, that's a mock: I've ſeen a lady's noſe 
That has been blue, but not her eye-brows. 
I Lady, Hark ye, 
The queen, your mother, rounds apace : we ſhall 
Preſcat our ſervices to a fine new prince 
One of theſe days, and then you'll wanton with us, 
e would have you. 
*2 Lavy, She is ſpread of late 
Into a goodly bulk, good time encounter her, 
Her, What wiſdom ſtirs amongſt you? come,lir,now 
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I am for you again, Pray you fit by us, 

And tell's a tale, 

Mam, Merry, or ſad, ſhall't be ? 
HER. As merry as you will. 
Mau. A ſad tale's beſt for winter. 

I have one of ſprights and goblins. 
HER. Let's have that, good fir, 

Come on, fit down. Come on, and do your beſt, 

To fright me with your ſprights : you're powerful at it, 
Mam, There was a man 
HR. Nay, come fit down; then on. 

Mam. Dwelt by a church-yard : I will tell it ſoftly: 

Yond crickets ſhall not hear it. 

HER. Come on then, and pive't me in mine ear. 


SCENE II. 


Enter LEonTES, ANT1IGONUS, and Lords. 
Lo. Was he met there? his train? Camillo with him? 


LoxD, Behind the tuft of pines I met them; never 


Saw I men ſcowr ſo on their way: I ey'd them 
Even to their ſhips, 

Leo. How bleſt am 
In my juſt cenſure! in my true opinion ! 
Alack, for leſſer knowledge, how accurs'd 
In being ſo bleſt! there may be in the cup 
A ſpider ſteep'd, and one may drink; depart, 
And yet partake no venom ; for his knowledge 
Is not infected: but if one preſent 
Th' abhorr'd ingredient to his eye, make known 
How he hath drunk, he cracks his gorge, his ſides 
With violent hefts. I have drunk, and ſeen the ſpider. 
Camillo was his help in this, his pandar : 
There is a plot againſt my life, my crown; 
All's true that is miſtruſted: that falſe villain, 


A 
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Whom l employ'd, was pre- employ'd by him: 


" He hath diſcover'd my deſign, and | 


Remain a pinch'd thing ; yea, a very trick 
For them to play at will : how came the poſterns 
80 ealily open? 
Lok p. By his great authority, 
Which often hath no leſs preyail'd than ſo 
On your command, | 
Leo. I know't too well, 
Give me the boy, I'm glad you did not nurſe him: 


Though he does bear ſome ſigns of me, yet you 


Have too much blood in him. 

Her, What is this ? ſport ? [her, 
Lx o. Bear the boy hence, he ſhall not come about 
Away with him, and let her ſport herſelf 
With that ſhe's big with: 'tis Polixenes 


Has made thee ſwell thus. 


HR. But I'd ſay he had not; 
And I'll be ſworn you would believe my ſaying, 


_ Howe'er you lean to th' nay ward. | 


Leo. You, my lords, 
Look on her, mark her well ; be but about 
To ſay ſhe is a goodly lady, and 
The juſtice of your hearts will thereto add, 
"Tis pity ſhe's not honeſt : honourable : 
Praiſe her but for this her without-door form, 
Which on my faith deſerves high ſpeech, and ſtraight 
The ſhrug, the hum, or ha, theſe petty-brands 
That calumny doth uſe: oh 1 am out, 
That mercy do's, for calumny will ſear 
tue itſelf, Theſe ſhrugs, theſe hums, and ha's 


_ Wen you have ſaid ſhe's goodly, come between 


Ere you can ſay ſhe's honeſt : but be't known, 


From him that has moſt cauſe to grieve it ſhould be, 
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She's an adultreſs. 


Her, Should a villain ſay ſo, 4 
The molt replen:ſh'd villain in the world, C 
He were as much more villain : you, my lord, pe 
Do but miſtake, T 

Leo. You have miſtook, my lady, v 

Polixenes for Leontes. O thou thing, V 
Which I'll not call a creature of thy place, 85 
Leſt barbariſm, making me the precedent, T 
Should a like language uſe to all degrees, | 
And mannerly diitinguiſhment leave out 
Betwixt the prince and beggar. | have ſaid M 
She's an adultreſs, I have ſaid with whom: M 
More ; ſhe's a traitor, and Camillo is T 
A federary with her, and one that knows H. 
What ſhe ſhould ſhame to know herſelf, A: 
But witn her molt vile principal; that ſhe's Is 
A bed-ſwerver, even as bad as thoie Ir 
That vulgar give bold'ſt wutles; ay, and privy I: 
Jo this their late eſcape. 1 

HER. No, by my life, j 
Privy to none of this : how will this grieve you, ; 
When you ſhall come to clearer knowledge, that Pr 
You thus have publiſh'd me? gentle my lord, 1. 
You ſcarce can right me throughly then, to ſay 4 


You did miſtake. 

LEO. No, if I miſtake 
In theſe foundations which I build upon, 
The center 1s not big enough to bear 
A ſchool-boy's top, Away with her to priſon ; 
He who ſhall ſpeak for her, is far off guilty 
But that he ſpeaks. 

Her, There's ſome ill planet reigns ; 
I mult be patient, till the heavens look = 


* 
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With an aſpect more favourable. Good my lords, 
I am not prone to weeping, as our ſex 
Commonly are, the want of which vain dew 
Perchance ſhall dry your pities; but I have 


27 


That honourable grief lodg'd here, which burns 


W orſe than tears drown : *beſeech you all, my lords, 


With thoughts ſo qualified as your charities 


Shall beſt inſtru& you, meaſure me; and ſo 

The King's will be perform'd. 

Lo. Shall I be heard? [highneſs 
Her. Who is't that goes with me? 'beſeech your 

My women may be with me, for you ſee 

My plight requires it, Do not weep, good fools, 

There is no cauſe ; when you ſhall know your miſtreſs 

Has deſerv'd oriſon, then abound in tears, 

As I come out; this action, I now go on, 

Is for my better grace. Adieu, my lord, 

Inever wiſh'd to ſee you ſorry ; now 

I truſt I ſhall. My women come, you've leave. 

LI o. Go, do our bidding; hence. 


| g Lox p. Beſeech your highneſs call the Queen again. 


Ax. Be certain what you do, fir, leſt your juſtice 
Prove violenee, in the which three great ones ſuffer, 
Yourſelf, your Queen, your ſon, 


LoD. For her, my lord, 


: dare my life lay down, and will do't, fir, 


| Pleaſe you tVaccepr it, that the Queen is ſpotleſs 
1 th' eyes of heav'n, and to you, I mean 
In this which you accuſe her. 


ANT, If it prove 


he's otherwiſe, I'll keep my ſtables where 

lodge my wife, I'll go in couples with her: 

Than when I feel, and ſee her, no further truſt her; 
For every inch of woman in the world, 


D 2 
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Ay, every dram of woman's fleſh is falſe, 
If ſhe be. 

LEO. Hold your peaces. 

Log b. Good my lord, 

ANT. It is for you we ſpeak, not for ourſelves: 
You are abuſed by ſome putter- on, 

That will be damn'd for't; would I knew the villain, 
I would land-damn him : be ſhe honour-flaw'd, 
I have three daughters; the eldeſt is eleven; 
The ſecond, and the third, nine; and ſons five ; 
If this prove true, they'll pay for't. By mine honour 
I'll geld 'em all: fourteen they ſhall not ſee 
To bring falſe generations: they are co-heirs, 
And I had rather glib myſelf, than they 
Should not produce fair iſſue. 
LEO. Ceaſe, no more: 
You ſmell this bulineſs with a ſenſe as cold 
As is a dead man's noſe; I ſee't and feel't, 
As you feel doing thus; and ſee withal 
The inſtruments that feel, 
ANT. If it be ſo, 
We need no grave to bury honeſty, 
There's not a grain of it, the face to ſweeten 
Of the whole dungy earth. 

Leo. What? lack I credit ? 

Los p. I had rather you did lack than I, my lord, 
Upon this ground; and more it would content me 
To have your honour true, than your ſuſpicion 
Be blam d for't how you might. 

Leo, Why what need we 
Commune with you for this ? but rather follow 
Our forceful inſtigation ? our prerogative 
Calls not your counſels, but our natoral goodneſs 
Imparts this; which, if you, or ſtupiſied, 
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Or ſeemiog ſo, in ſkill, cannot, or will not 
Reliſh a truth like us : inform yourſelves, 
We need no more of your advice; the matter, 


The loſs, the gain, the ord'ring on't 


Is properly all ours. 

Ar. And I wiſh, my liege, 
You had only in your ſilent judgment try'd it, 
Without more overture. 

Leo, How could that be? 

Either thou art moſt ignorant by age, 
Or thou wert born a fool. Camillo's flight 
Added to their familiarity, 

(Which was as groſs as ever touch'd conjecture, 
That lack'd ſight only, nought for approbation 
But only ſeeing, all other circumſtances 

Made up to th' deed) doth puſh on this proceeding z 
Yet for a greater confirmation, 

(For in an act of this importance, twere 

Molt pitious to be wild) I have diſpatch'd in poſt, 
To ſacred Delphos, to Apollo's temple, 
Cleomines and Dion, whom you know 

Of ſtuff d ſufficiency: now, from the oracle 
They will bring all, whoſe ſpiritual counſel had, 
Shall ſtop or ſpur me. Have I done well? 

| Logp, Well done, my lord. 

Lx o. Tho' I am ſatisfy'd, and need no more 
Than what I know ; yet ſhall the oracle 

Give reſt to th ads of others; ſuch as he, 
Whoſe i ignorant credulity will not 


Come up to th' truth, So we have thought it ad 


From our free perſon, ſhe ſhould be contin'd, 
Leſt that the treachery of the two, fled hence, 


Be left her to perform. Come, follow us, 


| We are to ſpeak in public; for this buſineſs. 
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Will raiſe us all. 
AxNr. To laughter, as I take it, 
If the good truth were known. [ Exeurt, 


SCENE III. 
A Priſon, 
Enter PauTlix A and a Gentleman. 
PauL. The keeper of the priſon, call to him: 
[ Exit Gent, 
Let him have knowledge whom I am. Good lady, 
No court in Europe is too good for thee 
What doſt thou then in piifon ? now, good fir, 
You know mc, do you not ? 
[ Re-enter Gentleman with the Goaler. 
Goa. For a worthy lady, 
And one whom much | honour, 
Pav. Pray you then 
Conduct me to the Queen. 
Goa. I may not, madam, 
To the contrary | have expreſs commandment. 
PavuL, Here's a-do to lock up honeſty and honour 
from | 
Th' acceſs of gentle viſitors ! Is't lawful pray you 
To ſee her women? any of them? Emilia? 
Goa. So pleaſe you, madam, 
To put a-part theſe your attendants, I 
Shall bring Emilia forth, 
Pau. Ipray you now call her: 
Withdraw yourſelves. 
Goa. And, madam, 
I mult be preſent at your conference, 
Pau. Well; be it ſo pr'ythee. 
Enter EMILIA. 
Here's ſuch a- do to make no ſtain a ſtain, 
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As paſſes colouring. Dear gentlewoman, 
How fares our gracious lady ? 

Eu. As well as one ſo great and ſo forlorn 
May hold together; on her trights and griets, 
W hich never tender lady hath born greater, 
She is, ſomething before her time, deliver'd. 

Pau. A boy? 
EMIL. A daughter, and a goodly babe, 


Luſty, and like to live: the Queen receives 


Much comfort in't. Says, my poor priſoner, 
I'm innocent as you. 

Pau. I dare be ſworn: [them, 
Theſe dangerous, unſafe lunes 1 th* King! beſhrew 


He muſt be told of it, and ſhall ; the office 


Becomes a woman beſt, I'll take't upon me. 

If 1 prove honey-mouth'd, let my tongue bliſter ; 
And never to my red-look'd anger be 

The trumpet any more. Pray you Emilia, 
Commend my beſt obedience to the Queen, 

If the dares truſt me with her little babe, 

Fll hew't the King, and undertake to be 

Her advocate to th' loud'ſt. We do not know 
How he may ſoften at the ſight o'th' child: 

The ſilence often of pure innocence 

Perſuades, when ſpeaking fails, 

- Emir, Moſt worthy madam, 

Your honour and your goodneſs is ſo evident, 
That your free undertaking cannot miſs 

A thriving iſſue : there is no lady living 

$0 meet for this great errand, Pleaſe your ladyſhip 
To viſit the next room, I'll preſently 

Acquaint the Queen of your moſt noble offer, 

ho but to-day hammer'd of this deſign, 


gut durſt not tempt a miniſter of honour, 
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Leſt ſhe ſhould be deny'd. 
Pau. Tell her, Emilia, 
I'll uſe that tongue I have; if wit flow from't 
As boldneſs from my boſom, let't not be doubted 
I ſhall do good. 
Em1L, Now be you bleſt for it: 
I'll to the Queen: pleaſe you come ſomething nearer, 
Goa. Madam, if it pleaſe the Queen to ſend the babe, 
I know not what I ſhall incur to paſs it, 
Having no warrant, 
Pav. You need not fear it, fir; 
The child was priſoner to the womb, and ts 
By law and proceſs of great nature thence 
Free'd and enfranchis'd, not a party to 
The anger of the King, nor guilty. of, 
If any be, the treſpaſs of the Queen. 
Goa, I do believe it. 


Pau. Do not you fear; upon mine honour, I 
Will ſtand *twixt you and danger. [Exeunt, 
SCENE iv. 

The Palace. 
Enter LERONTES, AnNT1GoONUS, Lords and other at- 
tendants. 


Leo, Nor night, nor day, no reſt ; it is but weakneſs 
To bear the matter thus; meer weakneſs, if 
Ihe cauſe were not in being; part o'th' cauſe, 
She, the adultreſs ; for the harlot-king 
Is quite beyond mine arm ; out of the blank 
And level of my brain; plot- proof; but ſhe 
I can hook to me: ſay that ſhe were gone, 
Given to the fire, a moiety of my reſt 
Might come to me again. Who's there? 
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Enter an Attendant. 

ATTEN, My lord, 

Lzo. How do's the boy? 

ATTEN. He took good reſt to-night; tis hop'd 
His ſickneſs is diſcharg'd. 

Leo. To ſee his nobleneſs ! 
Conceiving the diſhonour of his mother, 
He ſtraight declin'd, droop'd, took it deeply, 
Faſten d, and fix'd the ſhame on't in himſelf ; 
Threw off his ſpirit, his appetite, his ſleep, 
And down-right languiſh'd. Leave me ſolely; go, 
See how he fares, Fie, fie, no thought of him, 
The very thought of my revenges that way 
Recoyl upon me; in himſelf too mighty, 
+ And in his parties, his alliance ; let him be 
Until a time may ſerve. For preſent vengeance 
Take it on her, Camillo and Polixenes 
Laugh at me, make their paſtime at my ſorrow 
They ſhould not laugh, if I could reach them, nor 
Shall ſhe, within my power. 


COME V; 
Enter PAULINA with a child, 


LokD. You muſt not enter, 

Pau. Nay rather, good my lords, be ſecond to me: 
Fear you his tyrannous paſſion more, alas, 
Than the Queen's life ? a gracious innocent ſoul, 
More free than he is jealous. ; 

Ax r. That's enough. [manded 
Arrzx. Madam, he hath not ſlept to-night ; com- 
one ſhould come at him. 


7 This line added from the old edition. 
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Pau. Not ſo hot, good fir, 

I come to bring him ſleep. Tis ſuch as you 
That creep like ſhadows by bim, and do ſigh 
At each his needleſs heavin gs; ſuch as you 
Nouriſh the cauſe of his awaking. 1 

Do come with words, as medicinal, as true; 
Honeſt as either, to purge him of that humour 
That preſſes him from ſleep. 

Leo. What noiſe there, ho? 

Pau. No noiſe, my lord, but needful conference, 
About ſome goſſips for your highneſs, 

LEO. How? 

Away with that audacious lady. Antigonus, 
I charg'd thee that ſhe ſhould not come about me, 
I knew (he would, 
ANT. I told her ſo, my lord, 
On your diſpleaſure's peril and on mine, 
She ſhould not viſit you. 

Leo. What? can'ſt not rule her? 

Pa u. From all diſhoneſty he can; in this, 
(Unleſs he take the courſe that you have done, 
Commit me, for committing honour,) truſt it, 

He thall not rule me. 

AxT, Lo-you now, you hear, 

When ſhe will take the rein, 1 let her run, 
But ſhe'll not ſtumble, 

Pau. Good my liege, I come 
And I beſeech you hear me, who profeſs 
Myſelf your loyal ſervant, your phyſician, 
Your molt obedient counſellor : yet that dares 
Leſs appear ſo, in comforting your evils, 
Than ſuch as molt ſeems yours. I ſay, I come 
From your good Queen. 

LEO. Good Queen? 
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pa v. Good Queen, my lord, 
Good Queen, I ſay good Queen; 
And would by combat make her good ſo, were I 
A man, the wor(t about you. 
LEO. Force her hence. 
Pau. Let him that makes but trifles of his eyes 
Firſt hand me: on mine own accord l off, 
But firſt, Il do my errand. The good Queen, 


For ſhe is good, hath brought you forth a daughter, 


Here tis; commends it to your bleſſing. 
[ Laying down the child, 
LEO. Out! 
A mankiad witch ! hence with her out o' door: 
A molt intelligencing bawd, 
Pau. Not ſo, 
I am as ignorant in that as you, 
In ſo intit ling me; and no leſs honeſt 
Than you are mad; which is enough, I'll warrant, 
As this world goes, to paſs for honeſt. 
LEO. Traitors! 


WI you not puſh her out? give her the baſtard. 


[To Ant, 

Thou dotard, thou art woman-tyr'd ; unrooſted 
By thy dame Partlet here. Take up the baſtard, 
Take't up, I ſay, give't to thy croan. 

PA. For ever 
Unvenerable be thy hands, if thou 
Take'ſt up the princeſs, by that forced baſeneſs 
Which he has put upon't. 
Leo. He dreads his wife. 
Pav. So I would you did: then 'twere paſt all doubt 
u'd call your children yours. 
Le o. A neſt of traitors! 

Ar. Iam none, by this good light. 
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Pav, Nor I; nor any 
But one that's here; and that's himſelf, For he, 
The ſacred honour of himſelf, his Queen's, 
His hopeful ſon's, his babe's, betrays to ſlander, 
Whole {ting is ſharper than the ſword's ; and will not 
(For as the caſe now ſtands, it is a curſe 
He cannot be compelled to't) once remove 
The root of his opinion, which is rotten, 
As ever oak or (tone was ſound. 

LEO. AF callat : 
Of boundleſs tongue, who late hath beat her huſband, 
And now baits me. This brat is none of mine, 
It is the iſſue of Polixenes. 
Hence with it, and together with the dam, 
Commit them to the fire. 

Pau. It is yours; 
And, might we lay th' old proverb to your charge, 
So like you, 'tis the worſe. Behold, my lords, 
Altho' the print be little, the whole matter 
And copy of the father; eye, noſe, lip, 
The trick of 's frown, his forehead, nay the valley, 
The pretty dimples of his chin, and cheek, his ſmiles, 
The very mold and frame of hand, nail, finger. 
And thou good goddeſs nature, which haſt made it 
So like to him that got it, if thou haſt 
The ordering of the mind too, mongſt all colours 
No yellow in't, Jeſt ſhe ſuſpect, as he does, 
Her children not her huſband's. 

Leo. A groſs hag ! 
And, lozel, thou art worthy to be hang'd, 
Thou wilt not ſtay her tongue. 

ANT. Hang all the huſbands 


+ callat. a ſcold. | lozel. a lazy lubber. 
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That cannot do that feat, you'll leave yourſelf 


Hardly one ſubject. 


Leo. Once more take her hence. 

Pav. A moſt unworthy and unnatural lord 
Can do no more. 

LEO. I'll ha' thee burnt, 

Pau. I care not; 
It is an heretic that makes the fire, 
Not ſhe which burns in't. I'll not call you tyrant, 
But this moſt cruel uſage of your Queen 
(Not able to produce more accuſation 


Than your own weak-hing'd fancy)ſomething ſavours 


Of tyranny, and will ignoble make you, 
Yea ſcandalous to all the world, 

LEO. On your allegiance, | 
Out of the chamber with her, Were a tyrant, 
Where were her life ? ſhe durſt not call me ſo, 

If ſhe did know me one. Away with her, 

Pa v. I pray you do not puſh me, I'll be gone. 
Look to your babe, my lord, 'tis yours; Jove ſend her 
A better guiding ſpirit, What need theſe hands ? 
You that are thus ſo tender o'er his follies, 

Will never do him good, not one of you, 
So, ſo: farewel, we are gone. [ Exit, 


SCENE VI. 


Lo. Thou, traitor, haſt ſet on thy wife to this. 
My child ? away with't. Even thou that haſt 

A heart ſo tender o'er it, take it hence, 

And ſee it inſtantly cooſum'd with fire; 

Even thou, and none but thou, Take it up ſtraight: 
Vithin this hour bring me word it is done, 

and by good teſtimony, or I'll ſeize thy life, 

With what thou elſe call'ſt thine : if thou refuſe, 
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And wilt encounter with my wrath, fay ſo : 
The baſtard- brains with theſe my proper hands 
Shall I daſh out: go take it to the fire, 
For thou ſett'ſt on thy wife, 

Ax r. I did not, fir: 
The lords, my noble fellows, if they pleaſe, 
Can clear me in't. 

LokrD. We can, my royal liege, 
He is not guilty of her coming hither, 

LEO. You're liars all. 

LokDs.*Beſeech your highneſs give us better credit, 
We've always truly ſerv'd you, and beſeech you 
So to eſteem of us: and on our knees we beg 
(As recompence of our dear ſervices 
Paſt, and to come) that you do change this purpoſe, 
W hich being ſo horrible, ſo bloody, muſt 
Lead on to {ome foul iſſue, We all kneel 

LEO. Iam a * feather for each wind that blows: 
Shall I live on to ſee this baſtard kneel 
And call me father ? better burn it now, 
Than curſe it then. But be it; let it live: 
It ſhall not neither. You fir, come you hither 

[To Antigonus, 

You that have been ſo tenderly officious 
With lady Margery, your midwife there, 
To ſave this baſtard's life; (for tis a baſtard, 
So ſure as this beard's grey) what will you adventure 
To ſave this brat's life ? 

ANT. Any thing, my lord, 
That my ability may undergo, 
And nobleneſs impoſe : at leaſt thus much; 
I'll pawn the little blood which I have left, 
To ſave the innocent; any thing poſſible. 
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LE 0. It ſhall be poſſible; ſwear by this ſword 
Thou wilt perform my bidding, 
Axr. I will, my lord. 


LEO. Mark and perform it; ſeeſt thou? for the fail 


Of any point in't ſhall not only be 

Death to thyſelf, but to thy lewd-tongu'd wife, 

Whom for this time we pardon. We enjoin thee, 

As thou art liege-man to us, that thou carry 

This female baſtard hence, and that thou bear it 

To ſome remote and deſart place, quite out 

Of our dominions ; and that there thou leave it, 

Without much mercy, to its own protection 

And favour of the climate. As by ſtrange fortune 

It came to us, I do in juſtice charge thee, 

On thy ſoul's peril and thy body's torture, 

That thou commend it ſtrangely to ſome place, 

Where chance may nurſe or end it. Take it up. 
ANT. I {wear to do this: tho' a preſent death 

Had been more merciful. Come on, poor babe, 

Some powerful ſpirit inſtruct the kites and ravens 

To be thy nurſes, Wolves and bears, they ſay, 

(Caſting their ſavageneſs aſide) have done 

Like offices of pity. Sir, be proſperous 


In more than this deed does require; and bleſſing, 


Againſt this cruelty, fight on thy ſide, 


Poor thing condemn'd to loſs, [Exit with the child. 
: Leo. No; I'll not rear 
Another's iſſue, 
8 Enter a Meſſenger. 


Mes. Pleaſe you highneſs, poſts 
From thoſe you ſent to th'oracle, are come 


An hour ſince, Cleomines and Dion 


a eing well arriv'd from Delphos, are both landed, 
Haſting to th' court. 


40 THE WINTER'S TALE. III. 1. 


LoxD, So pleaſe you, fir, their ſpeed 
Hath been beyond account, 
LEO. Twenty three days 
They have been abſent : this good ſpeed foretels 
The great Apollo ſuddenly will have 
The truth of this appear. Prepare you lords, 
Summon a ſeſhon, that we may arraign 
Our moſt diſloyal lady; for as ſhe hath 
Been publicly accus'd, ſo ſhall ſhe have 
A juſt and open trial. While ſhe lives 
My heart will bea burden to me, Leave me, 
And think upon my bidding. [Exeunt, 


ACT m. $CENE TL 


Enter CLEOMINES and DION, 


CLEOMINES, 
HE climate's delicate, the air moſt ſweet, 
Fertile the iſle, the temple much ſurpaſſing 
The common praiſe it bears. 
D1ox, I ſhall report, 
For moſt it caught me, the celeſtial habits, 
Methinks I ſhould ſo term them, and the reverence 
Of the grave wearers, O, the ſacrifice; 
How ceremonious, ſolemn, and unearthly 
It was 1'th' offering ! 
CLEo. But of all, the burſt 
And the ear-deafning voice o'th' oracle, 
Kin to Jove's thunder, ſo ſurpriz'd my ſenſe 
That I was nothing. 
Dio. If th' event o'th' journey 
Prove as ſuccefsful io the Queen (O be't ſo) 
As it hath been to us, rare, pleaſant, ſpeedy; - 


unt. 


ce 


4 
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The time is worth the uſe on't, 
CLEO. Great Apollo, | 
Turn all to th' beſt ! theſe proclamations, 
So forcing faults upon Hermione, | 
'Tlittle like, 
Dio. The violent carriage of it 
Will clear, or end the buſineſs, when the oracle, 
Thus by Apollo's great divine ſeal'd up, 
Shall the contents diſcover : ſomething rare 
Even then will ruſh to knowledge. Go; freſh horſes. 
And gracious be the iſſue. [ Exeunt, 


SCENE. Il 

: S1CTHL TY, 

Enter LeonTEes, Lords, Officers, HERMIONE as to her 
tryal, with PAULINA and ladies, 

Leo, This ſeſhons, to our great grief, we pronounce, 
Ev'n puſhes gainſt our heart. The party try'd, 

The daughter of a King, our wife, and one 
Of us too much beloy'd; let us be clear'd 


Of being tyrannous, ſince we ſo openly 


Proceed in juſtice, which ſhall have due courſe, 
Even to the guilt, or the purgation. 

Produce the priſoner. 
Ori. It is his highneſs” pleaſure, that the Quee 
Appear in perſon here in court, Silence ! | 
1 Leo. Read the indictment. 

Orric. Hermione. Queen to the worthy Leontes, King 
Sicilia, thou art here accuſed and arraigned a lib 
Fea/on, in committing adultery with Polixenes King of 


"Bohemia, and conſpiring with Camillo to take away the 


#8/* of our ſoveraign lord the King, thy royal husband ; 
e pretence whereof being by circumſtances partly laid 


Pen, thou, Hermione, contrary to the ſaith and alle- 


Vor. III. F 
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giance of a true ſubjeet, didſi counſel and aid them, for 
their better ſafety, to fly away by night. 

HER, Since what I am to ſay, mult be but that 
Which contradicts my accuſation, and 
Teſtimony on my part, no other 
But what comes from myſelf, it ſhall ſcarce boot me 
To ſay, not guilty : mine integrity 
Being counted falſhood, ſhall, as 1 expreſs it, 
Be ſo receiv'd. But thus, if powers divine 
Behold our human actions, as they do, 
I doubt not then, but innocence ſhall make 
Falſe accuſations bluſh, and tyranny 
Tremble at patience. You, my lord, beſt know, 
Who lealt will ſeem to do ſo. my paſt life 
Hath been as continent, as chaſte, as true, 
As I am now unhappy ; which is more 
Than hiſtory can pattern, tho' dzvis'd 
And play'd to take ſpectators. For behold me 
A feilow of the royal bed, which owe 
A moiety of the throne : a great King's daughter, 
The mother to a hopeful prince, here ſtanding 
To prate and talk for life and honour, fore 
Who pleaſe to come and hear, For life, I prize it 
As [ weigh grief which I would ſpare : for honour, 
Tis a derivative from me to mine, 
And only that I ſtand for, 1 appeal 
To your own conſcience, fir, before Polixenes 
Came to your court, how I was in your grace, 
How merited to be ſo; ſince he came, 
With what encounter ſo uncurrant 1 
Have (train'd t'appear thus; if one jot beyond 
The bounds of honour, or in act or will 
That way inclining, hardned be the hearts 
Of all that hear me, and my near'lt of kin 


ne 


er, 


> 1t 
our, 
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Cry fie upon my grave. 


| Leo, I peer heard yet 

That any of thoſe bolder vices wanted 
Leſs impudence to gain-ſay what they did 

Than to perform ir ſirſt. 

> Hex. That's true enough, 

Tho' tis a ſaying, fir, not due to me. 

Lo. You will not own it, 

Hes. More than miſtreſs of 

What comes to me in name of fault, I muſt not 
At all acknowledge. For Polixenes, 

With whom I am accus'd, I do confeſs 

1 lov'd him, as in honour he requir'd 

With ſuch a kind of love, as might become 
A lady like me; with a love, even ſuch, 

$0 and no other, as yourſelf commanded : 

Which not to have done, I think had been in me 
Both diſobedience and ingratitude [ ſpoke, 
To you, and towards your friends; whoſe love had 
Even ſince it could ſpeak, from an infant, freely, 
That it was yours, Now for conſpiracy, 
know not how it taſtes, tho' it be dith'd 
For me to try how; all I know of it, 
f s, that Camillo was an honeſt man; 
And why he left your court, the gods themſelves, 
= Wotting no more than 1, are ignorant. 
Z Leo, You knew of his departure, as you know 
What you have underta'en to do in's abſence. 
Hex, Sir, 
ou ſpeak a language that I underſtand not; 


3 My life ſtands in the level of your dreams, 


Vhich 1'll lay down. 

Z Leo, Your actions are my dreams. 
Nou had a baſtard by Polixenes, 

1 12 
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To me can life be no commodity, 


To women of all faſhion: laſtly, hurried 
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And | but dream'd it: as you were paſt all ſhame, & 


(Thoſe of your fact are ſo) ſo paſt all truth; 
Which to deny, concerns more than avails : for as 
Thy brat hath been caſt out, like to itſelf, 
No father owning it, (which is indeed 
More criminal in thee than it) ſo thau 
Shalt feel our juſtice, in whoſe eaſieſt paſſage 
Look for no leſs than death, 
HER, Sir, ſpare your threats ; 
The bug which you would fright me with I ſeek : 


The crown and comfort of my life, your favour, 
I do give loſt, for I do feel it gone, 

But know not how it went. My ſecond joy, 

The fir(t-fruits of my body, from his preſence 
I'm barr'd like one infectious. My third comfort, 
Starr'd moſt unluckily, is from my breaſt 

(The innocent milk in its molt innocent mouth) 
Hal'd out to murder; myſelf on every poſt 
Proclaim'd a {trumpet ; with immodeſt hatred 
The child- bed privilege deny'd which 'longs 


Here to this place, 1'th' open air, before 
I have got ſtrength of limbs. And now, my liege, 
Tell me what bleſſings I have here alive, 

That I ſhould fear to die? therefore proceed: 
But yet hear this; miſtake me not; no life, 

I prize it not a ſtraw, but for mine honour, 
Which I would free: if 1 ſhall be condemn'd 
Upon ſurmiſes, all proofs ſleeping elſe, 

But what your jealouſies awake, I tell you 
Tis rigour and not law, Your honours all, 

I do refer me to the Oracle ; 


Apollo be my judge, 
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SCENE 1. 


Enter Diox and CLEOMINES, 


> Lox. This your requeſt 
ls altogether juſt ; therefore bring forth, 
And in Apollo's name, his oracle, 
> Her. The Emperor of Ruſha was my father, 
oh that he were alive, and here beholding 
His daughter's tryal; that he did but ſee 
The flatneſs of my miſery; yet with eyes 
Of pity, not revenge! [ juſtice, 
2 OFrFICEx, You here ſhall ſwear upon the ſword of 
That you, Cleomines and Dion, have 
Been both at Delphos, and from thence have brought 
This ſeal'd-up oracle, by the hand deliver'd 
2 Of great Apollo's prieſt ; and that ſince then 
Iou have not dar'd to break the holy ſeal, 
1 Nor read the ſecrets in't. 
Cx xo. Dion. All this we ſwear. 
Leo. Break up the ſeals, and read. 
> Orr1i, Hermione is chaſte, Polixenes blameleſs, Ca- 
millo a true ſulject, Leontes a jealous tyrant, bis in- 
* n:cent babe truly begotten, and the King ſhall live uith- 
eu an heir, if that which is loſt be not found. 
Lon dps. Now bleſſed be the great Apollo. 
HER. Praiſed. 
Lx o. Haſt thou read the truth? 
Orri Ay, my lord, even ſo as it is here ſet do wu. 
> Leo, There is no truth at all i th' oracle; 
| rde ſeſſions ſhall proceed; this is mere fallhood. 
bis Enter Servant. 
Ser, My lord the King, the King. 
Leo. What is the buſineſs ? 
Sex. O fir, I ſhall bechated to report it, 
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And l but dream'd it: as you were paſt all ſhame, 
(Thoſe of your fact are ſo) ſo paſt all truth ; 


W hich to deny, concerns more than avails : for as 


Thy brat hath been caſt out, like to itſelf, 
No father owning it, (which is indeed 
More criminal in thee than 1t) ſo thau 
Shalt feel our juſtice, in whoſe eaſieſt paſſage | 
Look for no leſs than death, 

HER, Sir, ſpare your threats; 
The bug which you would fright me with I ſeek : 
To me can life be no commodity, 
The crown and comfort of my life, your favour, 
I do give loſt, for I do feel it gone, 
But know not how it went. My ſecond joy, 
The firſt- fruits of my body, from his preſence 
I'm barr'd like one infectious. My third comfort, 
Starr'd molt unluckily, is from my breaſt 
(The innocent milk in its moſt innocent mouth) 
Hal'd out to murder; myſelf on every poſt 
Proclaim'd a {trumpet ; with immodeſt hatred 
The child- bed privilege deny'd which "longs 
To women of all faſhion: laſtly, burried 
Here to this place, i'th' open air, before 
I have got ſtrength of limbs. And now, my liege, 
Tell me what bleſſings I have here alive, 
That I ſhould fear to die? therefore proceed: 
But yet hear this ; miſtake me not ; no life, 
I prize it not a ſtraw, but for mine honour, 
Which I would free: if 1 ſhall be condemn'd 
Upon ſurmiſes, all proofs ſleeping elſe, 
But what your jealouſies awake, I tell you 
'Tis rigour and not law. Your honours all, 
I do refer me to the Oracle ; 
Apollo be my judge, 
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| SCENE III. 


Enter Diox and CLEOMINES, 


Lo xD. This your requeſt 

Is alrogether juſt; therefore bring forth, 

And in Apollo's name, his oracle, 

Hex. The Emperor of Ruſha was my father, 
Oh that he were alive, and here beholding 

His daughter's tryal ; that he did but ſee 

The flatneſs of my miſery ; yet with eyes 


Of pity, not revenge! [ juſtice, 


: OrFtcex, You here ſhall ſwear upon the ſword of 

fam you, Cleomines and Dion, have 
een both at Delphos, and from thence have brought 
This ſeal'd-up oracle, by the hand deliver'd 

of great Apollo's prieſt ; and that ſince then 

You have not dar'd to break the holy ſeal, 

Nor read the ſecrets in't. 

Cx xo. Dion. All this we ſwear. 


IL xo. Break up the ſeals, and read. 

> Ori, Hermione is chaſte, Polixenes blameleſi, Ca- 
ulla a true ſulject, Leontes a jealous tyrant, bis in- 
nocent babe truly begotten, and the King ſhall live with- 


ut an heir, if that which is loſt be not found. 


Lo RDS. Now bleſſed be the great Apollo. 
HR. Praiſed. 


5 LEO. Haſt thou read the truth? 
* Orri Ay, my lord, even ſo as it is here ſet down, 


Leo, There is no truth at all i'th' oracle; 


| he ſeſſions ſhall proceed; this is mere falſhood. 


Enter Servant. 
Sex. My lord the King, the King. 


; Leto. What is the buſineſs ? 
* SER. O fir, I ſhall bechated to report it, 
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The prince your ſon, with mere conccit and fear 
Of the Queen's ſpeed, is gone, 
Leo. How gone? 
SER. Is dead. 
Luo. Apollo's angry, and the heav'ns themſelves 
Do ſtrike at my injuſtice. How now there? 
x [ Her. /aints, 
Pau. This news is mortal to the Queen: look down 
And ſee what death is doing. 
LEO. Take her hence; 
Her heart is but o'er-charg'd ; ſhe will recover. 
[ Exeunt Paulina and ladies with Hermione, 


SCENE IV. 


I have too much beliey'd mine own ſuſpicion: 
*Beſeech you tenderly apply to her 

Some remedies for life. Apollo, pardon 

My great prophaneneſs gainſt thine oracle, 
I'll reconcile me to Polixenes, 

New woo my Queen, recall the good Camillo 
(Whom I proclaim a man of truth, of mercy) 
For being tranſported by my jealouſies 

To bloody thoughts and to revenge, I choſe 
Camillo for the miniſter, to poiſon 

My friend Polixenes; which had been done, 
But that the good mind of Camillo tardied 


My ſwift command; tho' I with death, and with 


Reward did threaten and encourage him, 

Not doing it, and being done; he (molt humane, 
And fill'd with honour) to my kingly gueſt 
Unclaſp'd my practice, quit his fortunes here, 
Which you knew great, and to the certain hazard 
Of all incertainties himſelf commended, 

No richer than his honour ; how he gliſters 
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f hrough my dark ruſt! and how his piety | 
Docs my deeds make the blacker ! | 


S8 GENE V. 
DE Enter PAULINA. 
Pav. Woe the while : 
O cut my lace, leſt my heart, cracking it, 
; Break too. 
' Lord. What fit is this, good lady ? 
Pau. What ſtudied torments, tyrant, haſt for me? 
: What wheels? racks ? fires ? what flaying ? boiling ? 
; burning 
Ila leads or oils? what old or newer torture 
Muſt I receive? whoſe every word deſerves 
Jo taſte of thy molt worlt. Thy tyranny 
Together working with thy jealouſies, 
Fancies too weak for boys, too green and idle 
For girls of nine! O think what they have done, 
And then run mad indeed; ſtark mad; for all 
Thy by-gone fooleries were but ſpices of it. 
That thou betray'dſt Polixenes, twas nothing, 
That did but ſhew thee, of a fool, inconſtant, 
And damnable ingrateful: nor was't much, 
Thou would'(t have poiſon'd good Camillo's honour, 
To have him kill a king: poor treſpaſſes, 
h More monſtrous ſtanding by; whereof | reckon 
The caſting forth to crows thy baby-daughter, 
; To be, or none, or little; tho' a devil 1 
Would have ſhed water out of fire, ere don't: ö 
Nor is' t directly laid to thee, the death 
rd Of the young prince, whoſe honourable thoughts | 
{ (Thoughts high for one ſo tender) cleft the heart ö 
That could conceive a groſs and fooliſh fire 


ints. 
own 


one, 
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Blemiſh'd his gracious dam: this is not, no, 
Laid to thy anſwer ; but the laſt: O lords, 
When I have ſaid, cry woe, the Queen, the Queen, 


The ſweeteſt deareſt creature's dead; and vengeance | 


Not dropt down yet. 
Lok p. The higher powers forbid, 


[ for't 


Pau. I ſay ſhe's dead: I'll ſwear't : if word or oath | 


Prevail not, go and ſee: if you can bring 
Tincture or luſtre in her lip, her eye 
Heat outwardly, or breath within, I'll ſerve you 
As | would do the Gods. * But, O thou tyrant ! 
Poſt not repent theſe things, for they are heavier 
Than all thy woes can {tir ? therefore betake thee 
* To nothing but deſpair. A thouſand knees, 
Ten thouſand years together, naked, faſting, 
© Upon a barren mountain, and ſtil] winter 
In ſtorm perpetual, could not move the Gods 
To look that way thou wert. 

LEO. Go on, go on: 
Thou canſt not ſpeak too much, I have deſerv d 
All tongues to talk their bittereſt. 

Lo xb. Say no more; | 
Howe'er the buſineſs goes, you have made fault 
I'th' boldneſs of your ſpeech, 

Pau. I'm forry for't. 
All faults I make, when I ſhall come to know them, 
I do repent : alas, I've ſhew'd too much 
The raſhneſs of a woman; he is touch d 
To th' noble heart. What's gone, and what's paſt help 
Should be paſt grief, Do not receive affliction 
At my petition, I beſeech you; rather 
Let me be puniſh'd, that have minded you 
Of what you ſhould forget. Now, good my liege, 
Sir, royal fir, forgive a fooliſh woman 
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The deſarts of Bohemia? 
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The love I bore your Queen—lo, fool again 
I'll ſpeak of her no more, nor of your children: 
I'll not remember you of my own lord, 

Who is loſt too. Take you your patience to you, 
And I'll ſay nothing. 

Leo. Thou did{t ſpeak but well, 

When molt the truth ; which I receive much better 
Than to be pitied of thee. Pr'ythee bring me 

To the dead bodies of my Queen and ſon, 

One grave {hall be for both. Upon them ſhall 

The cauſes of their death appear unto . 

Our ſhame perpetual ; once a day I'll viſit 

The chapel where they lye, and tears ſhed there 
Shall be my recreation, So long as nature 
Will bear up with this exercile, ſo long 
I daily vow to uſe it. Come and lead me 
To theſe ſorrows. 


[ E xeunt, 


S CEN E VI. 


© Changes to Bohemia. A deſart country; the ſea at a 
little diſtance. 


Enter ANT1IGONUS with a child, and a mariner. 
Avr. Thou art perfect then, our ſhip hath touch'd 


[upon 
Max. Ay, my lord, and fear 


| We' ve landed in ill time. the ſkies look grimly, 


And threaten preſent bluſters. In my conſcience, 
The heav'ns with that we have in hand are angry, 


And frown upon's. 


Ax r. Their ſacred wills be done; get thee aboard, 


Look to thy bark, I Il not be long e 


| I call upon thee. 
Max. Make your beſt haſte, and go not 
Vor. III. G 
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Too far 1'th' land; tis like to be loud weather. 
Belides, this place is famous for the creatures 
Ot prey that kcep upon't, 

ANT. Go thou avay. 


II tollow inſtantly. 


Max, I'm glad at heart 
To be fo rid o'th' buſineſs, 
ANT. Come, poor babe ; 


[ Exzt, 


I have heard, but not bcliev'd, the ſpirits o'th* dead | 


May walk again ; if ſuch thing be, thy mother 
Appear'd to me laſt night; for ne'er was dream 
So like a waking. To me comes a creature, 
Sometiines her head on one lice, ſome another, 

I never faw a veſl: | of like forrow 

So ſill d, and ſo becoming ; in pure white robes, 
Like very ſanctity, ſhe did approach 

My cabin where l lay; thrice bow d before me, 


: 7 
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And, gaſping to begin ſome ſpeech, her eyes 
Became two ſpouts ; the fury ſpent, anon 
Did this break from her. Good Antigonus, 
Since fate, againſt thy better diſpoſition, 
Hath made thy perſon for the thiower out 
Of my poor babe, according to thine oath, 
Places remote enough are in Bohemia, 
There weep, and leave it crying; and, for the babe 
Is counted loſt for ever and ever, Perdita 

I pr'ythee call't. For this ungentle buſineſs 

Put on thee, by my lord, thou ne'er fhalt ſee 
Thy wife Paulina more. And fo, with ſhricks, 
She melted into air. Afirighted much, 

I did in time collect myſelf, and thought 

This was ſo, and no ſlumber: dreams are toys, 
Yet for this once, yea ſuperſtitioufly, 

I will be ſquar'd by tl. is. 1 do believe 
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Hermione hath ſuffer'd death, and that 
Apollo would, this being indeed the iſſue 
Ot King Polixenes, it ſhould here be laid, 
Either for life or death, upon the earth 
Of its right father. Bloſſom, ſpeed thee well, 
[ Laying down the child, 
There lye, and there thy character: there theſe, 
Which may, if fortune pleaſe, both breed thee, pret- 
ty one, 
And (till reſt thine. The ſtorm begins; poor wretch, 
That for thy mother's fault art thus expos'd 
To loſs. and what may follow. Weep | cannot, 
But my heart bleeds : and moſt accurſt am 1 
To be by oath enjoin'd to this, Farewsl, 
The day frowns more and more ; thou art like to have 
A lullaby too rough: I never ſaw 
The heav'ns ſo dim by day. A ſavage clamour ! 
Well may I get aboard: this is the chace, 


I am gone for ever. [ Exit purſued by a bear. 


SCENE VII. 
Enter an old Shepherd. 


Saree, I would there were no age between ten and 
three and twenty, or that youth would ſleep out the 
reſt: for there is nothing in the between but getting 
wenches with child, wronging the ancientry, ſtealing, 
fighting —hark you now—would any but theſe boil'd 
brains of nineteen and two and twenty hunt this wea- 
ther? they have ſcar'd away two of my belt ſheep, 
which I fear the wolf will ſooner find than the ma- 
ſter; if any where I have them, tis by the ſea-fide, 
brouzing of ivy. Good luck, an't be thy will, what 
have we here? [Taking up the child) Mercy on's, a 
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barne! a very pretty barne ! a boy or a child, I won- 
der ! a pretty one, a very pretty one, ſure ſome 
ſcape: tho' I am not bookiſh, yet I can read waiting- 
gentlewoman in the ſcape. This has been ſome ſtair- 
work, ſome trunk-work, ſome behind-door-work : 
they were warmer that got this, than the poor thing 
is here, I'l] take it up for pity, yet I'll tarry 'till my 
fon come: he hollow'd but even now, Whoa, ho- 
hoa. 
Enter Clown, 

Cro. Hilloa, loa. 

Sheep. What, art ſo near? if thou'lt ſee a thing to 
talk on when thou art dead and rotten, come hither. 
What ail'ſt thou, man? 

CLo. I have ſeen two ſuch ſights, by ſea and by 
land; but 1 am not to ſay it is a ſea, for it is now the 


ſky: berwixt the firmament and 1 it you cannot thralt a 


bodkin's point, 

Surg. Why boy, how is it? 

Cx o. I would you did but ſee how it chafes, how 
it rages, how it takes up the ſhore; but that's not to 
the point ; oh the molt piteous cry of the poor ſouls, 
ſometimes to ſee em, and not to ſee 'em: now the 
ſhip boring the moon with her main-maſt, and anon 
{wallow'd with yeſt and froth, as you'd thruſt a cork 
into a hogſhead. And then the land-ſervice, to ſee 
how the bear tore out his ſhoulder bone, how he cry'd 
to me for help, and ſaid his name was Antigonus, a 
nobleman. But to make an end of the ſhip, to ſee 
how the ſea flap-dragon'd it. But firſt, how the poor 
ſouls roar'd, and the ſea mock'd them. And how the 
poor gentleman roar'd, and the bear mock'd him, both 
roaring louder than the ſea, or weather, 

SHEP, Name of mercy, when was this, boy ? 
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Cro. Now, now, I have not winked ſince I ſaw 
theſe ſights, the men are not yet cold under water, 


nor the bear half dined on the gentleman ; he's at it 


now. 

SHEP, Would I had been by to have help'd the old 
man. 

CLo, I would you had been by the ſhip- ſide, to 
have help'd her, there your ny would have lack'd 
footing, 

SHEP, Heavy matters, laber matters! but look 
thee here, boy. Now bleſs thyſelf; thou meet ſt with 
things dying, I with things new born. Here's a ſight 
for thee; look thee, a bearing-cloth for a ſquire's 


child! look thee here; take up, take up, boy, open't; 
ſo, let's ſee: it was told me I ſhould be rich by the 
| fairies, This is ſome changling ; open't; what's with- 


nin, boy? 


CLo. You're a mad old man; if the fins of your 
youth are forgiven you, you're well to live. Gold, all 
gold. 

SHEeP, This is fairy gold, boy, and 'twill prove ſo. 
Up with it, keep it cloſe : home, home, the next 
way. We are lucky, boy, and to be ſo ſtill requires 
nothing but ſecreſie. Let my ſheep go: come, good 
boy, the next way home. 

CL o. Go you the next way with your findings, I'll 
go ſee if the bear be gone from the gentleman, and 
how much he hath eaten: they are never curſt, but 


when they are hungry: if there be any of him left, 
II bury it. 


Susr. That's a good deed. If thou may'ſt diſcern 


by that which 1 is left of him, what he is, fetch me ts 
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CLo, Marry will I, and you ſhall help to put him | 7 Fqu 
i'th' ground, * 1 liſt 
SHEP, Tis a lucky day, boy, and we'll do good Be | 
deeds on't, Lx unt. 
f Aud 
| ? Isth 
AKC TV, 8-08 NE: If en 
Enter TimE, The Chorus, | * 
He 
Time, 
That pleaſe ſome, try all, both joy and terror 
Of good and bad, that make and unfold error; 
Now take upon me, in the name of Time, 
| To uſe my wings. Impute it not a crime 
9 To me, or my ſwift paſſage, that | ſhde 3 
off O'er ſixteen years, and leave the growth untry'd port 
j Of that wide gap; fince it is in my power | deat 
1 To o'erthrow law, and in one ſelf- born hour C 
5 To plant and o'er-whelm cuſtom. Let me paſs thou 
i The ſame I am, ere ancient'ſt order was, 10 
| i Or what is now receiv'd, I witneſs to Kin, 
1 The times that brought them in, ſo ſhall I do ſorr. 
5 To th' freſhe{t things now reigning, and make ſtale 8 fo, 
f The gliſtering of this preſent, as my tale 1 
u Now ſeems to it : your patience this allowing, | reſt 
þ lt I turn my glaſs, and give my ſcene ſuch growing have 
„ As you had ſlept between. Leontes leaving not 
Gl. 'Th' effects of his fond jealouſies ſo grieving | havi 
1 That he ſhuts up himſelf; imagine me, can 
i Gentle ſpectators, that I now may be | then 
1 In fair Bohemia, and remember well, ces 
1 I mention here a ſon o'th' King's, whom Florizel ſider 
LU I now name to you, and with ſpeed ſo pace to t] 
A To ſpeak of Perdita, now grown in grace WW heap 


THE WINTER'S TALE. W. 2. 55 


m #7 Equal with wondring. What of her enſues 
1 liſt not propheſie. But let Time's news 
od | Be known when tis brought forth, A ſhepherd's 
it, 1 daughter, ; 
Aud what to her adheres, which follows after, 
ls th' argument of time; of this allow, 
If ever you have ſpent time worſe ere now: 
If never, yet that Time himſelf doth lay, 
He wiſhes earneſtly you never may. [ Exit, 


SCENE: II. 
Court of Bohemia. 


Enter POLIXENES and CAMILLO, 

POL, I pray thee, good Camillo, be no more im- 
portunate; tis a ſickneſs denying thee any thing, a 
death to grant this, 

Cam, It is fifieen years ſince I ſaw my country; 
though I have for the moſt part been aired abroad, 
I deſire to lay my bones there. Beſides. the penitent 
King. my maſter, hath ſent for me, to whoſe feeling 
: ſorrows 1 might be ſome allay, or I o'erween to think 
e ſo, which is another ſpur to my departure, 

Pol. As thou lov'ſt me, Camillo, wipe not out the 

reſt of thy ſervices by leaving me now; the need I 

have of thee, thine own goodneſs hath made: better 

not to have had thee, than thus to want thee. Thou 

having made me buſineſſes, which none, without thee, 

can ſafficiently manage, mult either ſtay to execute 

them thyſelf, or take away with thee the very ſervi- 

ces thou haſt done; which if I have not enough con- 

| ſidered, as too much I cannot, to be more thankful 
to thee ſhall be my ſtudy, and my profit therein, the 
heaping friendihips. Of that fatal country Sicilia, 
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Pr'ythee ſpeak no more, whoſe very naming puniſhes 


me with the remembrance of that penitent, as thou 
call'ſt him, and reconciled King my brother, whoſe 
loſs of his molt precious Queen and children are even 


now to be afreſh lamented. Say to me, when ſaw'(t 


thou the prince Florizel my ſon? Kings are no leſs 
urhappy, their iſſue not being gracious, than they 
are in loſing them, when they have approved their 
virtues, 

Cam. Sir, it is three days ſince I ſaw the prince; 
what his happier affairs may be are to me unknown : 
but I have (miſſingly) noted, he is of late much reti- 
red from court, and is leſs frequent to his princely 
exerciſes than formerly he hath appear'd, 

PoL. I have conſider'd ſo much, Camillo, and with 
ſome care ſo far, that I have eyes under my ſervice, 
which look upon his removedneſs; from whom I have 
this intelligence, that he is ſeldom from the houſe of 
a moſt homely ſhepherd ; a man, they ſay, that from 
very nothing, and beyond the imagination of his 
neighbours, is grown into an unſpeakable eſtate. 

Cam, I have heard, fir, of ſuch a man, who hath 
a daughter of molt rare note : the report of her is ex- 
tended more than can be thought to begin from ſuch 
a cottage. 

Pol. That's likewiſe part of my intelligence; but, 
I fear, the angle that plucks our ſon thither. Thou 
ſhalt accompany us to the place, where we will (not 
appearing what we are) have ſome queſtion with the 
ſhepherd; from whole ſimplicity, I think it not un- 
eaſie to get the cauſe of my ſon's reſort thither. 
Pr'ythee be my preſent partner in this buſineſs, and 
lay aſide the thoughts of Sicilia. 


| 
| 
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Cam, I willingly obey your command. 
Por. My beit Camillo, we mult diſguiſe ourſelves, 
[ Excunt. 
SCENE iii. | 
The Country. 


Enter AuToLicvus /inging. 


IWhen daffadils begin to peere 
With heigh the doxy over the dale, 
Why then comes in the fweet o'th' year : 
For the red blood reigns in the winter's pale, 


The white ſheet bleaching on the hedge, 

With hey the feet birds, O how they ſing: 
Deoth ſæt my pugging tooth an edge. 

For a quart of ale is a diſh for a King. 


The lark with tirra lyra chaunis, 
ith hey, with hey the thru/h and the ay: 
Are ſummer ſongs for me and my aunts, 
While wwe he tumbling in the hay. 
I have ſerved prince Florizel, and in my time wore 
three pile, but now I am out of ſervice, 
But ſhall I gi mourn for that, my dear? 
The pale moon ſhines by night : 
And when I wander here and there, 
1 then do go moſt right. 


If tinkers may have leave to live, 
And bear the ſow-skin budget, 

Then my account I well may give, 
And in the flocks avouch it. 


| My traffic is ſheets ; when the kite builds, look to leſ- 


ſer linen, My father nam'd me Autolicus, who being, 
as I am, litter'd under Mercury, was likewiſe a ſnap- 
Vor. III. H 
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per up of unconſider'd trifles: with die and drab, 1 
purchas'd this capariſon, and my revenue is the filly 
cheat. Gallows and knock are too powerful on the 
high-way, beating and hanging are terrors to me : for 
the life to come, I ſleep out the thought of it. A 
prize! a prize! 


Enter Clown, 


CLo, Let me ſee, every eleven weather tods, every 
tod yields pound and odd ſhillings ; fifteen hundred 
ſhorn, what comes the wool] to ? 

Aur. If the ſprindge hold, the cock's mine. [ A/ide. 

CLo, I cannot do't without compters. Let me ſee, 


what am I to buy for our theep-ſhearing feaſt ? three 


pound of ſuggar, five pound of currants, rice 
what will this ſiſter of mine do with rice? but my 
father hath made her miſtreſs of the feaſt, and ſhe 
lays it on, She hath made me four and twenty noſe- 
gays for the ſhearers; three-man ſong-men all, and 
very good ones, but they are moſt of them means and 
baſes; but one puritan among them, and he ſings 
plalms to horn-pipes. I muſt have ſaffron to colour 
the warden-ples, mace, — dates none—that's 
out of my note : nutmegs, feven; a race or two of 
ginger, but that I may beg; four pound of prunes, 
and as many raiſins o'th' ſun, 
AUT. Oh, that ever I was born. 
[6 roveling on the ground, 


CLo. I'th' name of me 
Avr. Oh help me, help me: pluck but off thels 
rags, and then death, death 
CLro. Alack, poor ſoul, thou haft need of more 
Tags to lay on thee, rather than have theſe off. 
Avr. Oh, ſir, the loathſomneſs of them offends 


. K = * an. 
Iz 
as 


und, 
heſe 
more 


ends 


7 


} 


THE WINTER'S TALE. IV.3. 59 


me, more than the ſtripes I have receiv'd, which are 
mighty ones, and millions. 


CLo, Alas, poor man! a million of beating may 


come to great matter. 


Aur. I am robb'd, fir, and beaten; my money and 


: apparel ta'en from me, and theſe deteſtable things put 


upon me. 


Cro. What, by a horſe- man, or a foot- man? 
Au r. A foot-man, ſweet Sir, a foot- man. 
CL o. Indeed, he ſhould be a foot- man, by the gar- 


ments he has left with thee; if this be a horſe- man's 
coat, it hath ſeen very hot ſervice, Lend me thy 
hand, I'll help thee. Come, lend me thy hand. 


[Helping bim up. 

Aur. Oh! good fir, tenderly, oh! 

CLo, Alas, poor ſoul. | 

Avr. O good ſir, ſoftly, good ſir: I fear, fir, my 
ſhoulder- blade is out. 

CLo. How now ? canſt ſtand? 

Aur. Softly, dear fir ; good lir, ſoftly; you ba 
done me a charitable office. 

CLo. Doſt lack any money? I have a little money 


{ for thee. 


AuT. No, good ſweet fir ; no, I beſcech you, fir; 


| I have a kinſman not paſt three quarters of a mile 
hence, unto whom I was going; I ſhall there have 


money, or any thing I want: offer me no money, I 


| Pray you, that kills my heart, 


CLo. What manner of fellow was he that robb'd 
you ? 

Aur. A fellow, fir, that I have known to go about 
with trol-my-dames: I knew him once a ſervant of the 
prince; I cannot tell, good fir, for which of his virtues 

t was, but he was certainly whipp'd out of the court. 
H 2 
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CLo, His vices, you would ſay; there's no virtue 
whipp'd out of the court; they cheriſh it to make it 


ſtay there, and yet it will no more but abide, 
AuT. Vices | would ſay, fir, I know this man well, | 
he hath been fince an ape-bearer, then a proceſs -ſer- | 
ver. a bailiff; then he compaſt a motion of the prodi- J 
gal ſon, and married a tinker's wife within a mile! 
where my land and living lyes; and having flown oft 
many knaviſh profcſhons, he ſettled only in rogue; 
ſome call him Autolicus. | 
| CLo. Out upon him, prig! for my life prig; he! D 
i haunts wakes, fairs, and bear-baitings. Ws. 
; Aur, Very true, fir; he, fir, he; that's the rogue | Is 
| that put me into his apparel. = A 
bis CLo. Not a more cowardly rogue in all Bohemia; | 
i if you had but look'd big, and ſpit at him, he'd have 1 T 
bi run. O] 
4 Avr. 1 muſt confeſs to you, fir, I am no fighter; 1 T. 
* I am falſe of heart that way, and that he knew Iwar⸗- I 
Ah rant him, NM 
i CLo. How do you do now ? In. 
0 AuT. Sweet fir, much better than I was; 4 can Di 
a ſand, and walk; 1 will even take my leave of you, 1 I. 
ij and pace ſoftly towards my kinſman's. Wh 
i CL ©, Shall I bring thee on thy way? ; 
Th Aur. No, good fac'd fir ; no, ſweet ſir. IP. 
5 Cro. Then fare wel, I mult go to buy ſpices for our T] 
. ſheep- ſhearing. L Exit. I 
| AvuT. Proſper you, ſweet fir. Your purſe is not T. 
hot enough to purchaſe your ſpice, I'Il be with you H. 
at your ſheep-ſhearing too: if 1 make not this cheat T. 
bring out another, and the ſhearers prove ſheep, let Sh 
me be unrol'd, and my name put into the book of He 
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SUNG. 
Fog on, jog on, the ſool- path way, 
And merrily bent the ſtile- a. 
A merry heart goes all the day, 
Your ſad tires in a mile-a [Extt, 


SCENE IV, 
Enter FLorIZEL and PERDITA. 


Fro. Theſe your unuſual weeds to each part of you 
Does give a life: no ſhepherdeſs but Flora, 
Peering in April's front, This your ſheep-ſhearing 
Is as a meeting of the petty gods. 
And you the Queen on't. 
PER. Sir, my gracious lord, 
To chide at your extremes it not becomes me : 
Oh pardon, that I name them : your high ſelf, 
The gracious mark o'th' land, you have obſcur'd 
With a ſwain's wearing; and me, poor lowly maid, 


Moſt goddeſs-like prank'd up. But that our feaſts 


In every meſs have folly, and the feeders 
Digeſt it with a cuſtom, I ſhould bluſh 
To ſee you ſo attir'd; ſworn I think, 
To ſhew myſelf a glaſs. 

FLo. I bleſs the time 
When my good falcon made her flight a-croſs 
Thy father's ground. 

Per, Now Jove afford you cauſe; 
To me the difference forges dread, your greatneſs 
Hath not been us'd to fear: even now I tremble 
To think your father, by ſome accident, 
Should paſs this way, as you did : oh the fates, 
How would he look to ſee his work, ſo novle, 
Vildly bound up ! what would he ſay ! or how 
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Should I in theſe my borrow'd flaunts behold 
The ſteruneſs of his preſence ? 

FLo, Apprehend 
Nothing but jollity: the Gods themſelves, 
Humbling their deities to love, have taken 
The ſhapes of beaſts upon them, Jupiter 
Became a bull, and bellow'd; the green Neptune 
A ram, and bleated ; and the fire-rub'd God, 
Golden Apollo, a poor humble ſwain, 
As I ſeem now, Their transformations 
Were never for a piece of beauty rarer, 
Nor in 2 way fo chaſte ; ſince my deſires 
Run not before mine honour, nor my luſts 
Burn hotter than my faith, 

PER. O, but dear (ir, 
Your reſ{glution cannot hold, when 'tis 
Oppos'd, as it mult be, by th' pow'r o'th' King. 
One of theſe two mult be neceſſities, [ poſe, 
Which then will ſpeak, that you muſt change this pur- 
Or I my life. 

FLo. Thou deareſt Perdita, 
With theſe forc'd thoughts I pr'ythee darken not 
The mirth o'th' ſeaſt ; or I'll be thine, my fair, 
Or not my father's. For I cannot be 
Mine own, nor any thing to any, if | 
I be not thine. To this I am molt conſtant, 
Tho' deſtiny ſay no. Be merry, gentle, 
Strangle ſuch thoughts as theſe, with any thing 
That you behold the while. Your gueſts are coming: 
Lift up your countenance, as 'twere the day 
Of celebration of that nuptial, which 
We two have ſworn ſhall come, 

PER. O lady fortune, 
Stand you auſpicious, 


ſe, 


1T- 
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SCENE V. 


Enter Shepherd, Clown, Mors A, DoRCas, Servants; 
with POLIXENES and CAMILLO diſguis d. 


FLo. See, your gueits approach; 
Addreſs yourſelf to entertain them ſprightly, 
And let's be red with mirth. 

See, Fie, daughter; when my old wife liv'd, upon 
This day ſhe was both pantler, butler, cook, 
Both dame and ſervant; welcom'd all, ſerv'd all; 
Would fing her ſong, and dance her turn; now here 
At upper end 0'th' table, now 1th” middle; 
On his ſhoulder, and his ; her face o' fire 
With labour; and the thing ſhe took to quench it 


She would to each one ſip. You are retired, 


As if you were a feaſted one, and not 

The hoſteſs of the meeting : pray you bid 

Theſe unknown friends to's welcome, for it is 

A way to make us better friends, more known. 
Come, quench your bluſhes, and preſent yourſelf 
That which you are, miſtreſs o'th' feaſt. Come on, 
And bid us welcome to your ſheep-ſhearing, 


As your good flock ſhall proſper. 


Pg R. Sirs, welcome. [To Pol. and Cam. 
It is my father's will, I ſhould take on me 
The hoſteſsſhip o'th' day: you're welcome, firs. 
Give me thoſe flowers there, Dorcas, Reverend Sirs, 
For you there's roſemary and rue, theſe keep 
Seeming and ſavour all the winter long: 
Grace and remembrance be unto you both, 
And welcome to our ſhearing. 

POL. Shepherdeſs, 


A fair one are you, well you fit our ages 


With flowers of winter. 
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Pr k. Sir, the year growing ancient, 
Nor yet on ſummer's death, nor on the birth 


3 
— 


Of trembling winter, the faireſt flowers o'th' ſeaſon To 

Are our carnations, and ſtreak'd gilly- flowers, 

Which ſome call nature's baſtards; ot that kind An 

Our ruſtic garden's barren, and 1 care not | 

To get ſlips of them. You 

Por. Wherefore, gentle maiden, We 

Do you neglect them? 

PE RA. For | have heard it ſaid, I w. 

There is an art, which in their pideneſs ſhares Bee 

With great creating nature. Th: 

Por. Say there be, 5 You 

Yet nature is made better by no mean, For 

| But nature makes that mean ; ſo over that art, Fro 

; Which you ſay adds to wake is an art The 
8 That nature makes; you ſee, ſweet maid, we marry The 
i A gentler ſcyon to the wildeſt ſtock, But 
4 And make conceive a bark of baſer kind Or e 
N By bud of nobler race. This is an art Tha 
„ Which does mend nature, ehange it rather; but Brig 
ih The art itſelf is nature. Mol 
0 PER, So it is. The 
1 Por. Then make your garden rich in gilly- flowers, The 
5 And do not call them baſtards. To 1 
1 Pex, I'll not put To ſ 
hy The + dibble in earth, to ſet one flip of how: : 1 
„ | No more than were I painted, I would with 4 
. This youth ſhould ſay twere well; and only therefore Not! 
5 Deſire to breed by me. Here's flowers for you; But 
1 Hot lavender, mints, ſavoury, marjoram, Meth 
kt The mary-gold, that goes to bed with th' ſun, In N 
* Does 
. + an inſtrument of gardening, F. 
it V. 
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| And with him riſes, weeping : theſe are flowers 


Of middle ſummer, and, 1 think, they are given 
To men of middle age. Y'are welcome, 
Cam. I ſhould leave grazing, were I of your flock, 
And only live by gazing. 
PER. Out alas; 
You'd be ſo lean, that blaſts of January 
Would blow you through and through, Now my 
faireſt friends, | 
I would I had ſome flowers o'th' ſpring, that might 
Become your time of day ; and yours, and yours, 
That wear upon your virgin-branches yet 
Your maiden-heads growing: O Proſerpina, 
For the flowers now, that, frighted, thou let'ſt fall 
From Dis's waggon! daffadils, 
That come before the {wallow dares, and take 
The winds of March with beauty ; violets dim, 
But ſweeter than the lids of Juno's eyes, 
Or Cytherea's breath; pale primroſes, | 
That die unmarried, ere they can behold | N 
Bright Phoebus in his ſtrength, a malady q 
Molt incident to maids ; bold oxlips, and 1 
The crown-imperial; lillies of all kinds, is 
The flower-de-lis being one. O theſe I Jack 1 
To make you garlands of, and my ſweet friend | 1 
To ſtrow him o'er and o'er, | 
| 
; 


Flo. What? like a coarſe ? 
PET. No, like a bank, for love to lie and play on; 
Not like a coarſe ; or if, not to be buried 
But quick, and in mine arms, Come, take your flowers, 
Methinks I play as Lhave ſeen them do 
In Whitſon paſtorals : ſure this robe of mine 
Does change my diſpoſition, 
FL 0, What you do, 
Vor. III. | 
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Still betters what is done. When you ſpeak, ſweet, 
I'd have you do it ever; when you ing, 

I'd have you buy and fell fo ; ſo give alms ; 

Pray ſo; and for the ord'ring your affairs, 

To ling them too. When you do dance, I wiſh you 
A wave o' th' ſea, that you might ever do 

Nothing but that; move ſtill, ſtill fo, 

And own no other function. Fath your doing, 

So ſingular in each particular, 

Crowns what you're doing in the preſent deeds, 
That all your acts are Queens, 

PER. O Doricles, 

Your praiſes are too large; but that your youth 
And the true blood which peeps forth fairly through it, 
Do plainly give you out an unſtain'd ſhepherd, 

With wiſdom I might fear, my Doricles, 

You woo'd me the falfe way, 

FLo. I think you have 
As little {kill to fear, as I have purpoſe 
To put you to't, But come, our dance I pray; 
Your hand, my Perdita; fo turtles pair 
That never mean to part. 

Pe R. I'll ſwear for 'em. 

Por, This is the prettieſt low-born laſs that ever 
Ran on the green-ſord ; nothing ſhe does, or ſeems, 
But ſmacks of ſomething greater than herſelf, 

Too noble for this place, 

Can, He tells her ſomething 
That makes her blood look out: good ſooth ſhe i is 
The Queen of curds and cream, 

CLo. Come on, ſtrike up. 


Dor. Mopſa muſt be your miſtreſs ; marry garlick. 


to mend her kiſhng with. 
Mor. Now in good time. 


it, 


rer 
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CLo, Not a word, a word, we ſtand upon our man- 


ners, come ſtrike up. 


Here a dance of Shepherds and Shepherdeſſes. 
PoL. Pray, good ſhepherd, what fair ſwain is this 
Who dances with your daughter ? 


SHEP, They call him Doricles, and he boaſts himſelf 


To have a worthy feeding; but I have it 


Upon his own report, and I believe it: 
He looks like ſooth; he ſays he loves my daughter, 
I think ſo too; for never gaz d the moon 
Upon the water, as he'll ſtand and read 
As 'twere my daughter's eyes: and, to be plain, 
I think there is not half a kiſs to chuſe 
Who loves another belt, 

PoL. She dances featly. 

SHEP. So the does any thing, tho' I report it 
That ſhould be ſilent; if young Doricles 
Do light upon her, ſhe ſhall bring him that 


Which he not dreams of. 


SCENE VI. 
Enter a Servant. 
Ser. O maſter, if you did but hear the pedler at 
the door, you would never dance again after a tabor 


and pipe: no, the bag pipe could not move you; he 


ſings ſeveral tunes faſter than you'll tell money; he 
utters them as he had eaten ballads, and all mens ears 
grow to his tunes, 

CLo. He could never come better; he ſhall come 
in; I love a ballad but even too well, if it be doleful 
matter merrily ſet down; ora very pleaſant thing in- 
deed, and ſung lamentably. 

TTY He hath ſongs for man or woman of all ſizes; 
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no milliner can ſo fit his cuſtomers with gloves : he 
has the prettieſt love-ſongs for maids, ſo without 
bawdry, (which1s ſtrange) with ſuch delicate burthens 
of dildos and fapings : jump her and thump her : and 


where ſome ſtretch mouth'd raſcal would, as it were, 


mean miſchicf, and break a foul gap into the matter, 
he makes the maid to anſwer, Whop do me no harm, 
god man ; puts him off, flights him, with Whop, do me 
uo harm, good man. 

Por. This is a brave fellow. 

Co. Believe me, thou talkeſt of an admirable con- 
ceited fellow, has he any unbraided wares ? 

SER. He hath nibbons of all the colours i'th' rain- 
bow, points, more than all the lawyers in Bohemia 


can learnedly handle, tho' they come to him by the 


groſs; inkles, caddifſes, cambrics, lawns ; why he 
{ings em over, as they were gods and goddeſſes; you 
would think a ſmock were a ſhe-angel, he ſo chants to 
the ſleeve-hand, and the work about the ſquare on. 

Co. Pr'ythee bring him in, and let him approach 
ſinging. | 

P R. Forewarn him that he uſe no ſcurrilous words 
in's tunes. 

CLo. You have of theſe pedlers that have more in 
them than you'd think, ſiſter. 

PER. Ay, good brother, or go about to think, 


Euter AuToLICus ſinging. 


Lawn as white as driven ſnow, 
Cyprus black as &er was crow; 
Gloves as ſaueet as damask roſes, 
Marl, for faces and for neſes ; 
Bugle-bracelets. neck-lace amber, 


Perfume far a lady's chamber : 


tal 
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Golden coifs, and ſtomachers, 

For my lads to give their dears: 

Pins, and poaking ſticks of ſteel, 

What maids lack ſram head to heel 
Come buy of me, come : come buy, come buy, 


Buy lads, or elſe your laſſes cry : come buy. 


CLo.1f I were not in love with Mopſa, thou ſhould'ſt 
take no money of me; but being enthrall'd as I am, 


it will allo be the bondage of certain ribbons and 


gloves, 

Moe, I was promis'd them againſt the feaſt, but 
they come not too late now, 

Dog. He hath promis d you more than that, or 
there be liars. | | 

Moe. He hath paid you all he promis'd you : *may 
be he has paid you more, which will ſhame you to 
give him again. | 

CLo, Is there no manners left among maids? will 
they wear their plackets where they ſhould bear their 
faces? is there not milking-time, when you are going 
to bed, or kill-hole, to whiltle of theſe ſecrets, but 
you mult be-tittle-rattling before all our gueſts? tis 
well they are whiſpring : clamour your tongues, and 
not a word more, 

Mor. | have done: come, you promis'd me a taw- 
dry lace, and a pair of ſweet gloves, 

CLo. Have 1 not told thee how 1 was cozen'd by 
the way, and loſt all my money? 
Aur. And indeed, ſir, there are cozeners abroad, 
therefore it behoves men to be wary. 

CLo, tear not thou, man, thou ſhalt loſe nothing 
here, 

Aur, I hope ſo, (ir, for I have about me many par- 
eels of charge. 
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CLo, What haſt here? ballads? 

Moe, Pray now buy ſome, I love a ballad in print, 
or a life, for then we are ſure they are true. 

AurT, Here's one to a very doleful tune, how a uſu-+ 
rer's wife was brought to bed with twenty money bags 
at a burthen. and how the long'd to eat adders heads, 
and toads carbonado'd, 

Mos. ls it true, think you? 

Aur, Very true, and but a month old. 

Dor, Bleſs me from marrying a uſurer, 

Au r. Here's the midwife's name to't; one miſtreſs 
Tale-porter, and five or {ix honeſt wives that were 


preſent, Why ſhould I carry lies abroad? 


Mor. Pray you now buy it. 

CLo. Come on, lay it by; and let's firſt ſee more 
ballads ; we'll buy the other things anon. 

Aur, Here's another ballad of a fiſh that appear'd 
upon the coaſt, on Wedneſday the fourſcore of April, 
forty thouſand fadom above water, and ſung this bal- 
lad againſt the hard hearts of maids; it was thought 
ſhe was a woman, and was turn'd into a cold fiſh, for 
ſhe would not exchange fleſh with one that lov'd her : 
the ballad is very pitiful, and as true, 

Dok. Is it true too, think you! 

Aur, Five juſtices hands at it; and witneſſes more 
than my pack will hold. 

Co. Lay it by too: another. 

Avr. This is a merry ballad, bat a very pretty one. 

Moe, Let's have ſome merry ones. 

Avr. Why this ts a paſſing merry one, and goes to 
the tune of two maids wooing a man; there's fcarce 
a maid weſtward but the fings it: tis in requeſt, I can 
tell you, 

Mop. We can both ſing it; if thou'k bear a part, 
thou ſhalt hear, tis in three parts. 


OCC1 


ore 
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Dor. We had the tune on't a month ago. 
Aur, I can bear my part, you mult know tis my 
occupation : have at it with you, 
S ON G. 
Aur. Cet you hence, for I muſt go, 
Where it fits not you to know. 
Dor. Whither ? 
Moe. O whither ? 
Dok. Whither ? 
Mor. It becomes thy cath full well, 
Thou to me thy ſecrets tell. 
Dor. Me too, let me go thither : 
Mor. Or thou gaeſt to th' gr 1nge, or mill, 
Dor. Ito either thou deſi ill: 
Aur. Neither, 
Dok. What neutber? 
Avr. Neither. 
Dok, Thou halt fwyrn.my love ta be, 
Mor. T hou haſt ſworn it more to me : 
Then whither goeft ? jay hither 9 
CLo, We'll have this ſong out anon by ourſelves: 


my father and the gentlemen are in fad talk, and 


we'll not trouble them ; come bring away thy pack 
after me, Wenches, I'll buy for you both: pealer, 


let's have the firſt choice ; follow me girls, 


Avr. And you ſhall pay well for 'em. 
S O N. G. 

Will you buy any tape, or lace for your. gabe, 
My daiuty duct, my deerra? 

Any. ilk, any thread, any toys for your head 
Of the.new'/ty and fin'ſt, fin'/? auare- a? 

(Come to the pedlar,. money's a medler, 

That doth utter all mens ware-a., 


Ex. Clown, Autolicus, Doreas, and Maple, 
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8 C EN E VII. 


Euter a Servant, 


Str. Maſter, there are three carters, three ſhep- 
herds, three neat-herd, and three ſwine-herds that 
have made themſelves all men of hair, they call them- 
ſelves ſaltiers, and they have a dance, which the 
wenches ſay is a gallymaufry of gambols, becauſe they 
are not in't; but they themſelves are of the mind, if 
it be not too rough for ſome that know little but 
bowling, it will pleaſe plentifully. | 

SHEP. Away; we'll none on't; here has been too 
much homely foolcry already. I know, fir, we wea- 
ry you. 

Por, You weary thoſe that refreſh us : pray let's 
ſee theſe four-threes of herdſmen. 

SER. One three of them, by their own report, ſir, 
hath danc'd before the King and not the worſt of the 
three but jumps twelve foot and a half by th' ſquare, 

SHEP, Leave your pratting ; fince theſe good men 
are pleas d, let them come in, but quickly now. 

Here a dance of twelve ſatyrs. 

Pol. O father, you'll know more of that hereafter, 
Is it not too far gone? 'tis time to part them, 

He's ſimple, and tells much. How now, fair ſhepherd, 
Your heart is full of ſomething that does take 
Your mind from feaſting. Sooth, when I was young, 
And handed love, as you do, | was wont 

To load my ſhe with knacks: I would have ranſack d 
The pedler's ſilken treaſury, and have pour'd it 

To her acceptance; you have let him go, 

And nothing marted with him, If your laſs 
Interpretation ſhould abuſe, and call this 

Your lack of love or bounty, you were ſtraited 


k'd 
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For a reply at leaſt, if you make a care 
Of happy holding her. 
FLo. Old fir, I know 
She prizes not ſuch trifles as theſe are; 
The gift ſhe looks from me, are packt and lockt 
Up in my heart, which I have given already, 
But not deliver'd. O hear me breathe my life 
Before this ancient fir, who it ſhould ſeem 
Hath ſometime lov'd. I take thy hand, this hand, 
As ſoft as dove's down, and as white as it, 
Or Ethiopian's tooth, or the fann'd ſnow 
That's bolted by the northern blaſt twice o'er, 
POL. What follows this? 
How prettily the young ſwain ſeems to waſh 
The hand was fair before! I've put you out; 
But to your proteſtation: let me hear 
What you profeſs. 
FLo. Do, and be witneſs to't. 
Por, And this my neighbour too? 
FLo. And he, and more 
Than he, and men; the earth, and heav'ns, and all; 
That were I crown'd the moſt imperial monarch 
Thereof moſt worthy ; were I the faireſt youth 
That ever made eye ſwerve, had force and knowledge 
More than was ever man's, I would not prize them 
Without her love; for her imploy them all, 
Commend them, and condema them to her ſervice, 
Or to their own perdition, 
Por, Fairly offer'd. 
Cam, This ſhews a ſound affection. 
SRE. But my daughter, 
Say you the like to him ? 
PER. I cannot ſpeak 
So well, nothing ſo well, no, nor mean better. 
Vor. III. 
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By the pattern of mine own thoughts I cut out 
The purity of his. 

Sur. Take hands, a bargain 
And friends unknown, you ſhall bear witneſs to't: 


I give my daughter to him, and will make 


Her portion equal his. 

FLo. O, that mult be 
I'th' virtue of your daughter; one being dead, 
I ſhall have more than you can dream of yet, 
Enough then for your wonder: but comè on, 
Contract us fore theſe witneſſes, 

SHEP. Come, your hand; 
And, daughter, yours. 

Pol. Soft, fwain, a-while; *beſeech you, 
Hare you a father ? 

Flo. I have; but what of him? 

PoL. Knows he of this ? 

Fo. He neither does nor ſhall, 

PuL, Methinks a father 
Is at the nuptial of his ſon, a gueſt 
That beſt becomes the table: pray you once more, 
Is not your father grown incapable 


Of reaſonable affairs? is he not ſtupid 


With age, and alt'ring rh-ums ? can he ſpeak ? hear! 
Know man from man ? diſpute his own eſtate ? 
Lies he not bed rid? and again, does nothing 
But what he did, being childith ? 
FLo. No, good fir; 
He has his health, and ampler ſtrength indeed 
Than moſt have of his age. 
Por, By my white beard, 
You offer him, if this be ſo, a wrong 
Something unfilial : reaſon my fon 


Should chuſe himſelf a wife, but as good reaſon 
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The father (all whoſe joy is nothing elſe” 
But fair poſterity) ſhould hold ſome counſel 
In ſuch a buſineſs. 

FLo. I yield all this 
But for ſome other reaſons, my grave fir, 
W hich tis not fit you know, I not acquaint 
My father of this buſineſs. 

Por. Let him know't. 

FLo. He ſhall not. 

PoL. Pr'ythee let him, 

FLo. No; he mult not. 

SHEP. Let him, my ſon, he {hall not need to grieve 
At knowing of thy choice. 

FLo. Come, come, he mult not: 
Mark our contract, | 

Pol. Mark your divorce, young fir, 

[ diſcovering himſelf, 

Whom ſon I dare not call: thou ait too baſe 
To be acknowledg'd. Thou a ſcepter's heir, 
That thus affect'ſt a ſheep-hook ! Thou old traytor, 
I'm ſorry that by hanging thee, I can 
But ſhorten thy life one week. And thou freſh piece 
Of excellent witchcraft, who of torce mult know 
The royal fool thou coap'ſt with | 

SHEP, Oh my heart! [ made 

PoL. I'll have thy beauty ſcratch'd with briais, and 
More homely than thy ſtate. For thee, fond boy, 
If I may ever know thou doſt but ſigh 
That thou no more ſhalt ſee this knack, as never 
mean thou ſhalt, we'll bar thee from ſucceſſion, 
Not hold thee of our blood, no not our kin, 
Far than Deucalion off: mark thou my words; 
Follow us to the court. Thou churl, for this time, 
Tho' full of our diſpleaſure, yet we free thee 
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From the dead blow of it: and you, enchantmevt, 
Worthy enough a herdſman; yea him too, 

That makes himſelf, but for our honour therein, 
Unworthy thee if ever, henceforth, thou 

Theſe rural latches to his entrance open, 

Or hoope his body more with thy embraces, 

1 will deviſe a death as cruel for thee, 

As thou art tender to it. [Exz, 


SCENE VII, 


PER, Even here undone : 
T was not much afraid; for once or twice 
I was about to ſpeak, and tell him plainly, 
The ſelf-ſame ſun that ſhines upon his court, 
Hides not his viſage from our cottage, but 
Looks on alike, Wilt pleaſe you, fir, be gone? 
[To Flo, 
I told you what would come of this. *Beſeech you 
Of your own ſtate take care: this dream of mine 
Being now awake, I'll queen it no inch farther, 
But milk my ewes, and weep. 
Cam, Why how now, father ? 
Speak ere thou dieſt. 
SnEP. I cannot ſpeak, nor think, 
Nor dare to know that which I know. O fir, [To Flor, 
You have undone a man of fourſcore three, 
That thought to fill his grave in quiet; yea, 
To die upon the bed my father dy'd, 
To lye cloſe by his honeſt bones; but now 
Some hangman molt put on my ſhroud, and lay me 
Where no prieſt ſhovels in duſt. Oh curſed wretch! 
[To Perdita. 
That knew'ſt this was the prince, and would'ſt adven- 
To mingle faith with him. Undone, undone | [ture, 


it. 


Ta, 


lor, 
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If I might die within this hour, I have liv'd 


To die when I deſire, [ Exit. 


SCENE IX. 


FLo. Why look you ſo upon me? 
I am but ſorry, not afraid; delay'd, 
But nothing alter'd : what I was Il am; 
More ſtraining on for plucking back ; not following 
My leaſh unwillingly. 

Can, Gracious my lord, 
You know your father's temper : at this time 
He will allow no ſpeech, which I do gueſs 
You do not purpoſe to him; and as hardly 
Will he endure your fight, as yet I fear; 
Then, till the fury of his highneſs ſettle, 
Come not before him. 

FL o. I not purpoſe it. 
I think, Camillo. 

Cam, Even he, my lord. 

Per. How often have I told you twould be thus? 
How often ſaid, my dignity would laſt 
But 'till 'twere known? 

FLo. It cannot fail, but by 
The violation of my faith, and then 
Let nature cruſh the ſides o'th' earth together, 


And mar the ſeeds within. Lift up thy looks! 


From my ſucceſhon wipe me, father, I 
Am heir to my affection. 

Cam. Be advis'd. 

FLo. I am; and by my fancy, if my reaſon 
Will thereto be obedient, I have reaſon; 
If not, my ſenſes, better pleas'd with madneſs, 
Da bid it welcome. 

Cam, This is deſperate, fir, 
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Fro. So call it; but it dics full my vow; 


I needs muſt think it honeity, Camilo, | Yo 
Not tor Bohemia, nor the por'p that may 1! 
Be thereat glean d; for all the tun ſees, or 
Th: cloſe earth wombs, ot: the profound ſeas hide H: 
In unknown fadoms, wiil | bieak my oath 8 - Te 
To this my fair belov'd: therefore, I pray you, ths: 
As you have ever been my father s friend, | 
Whea he ſhall miſs me, (as in faith I mean not © 4 
To {ce him any more) caſt your good counſels An 
Upon his paſſion; let myſelf and fortune | Ye 
Tug for the time to come. This you may know, 5 
And ſo deliver, I am put to ſea M 
With her, whom here I cannot hold on ſhore; IS 
And moit opportune to her need, I have As 
A veſſel rides faſt by, but not prepar'd Er 
} For this deſign. What courle 1 mean to hold 5 
4 Shall nothing benefit your knowledge, nor (4 
. Conccrn me the reporting. At 
4 Cam, O my lord, Ye 
2 I would your ſpirit were eaſter for advice, Ar 
I Or ſtronger for your need. 
6. Flo. Hark, Perdita, M 
iy I'll hear you by and by. Ti 
i Cam. He's irremoveable, Al 
1 Reſolv'd for flight: now were I happy, if 
1 His going | could frame to ſerve my turn; A 
4 Save him from danger, do him love and honour, 
Purchaſe the ſight again of dear Sicilia, Bu 
And that unhappy K ng, my maſter, whom Of 
I ſo much thirlt to ſee, [ Alc. 01 
FLo. Now, good Camillo; Ol 


I am ſo fraught with curious buſineſs, that 
I leave out ceremony. T] 
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Cam, Sir, I think 
You have heard of my poor ſervices, i'th' love 
J hat I have born your father, 
Fro, Very nobly 
Have you deferv'd: it is my father's muſic 
To ſpeak your deeds, not little of his care 
To have them recompenc'd, as thought on. 
Cam, Well, my lord. 
If you may pl. c to think I love the King, 
And through him, what's neareit to him, which is 
Your gracious felt embrace but my direction, 
If your more ponderous and ſetiled project 
May ſaffer alteration on mine honour, 
I'll point you where you ihall have ſuch receiving 
As hut become your highaels, where you may 
Erjoy your milfreſs; from the whom, I ſee 
Tners's no d1sjunctton to be made, but by 
(As heav'ns foref.nd) your ruin, Marry her, 
And with my belt endeavours, in your abſence, 
Your diſcontented father I (trive to qualitie 
And bring hom up to liking, 
FLn. tiow, Camillo, 
May this, almoſt a miracle, be done ? 
That L may call thee ſomething more than man, 
And after that truſt to thee ? 
Cam, Have you thought on 
A place whereto you ll go? 
FLo. Not any yet: 
But as th' unchought-on accident is guilty 
Of what we wildly do, ſo we profeſs 
de. Ourſelves to be the ſluves of chance, and flies 
Of every wind that blows, 
Cam. Then liſt to me: 
This follows, if you will not change your purpoſe, 
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But undergo this flight; make for Sicilia, Pre 
And there preſent yourſelf, and your fair princeſs . 
(For fo 1 ſee ſhe mult be) fore Leontes; Al 
dhe ſhall be habited as it becomes | | 
The partner of your bed, Methinks I ſee . FF It 
Leontes opening his free arms, and weeping Bu 
His welcomes forth; aſks thee, the ſon, forgiveneſs, | 
As 'twere 1'th' father's perſon ; kifles the hands . 
Of your freſh princeſs ; o'er and o'er divides him 
*Twixt his unkindneſs, and his kindneſs : th'one Be 
He chides to hell, and bids the other grow | | 
Faſter than thought or time. | She 
 FLo, Worthy Camillo, | She 
What colour for my viſitation ſhall I 
Hold up before him ? She 
Can, Sent by the King your father To 
To preet him, and to give him comforts. Sir, | 
The manner of your bearing towards him, with | I'll 
What you, as from your father, ſhall deliver, ] 
Things known betwixt us three I'll write you down, But 
The which ſhall point you forth at every fitting, Pre 
What you mult ſay, that he ſhall not perceive, Th 
But that you have your father's boſom there, We 
And ſpeak his very heart. No! 
FLo; I am bound to you: 
There is ſome ſap in this. | Fea 
Cam, A courſe more ae Do 
Than a wild dedication of yourſelves To 
To unpath'd waters, undream'd ſhores; moſt certain, Th 
To miſeries enough: no hope to help you, Th 


But as you ſhake off one, to take another : 
Nothing ſo certain as your anchors, who 

Do their belt office, if they can but ſtay you 
Where you'll be loth to be: beſides, you know, 
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Proſperity's the very bond of love, 
Whoſe freſh complexion and whoſe heart together 
Affliction alters, 
PER, One of theſe is true: 
I think affliction may ſubdue the cheek, 
But not take in the mind. 

CAM. Vea, ſay you ſo? | 

There ſhall not at your father's houſe, theſe ſeven 
years, 
Be born another ſuch. 

FLo. My good Camillo, 

She is as forward of her breeding, as 
She is i'th' rear o' our birth. 

Cam, I cannot ſay, tis pity 
She lacks inſtructions, for ſhe ſeems a miſtreſs 
To moſt that teach. 

PER. Your pardon, fir, for this. 

I'll bluſh you thanks. 

FLo, My prettieſt Perdita 
But oh, the thorns we ſtand upon ! Camillo, 
Preferver of my father, now of me; 

The medicine of our houſe ; how ſhall we do? 
We are not furniſh'd like Bohemia's ſon, 
Nor ſhall appear in Sicily 

Cam, My lord, 

Fear none of this: I think you know my fortunes 
Do all lye there: it ſhall be ſo my care 

To have you royally appointed, as if 

The ſcene you play were mine. For inſtance, fir, 


That you may know you ſhall not want; one word, 
[They talk aſide. 
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SCENE x. 


Enter Auroricus. 


Aur. Ha, ha, what a fool honeſty is! and truſt, 


his ſworn brother, a very ſimple gentleman ! I have 
ſold all my trumpery; not a counterfeit ſtone, not a 
rihbon, glaſs, pomander, browch, table-book, bal- 
lad, knife, tape, glove, ſhooe-tye, bracelet, horn- 
ring to keep my pack from faſtning: they throng 
who {hould buy firſt, as if my trinkets had been hal- 
lowed and brought a benediction to the buyer; by 
which means, I ſaw whoſe purſe was beſt in picture; 
and what { ſaw, to my good uſe, I remember d. My 
good clown (who wants but ſomething to be a reaſon- 
able man) grew ſo in love with the wenches ſong, 
that he would not ſtir his pettitocs 'till!he had both 
tune and words, which ſo drew the relt of the herd to 
me, that all their other ſenſes ſtuck in ears; you might 
have pinch'd a placket, it was ſenteleſs, *twas nothing 
to peld a codpiece of a purſe; I would have filed 
keys off that hung in chains: no hearing, no feeling, 
but my Sir's ſong, and admiring the nothing of it. 
So that in this time of lethargy, I pickt and cut molt 
of their feſtival purſes: and had not the old man 
come in with a whoo-bub againſt his daughter and the 
King's fon, and ſcar'd my choughs from the chaff, I 
had not left a purſe alive in the whole army. 
Cam. Nay; but my letters by this means being 
there, ſo ſoon as you arrive, ſhall clear that doubt. 
FOR. And thoſe that you'll procure from King 
Leontes 
CaM, Shall ſatisfie your father. 
PR. Happy be you : 
All that you {peak ſhews fair, 
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Cam, Who have we here ? 

We'll make an inſtrument of this; omit 

Nothing may give us aid. [ing, 
Aur. It they have over-heard me now: why havg- 
Ca. How now, good fellow, 

Why ſhak'ſt thou ſo ? fear not, man, 

Here's no harm intended to thee, 

Aur. I am a poor fellow, Sir. 

Cam, Why, be ſo ſtill : here's no body will ſteal 
that from thee; yet for the outſide of thy poverty, 
we mult make an exchange: therefore diſcaſe thee 
inſtantly, (thou mult think there's a neceſſity int) and 


change garments with this gentleman: tho' the pen- 


ny-worth, on his ſide, be the worlt, yet hold thee, 
there's ſome boot. 

Aur, I am a poor fellow, fir; I know ye well 
enough, 

Cam, Nay, pr'ythee diſpatch : the gentleman is 
half flead already, 


Aur. Are you in earneſt, fir? I ſmell the trick on't. 


FL o. Diſpatch, I pr'ythee. 

Aur. Indeed | have had neff. but I cannot with 
conſcience take it. 

Cam. Unbuckle, unbuckle. 
Fortunate miltreſs, (let my prophecy 
Come home to ye,) you mult retire yourſelf 
Into ſome covert; take your {weet heart's hat 
And pluck it o'er your brows, muffle you face, 
Diſmantle you, and as you can, diſliken 
The truth of your own ſeeming, that you may 
(For 1 do fear eyes over you) to ſhip-board 
Get undeſcry'd. 

PER. I ſee the play ſo lyes 
That 1 mull bear a part. 

L 2 


E ce gs or gt 7 ee »% „„ = > 


— "At 


— — - * — be . — 2 _— — au — — — Sr 4 4 * 2 4 
: TTP ——— __——— 
— — — — EN 3 


84 THE WINTER'S TALE. Iv. 11. 


Cam, No remedy 
Have you done there ? 

FLo. Should | now meet my father, 
He would not call me ſon. 

CAM. Nay, you ſhall have no hat: 
Come lady, come: farewel my friend, 

Avr. Adieu, (ir, 

FLo. O Perdita, what have we twain forgot? 
Pray you a word, 

Cam. What I donext, ſhall be to tell the King 
Aide. 

Of this eſcape, and whither they are bound: 
Wherein my hope is, [ ſhall ſo prevail 


To forcehim after; in whoſe company 


I ſhall review Sicilia; for whoſe ſight 
I have a woman's longing, 
FL o. Fortune ſpeed us, 
Thus we ſet on, Camillo, to th' ſea ſide. 
| [ Ex, Flor. and Per. 
Can, The ſwifter ſpeed, the better. [ Exit, 


S ENE XI. 


Avr. I underſtand the buſineſs, I hear it: to have 
an open ear, a quick eye, and a nimble hand, is ne- 
ceſſary for a cut-purſe ; a good noſe is requiſite alſo, 
to ſmell out work for th' other ſenſes, I ſee this is 
the time that the unjuſt man doth thrive. What an 
exchange had this been, without boot ? what a boot is 
here, with this exchange ? ſure the gods do this year 

connive at us, and we may do any thing extempore. 
The prince himſelf is about a piece of iniquity, ſteal- 
ing away from his father, with his clog at his heels. 
If I thought it were a piece of honeſty to acquaint 
the King withal, I would not do't: I hold it the 
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Per, 
Exit. 
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more knavery to conceal it; and therein I am con- 


{tant to my profeſſion. 


Enter Clown and Shepherd. 


Aſide, aſide, here's more matter for a hot brain; e- 
very lanes end, every ſhop, church, ſeſſion, hanging, 
yields a careful man work. 

CLo. See, ſee ; what a man you are now: there is 
no other way, but to tell the King ſhe's a changling, 
and none of your fleſh and blood, 

 SHEy. Nay, but hear me. 

CLo, Nay, but hear me. 

SHEP, Goto then, 

CLo. She being none of your fleſh and blood, your 
fleſh and blood has not offended the King, and ſo 
your flcſh and blood is not to be puniſh'd by him. 
Shew thoſe things you found about her, thoſe ſecret 
things, all but what ſhe has with her ; this being done, 
let the law go whiſtle; I warrant you, 

Sur. I will tell the King all, every word, yea, and 


his ſon's pranks too; who, I may ſay, is no honeſt 


man neither to his father, nor to me, to go about to 
make me the King's brother-in-law, 

CLo, Indeed brother-in-law was the fartheſt off 
you could have been to him, and then your blood had 
been the dearer by I know how much an ounce, 

Aur, Very wiſely, puppies. [ A/ide. 

SHE, Well; let us to the King; there is that in 


this farthel will make him ſcratch his beard. 


Aur, I know not what impediment this complaint 
may be to the flight of my maſter, 

CLo. Pray heartily he be at the palace. 

AuT. Tho' 1 am not naturally honeſt, I am fo 
ſometimes by chance : let me pocket up my pedler's 
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excrement. How now, ruſtiques, whither are you 
bound ? ; 
SHEe, Toth'palace, and it like your worſhip, 
Aur. Your affairs there, what, with whom. the 
condition of that tarthel, the place of your dwelling, 
your names, your age, of what having, breeding, aud 
any thing that is fitting for to be known, diſcover. 
CLo. We are but plain feilows, fir. 
Aur. Alte; you are rough and hairy; let me have 


no lying; it becomes none but tradeſmen, and they 


often give us ſoldiers the lie, but we pay them four it 
with ſtamped coin, not ſtabbing ſteel, therefore they 
do not give us the lie. 

CLo. Your wor ſhip had like to have given us one, 
if you had not taken yourſelf with the manner, 

SHEP, Are you a courtier, and like you, fir ? 

AuT. Whether it like me, or no, Il am a courtier, 
Seeſt thou not the air of the court in theſe enfuldings? 
hath not my gate 1n it the meaſure of the court ? re- 
ceives not thy noſe court-odour from me? reflect 1 
not on thy baſeneſs, court contempt ? think'ſt thou, 
for that I inſinuate, or toze from thee thy bulineſs, I 
am therefore no courtier? I am courtier Cp-a-pe ; 
and one that will either puſh on, or puſh back thy bu- 
ſineſs there, whereupon I command thee to open thy 
affair. | | 

SHEP, My buſineſs, fir, is to the King. 

AuT. What advocate haſt thou to him? 

SHEP. I know not, and't like you. 

CLo Advocate's the court-word for a pheaſant ; 
ſay you have none, 

SHEP, None, fir; I have no pheaſant cock, nor 
hen. 

Aur. How bleſs'd are we, that are not ſimple men! 
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Yet nature might have made me as theſe are, 
Therefore I will not diſdain, 

Cro. This cannot be but a great courtier, 

SH#P, His garments are rich, but he wears them 


not handſomely, 


CLo. He ſeems to be the more noble in being fan- 
taſtical; a great man, I'll warrant; I know by the 
picking on's teeth, 

Avr. The farthel there; what's i'th' farthel ? 
Wherefore that box? | 

SHeP. Sir, there lyes ſuch ſecrets in this farthel and 
box, which none muſt know but the King, and which 
he thall know within this hour, if I may come to th' 
ſpec ch of him. 

Aur. Age, thou halt loſt thy labour. 

Sur. Why fir? 

Aur. The King is not at the palace, he is gone a- 
board a new ſhip, to purge melancholy and air him- 
ſelf; for if thou be'ſt capable of things ſerious, thou 
mult know the King is full of grief. 

SHEP, So 'tis ſaid, fir, about his ſon that ſhould 
have married a ſhepherd's daughter. 

Avr, If that ſhepherd be not in hand-faſt, let him 
fly; the curſes he ſhall have, the tortures he ſhall 
feel, will break the back of man, the heart of mon- 
ſter. | 

CLo. Think you ſo, fir ? 

Aur, Not he alone ſhall ſuffer what wit can make 
heavy, and vengeance bitter ; but thoſe that are ger- 
main to him, tho' remov'd fifty times, ſhall all come 
under the hangman ; which, tho' it be great pity, yet 
it is neceſſary. An old ſheep-whiltling rogue, a ram- 
tender, to offer to have his daughter come into grace! 
ſome ſay he ſhall be fton'd ; but that death is too ſoft 
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for him, ſay I: draw our throne into a ſheep coat! 


all deaths are too few, the ſharpeſt too eaſie. f. 

CL o. Has the old man e'er a ſon, fir; do you hear, 
and't like you, ſir? h 

Aur. He has a ſon, who ſhall be flay'd alive, then R 
nointed over with honey, ſet on the head of a waſp's N 
neſt, then ſtand till he be three quarters and a dram Q 

dead; then recover'd again with agua- vitae, or ſome ot 
other hot infuſion ; then, raw as he is, (and in the W 
hotteſt day prognoſtication proclaims) ſhall he be ſet la 
apainſt a brick-wall, the ſun looking with a ſouth- 
ward eye upon him, where he is to behold him, with lid 
flies blown to death. But what talk we of theſe trai- he 
torly-raſcals, whoſe miſeries are to be ſmil'd at, their 
offences being ſo capital? Tell me, for you ſeem to ble 
be honeſt plain men) what you have to the King; be- 
ing ſomething gently conſider'd, I'll bring you where = 
he is aboard, tender your perſons to his preſence, 
whiſper him in your behalf ; and if it be in man, be- Mts 
ſides the King, to effect your ſuits, here is a man ſhall _ : 
do it. 

Co. He ſeems to be of great authority; cloſe with wh 
him, give him gold ; and though authority be a ſtub- FA 
born bear, yet he is oft led by the noſe with gold ; ſhew * 
the inſide of your purſe to the outſide of his hand, and 
and no more ado. Remember ſton'd and flay'd alive. 2 

Sur. An't pleaſe you, fir, to undertake the buſi- " 
neſs for us, here is that gold I have; I'll make it as by : 
much more, and leave this young man in pawn till! Mer 
bring it you. 

Avr. After J have done what I promiſed ? v 


Shee, Ay, fir, 
Avr. Well, give me the moiety, Are you a part} 
in this buſineſs ? 


Party 
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CLo, In ſome ſort, fir; but tho* my caſe be a piti- 
ful one, I hope I ſhall not be flay'd out of it. 

Aur. Oh that's the caſe of the ſhepherd's ſon; 
hang him, he'll be made an example. 

CLo. Comfort, good comfort; we muſt to the 
King, and ſhew our ſtrange ſights ; he muſt know tis 
none of your daughter nor my ſiſter, we are gone elſe, 
Sir, I will give you as much as this old man does, 
when the buſineſs is perform'd, and remain, as he 
ſays, your pawn 'till it be brought you. 

Aur. I will truſt you, walk before toward the ſea- 
fide, go on the right hand, I will but look upon the 
hedge, and follow you. 

CLo, We are bleſs'd in this man, as I may ſay even 
bleſs'd. 

SHEP, Let's before, as he bids us: he has provided 
to do us good. [ Exeunt Shep. and Clown, 

Aur. If I had a mind to be honeſt, I ſee Fortune 
would not ſuffer me; ſhe drops booties in my mouth, 
I am courted now with a double occaſion : gold, and 
2 means to do the prince my maſter good ; which, 
who knows how that may turn back to my advance- 
ment? I will bring theſe two moles, theſe blind ones, 
aboard him; if he think it fit to ſhoar them again, 
and that the complaint they have to the King con- 
cerns him nothing, let him call me rogue, for being 
ſo far officious, for 1 am proof againſt that title, and 
what ſhame elſe belongs to't : to him will I preſent 
them, there may be matter in it, [ Exit, 
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J 
Changes to Sicilia. 


Enter LeoNTEs, CLEOMINES, Dion, PAULIN&, 
and Servants. 


CLEOMINES, 


IR, you have done enough, and have perform'd 
A ſaint- like ſorrow : no fault could you make, 
Which you have not redeem'd ; indeed paid down 
More penitence, than done treſpaſs, At the laſt 
Do as the heavens have done, forget your evil; 
With them forgive yourſelf, 
LEO. Whillt I remember 
Her and her virtues, I cannot forget 
My blemiſhes in them, and ſo (till think of 
The wrong I did myſelf; which was ſo much 
That heir-leſs it hath made my kingdom, and 
Deſtroy'd the ſweet'ſt companion that e'er man 
Bred his hopes out of, true. 
Pau Too true, my lord, 
If one by one you wedded all the world, 
Or from the all that are took ſomething good, 
To make a perfect woman; ſhe you kill'd 
Would be unparallel'd. 
LIFO. I think fo. Kill'd? 
She I kill'd ? I did ſo, but thou ſtrik'ſt me 
Sorely, to ſay I did; it is as bitter 
Upon thy tongue, as in my thought. Now, good now, 
Say ſo but ſeldom. 
CEO. Not at all, good lady; 


NA, 


now, 
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You might have ſpoke a thouſand things that would 
Have done the time more benefit, and grac'd 
Your kindneſs better, 
Pau. You are one of thaſe 
Would have him wed again, 
Dio. If you would not ſo, 


'You pity not the ſtate, nor the remembrance 


Of his molt ſovereign name; conſider little, 
What dangers (by his highneſs' fail of iſſue) 
May drop upon his kingdom, and devour 
Incertain lookers on, What were more holy, 
Than to rejoice the former Queen is well? 
What holier, than for royalty's repair, 
For preſent comfort, and for future good, 
To bleſs the bed of majelty again 
With a ſweet fellow to't ? 

Pau. There is none worthy, 
(Reſpecting her that's gone,) beſides, the Gods 
Will have fulfill'd their ſecret purpoſes : 
For has not the divine Apollo ſaid, 
Is't not the tenor of his oracle, 
That King Leontes ſhall not have an heir, 
Till his loſt child be found? which, that it ſhall, 
Is all as monſtrous to our human reaſon, 
As my Antigonus to break his grave, 
And come again to me; who, on my life, 
Did periſh with the infant. *Tis your counſel, 
My lord ſhould to the heav'ns be contrary, 
Oppoſe againſt their wills. Care not for iſſue, 
The crown will find an heir. Great Alexander 
Left his to th? worthieſt; ſo his ſucceſſor 
Was like to be the belt. 
LEO. Good Paulina, 
M 2 
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Who haſt the memory of Hermione 

I know in honour : O, that ever I 

Had ſquar'd me to thy counſel, then, ev'n now 
I might have look'd upon my Queen's ſull eyes, 


LEo. She had, and would incenſe me 
To murther her I married. 
Pau. Iſhould ſo: 
Were I the ghoſt that walk'd, I'd bid you mark | 


Have taken treaſure from her lips ! Ne 
Pau. And left them T. 
More rich, for what they yielded, As 
LE o. Thou ſpeak'ſt truth: As 
; No more ſuch wives, therefore no wife : one worſe Tc 
4 And better us d would make her fainted ſpirit 

F Again poſſeſs her corps, and on this ſtage, WW 

. (Where we offenders now appear) ſoul- vext, | 
YN And begin, why to me ? Sh; 
: Pau. Had ſhe ſuch power, f Ne 

̃ She had juſt cauſe. 

3 Her eye, and tell me for what dull part in't Sor 
x You choſe her; then I'd ſhriek, that even your ears Th 
i Shou'd rift to hear me, and the words that follow'd To 
1 Should be, Remember mine. a 
LEO. Stars, ſtars, Lik 
4 And all eyes elſe, dead coals: fcar thou no wife: So 
I I'll have no wife, Paulina, 'Ti 
| Pau. Will you ſwear By 
1 Never to marry, but by my free leave? e 
1 LEO. Never, Paulina, fo be bleſs'd my ſpirit. Ant 
a Pau. Then, good my lords, bear witneſs to hi- ] 
oath, 8 
CLEo, You tempt him over - much. Th: 


Pau. Unleſs another, 


ars 


d 


o his 
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As like Hermione as 1s her picture, 
Affront his eye. 
CLEO. Good madam, pray have done. 
Pau. Yet, if my lord will marry; if you will, fir; 
No remedy, but you will ; give me the office 
To chuſe you a Queen : ſhe ſhall not be ſo young 
As was your former; but ſhe ſhall be ſuch, 
As, walk'd your firſt Queen's ghoſt, it ſhould take joy 
To ſee her in your arms, 
Leo. My true Paulina, 
We ſhall not marry, till thou bid'ſt us. 
Pa u. That 
Shall be, when your firſt Queen's again in breath: 
Never till then, 


SCENE II. 
Euter à Servant. 


Ser. One that gives himſelf out prince Florizel, 
Son of Polixenes, with his princeſs (ſhe 
The faireſt I have yet beheld) deſires acceſs 
To your high preſence, 
LEO. What with him? he comes not 
Like to his father's greatneſs ; his approach 
So out of circumſtance and ſudden, tells us 
Tis not a viſitation fram'd, but forc'd 
By need and accident, What train ? 
Ser. But few, 
And thoſe but mean, 
LEO. His princeſs, ſay you, with him? 
Sax. Yes, the moſt peerleſs piece of earth, I think, 
That e'er the ſun ſhone bright on. 
Pau. Oh Hermione, 
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As every preſent time doth boaſt itſelf 

Above a better, gone; ſo muſt thy grave 

Give way to what's ſeen now. Sir, you yourſelf 
Have ſaid, and writ ſo; but your writing now 
Is colder than that theme; ſhe had not been, 
Nor was ſhe to be equall'd; thus your verſe 


Flow'd with her beauty once, tis ſhrewdly ebb'd, 


To ſay you've ſeen a better, 

Str, Pardon, madam ; 
The one [ have almolt forgot, (your pardon) 
The other, when the has obtain'd your eye, 
Will have your tongue too, This is a creature, 
Would ſhe begin a ſect, might quench the zeal 
Of all profeſſors elſe, make proſelites 
Of who ſhe but bid follow, 

Pau. How? not women? 


SER. Women will love her, that ſhe is a woman 


More worth than any man: men, that ſhe is 
The rareſt of all women. 

Lo. Go, Cleomines; 
Yourſelf (aſſiſted with your honour'd friends) 


Bring them to our embracement. Still *tis ſtrange 
[Exit Cleo. 


He thus ſhould ſteal upon us. 

Pau. Had our Prince 
(Jewel of children) ſeen this hour, he had pair'd 
Well with this lord; there was not a full month 
Between their births, 


Leo. Pr'ythee no more; ceaſe ; thou know'(t 


He dies to me again, when talk'd of: ſure 
When [ ſhall ſee this gentleman, thy ſpeeches 
Will bring me to conſider that which may 
Unfurniſh me of reaſon, They are come. 
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SCENE III. 


Enter FLORIZEL, PERDITA, CLEOMINES, and 
others. - 


Your mother was molt true to wedlock, prince, 
For ſhe did print your royal father off, 
Conceiving you, Were | but twenty one, 
Your father's image is ſo hit in you, 
His very air, that I ſhould call you brother, 
As I did him, and ſpeak of ſomething wildly 
By us perform'd before. Moſt dearly welcome, 
And your fair princeſs : Goddeſs, oh ! alas! 
L loſt a couple, that *twizt heav'n and earth 
Might thus have ſtood, begetting wonder, as 
You gracious couple do; and then I loſt 
(All mine own folly) the ſociety, 
Amity too of your brave father, whom 
(Tho? bearing miſery) I delire my life 
Once more to look on him. 

FLo. By his command 
Have I here touch'd Sicilia, and from him 
Give you all greetings, that a King, as friend 
Can ſend his brother; and but inſirmity, 
Which waits upon worn times, bath ſomething ſciz d 
His wiſh'd ability, he had himſelf 
The lands and waters 'twixt your throne and his 
Meaſur'd, to look upon you, whom he loves, 
He bad me ſay ſo, more than all the ſcepters, 
And thoſe that bear them living. 

LEO. Oh my brother! 
Good gentleman, the wrongs I have done thee {lir 
Afreſh within me; and theſe thy offices, 
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So rarely kind, are as interpreters 

Cf my behind-hand flackneſs. Welcome hither, 
As is the ſpring to th' earth. And hath he too 
Expos'd this paragon to th' fearful uſage 


(At leaſt ungentle) of the dreadful Neptune, L 
To greet a man not worth her pains; much leſs Tha 
Th' adventure of her perſon ? Wer 

FLo. Good my lord, Bohe 
She came from Lybia. Deſi 

LEO. Where the warlike Smalus, His c 
That noble honour'd lord, is fear'd, and loy'd ? Hed 

FLo. Mot royal fir, A ſhe 
From thence : from him, whoſe daughter Li 
His tears proclaim'd his parting with her; thence 


(A proſperous ſouth wind friendly) we have croſs'd, 
To execute the charge my father gave me, 
For viſiting your highneſs; my belt train 
I have from your Sicilian ſhores diſmiſs'd, 
Who for Behemia bend, to ſigniſie 
Not only my ſucceſs in Lybia, fir, 
But my arrival, and my wife's, in ſafety 
Here, where we are, 
Lo. The bleſſed Gods 
Purge all infection from our air, whilſt you 
Do climate here ; you have a holy father, 
A graceful gentleman, againſt whoſe perſon, 
So ſacred as it is, I have done ſin; 
For which the heavens, taking angry note, 
Have left me iſſue · leſs; and your father's bleſs d, 
And he from heaven merits it, with you, 
Worthy his goodneſs. What might I have been, 
Might I a ſon and daughter now have look'd on, 
Such goodly things as you ? 
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SCENE IV, 
Enter a Lord, 


Lon». Moſt noble fir, 
That which I ſhall report will bear no credit, 
Were not the proof fo nigh. Pleaſe you. great ſir, 
Bohemia greets you from himſelt, by me; 
Deſires you to attach his ſon, who has 
His dignity and duty both calt off, 
Hed from his father, from his hopes, and with 
A ſhepherd's daughter, 

Leo, Where's Bohemia! ſpeak, 

Loxd, Here in your city; I »0w came from him, 
I ſpeak amazedly, and it becomes 
My marvel, and my meſſige to your court 
Whilit he wis haltning, in the chace, it ſeems, 
Of this fair couple, meets he on the way 
The father of this ſeemi::g lady, and 
Her brother, having both their country quitted 
With this young prince, | 

FLo, Camillo has betray'd me, 
Whoſe honour and whoſe honelty till now 
Endur'd all weathers. 

Lo xD. Lay't ſo to his charge; 
He's with the King your father. 

LzO. Who? Camillo? 

Lok D. Camillo, fir, I ſpake with him, who now 
Has theſe poor men in queſtion, Never ſaw | 
Wretches ſo quake; they kneel, they kiſs the earth'; 
Forſwear themſelves as often as they ſpeak : 

Bohemia ſtops his ears, and threatens them 
With divers deaths, in death. 
Vor. III. N 
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PER. Oh my poor father, 
The heav'n which ſets ſpies on us, will not have 
Our contract celebrated, 

Leo, You are marry'd ? 

FLo. \Weare not, fir, nor are we like to be; 
The itars. I ſee, will kiſs the valleys firſt; 
The odds for high and low's alike, 

LEO. My lord, 
Is this the daughter of a King ? 

FLo. She is, 
When once ſhe is my wife. 

Leo. That once, I ſee, by your good father's 

| ſpecd, 

Will cone on very ſlowly, I am forry, 
Moſt ſorry you have broken from his liking 3 
Where you were ty'd in duty; and as ſorry 
Your choice is not ſo rich in worth as beauty, 
'That you might well enjoy her, 

FLo, Dear, look up; 
Though Fortune, viſible an enemy, 
Should chaſe us, with my father; power no jot 
Hath ſhe to change our loves. Beſcech you, fir, 
Remember ſince you ow'd no more to Time 
Than I do now; with thought of ſuch affections, 
Step forth mine advocate; at your requeſt, 
My father will grant precious things, as trifles. 

Leo. Would he do fo, I'd beg your precious 

miſtreſs, 

Which he counts but a trifle, 

Pau. Sir, my liege, 
Your eye hath too much youth in't; not a month 
Fore your Queen dy'd, ſhe was more worth ſuch 

gazes 


Ani 
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Than what you look on now. 
LEO, I thought of her, 
Even in theſe looks I made But your petition 
Is yet unanſwer'd; I will to your father; 
Your honour not o'erthrown by your deſires, 
I'm friend to them and you ; upon which errand 
I now go toward him, therefore follow me, 
And mark what way make: come good my lord, 


[ Excunt, 


SCENE. TT. 
Euter AUTOLICUS, and a Gentleman. 


Aur. Beſeech you, fir, were you preſent at this 
relation ? 

GEN r. I was by at the opening of the farthel, heard 
the old ſhepherd deliver the manner how he found 
it; whereupon, after a little amazedneſs, we were 
all commanded out of the chamber; only this, me- 
thought, 1 heard the ſhepherd ſay, he found the 
child. 

Aur. I would moſt gladly know the iſſue of it. 

1G ENT. I make a broken delivery of the bufineſs; 
but the changes | perceived in the King and Camillo, 
were very notes of admiration; they ſcem'd almoit, 
with ſtaring on one another, to tear the caſes of their 
eyes. There was ſpeech in their dumbneſs, lanpuge 
in their very geſture, they look'd as if they had Heard 
of a world ranſom'd, or one deſtroy'd; a noble 
paſſion of wonder appear'd in them; but the wiſeft 
beholder, that knew no mote but ſceing coula not 
ſay if th' importance were joy or ſorrow; but in the 
extremity of the one, it muſt needs be, 

N 2 


9 
— 
— * 


”* 


N 


CEA 
$5: 4, 4. 
4 


— 


* 


i * rde 
2 9 — *, l 1 
N . * 


* "7 * 
— — — 21 *. 1 — 
2 a — CC  TIETE 


_ —_— 


< 
= 
* 

* 

* 
T 

: 

TAY 

"1 

. 


para 2 " * 
— * 
ay — 


e 42 
N —_—_— — "It 2 


* 
ar, $— * q 5 
a, . — = 


_ 
3 
232 


2 
2 2 

« 
9 


— 


ö 
2 3 


e 

= * Se] 

: 22 
— : . 


— 


— 


* 2 
E . ant Ia Sc 
7277 A ee dr SS 


—— 2 * — 


„„ 


100 THE WINTER'S TAL E. v. 5. 


Enter another Gentleman. 


Here comes a gentleman that happily knows more: 
the news, Kogero, 

2 GENT, Nothing but bonſires, the oracle is ful- 
fill'd; the King's daughter is found; ſuch a deal of 
wonder is broken out within this hour, that ballad- 
makers cannot be able to expreſs it, 


Enter anither Gentleman. 


Here comes the lady Paulina's ſteward, he can deli— 
ver you more. How goes it now, fir 5 this news 
which 1s Cail d truc is io like an old tale, that the ve- 
rity of it is in ſtrong ſutpicion; has the King found 
his heir: 

3 GENT, Moſt true, if ever truth were pregnant by 
circumltance : that which you hear, you'll ſwear you 
ſee, there is ſuch unity in the proofs. The mantle of 
Queen Hermione ; her jewel about the neck of it; the 
letters of Antigonus found with it, which they know 
to be his character; the majeſty of the creature, in 
reſemblance of the mother; the aft: ction of noble- 
neis, which nature ſhews above her breeding ; and 
many other evidences proclaim her with all certainty 
to be the King's daughter, Did you ſee the meeting 
of the two Kings? 

2 GENT. No. 

2 Gear, Then have you loſt a ſight which was to 
be ſeen, cannot be ſpoken of There might you have 
beh-ld one joy crown another, ſo and in ſuch manner, 
that it ſcem'd ſorrow wept to take leave of them, for 
thai joy waded in tears. There was caſting up of 
eyes, holding up of hands, with countenance of ſuch 
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diſtraction, that they were to be known by gutrment, 
not by favour, (ur King being ready to leap out of 
himſelf, tor joy of his tuund daughter, as if that joy 
were now become a loſs, cies, oh. thy mother, thy 
mother! then aſks ohemia forgiveneſs ; then em— 
braces his ſon-in law ; then again worries he his 
daughter, with clipping her. Now he thanks the old 
ſhepherd, who itands by, like a weather-beaten conduit 
of many Kings reigns, I never heard of ſuch another 
encounter, witch lames repoic to follow it, and un— 
does deſcription to do it. 

2 GeyT What pray you became of Antigonus, 
that carry'd hence the child ? 

3 Gewr, Like an old tale ſtill, which will have 
matters to rehearſe, tho” credit be aſleep, and not an 
ear open; he was torn to pieces with a bear; this a- 
vouches the ſhepherd's ſon, wt:o has not only his in- 
nocence, which ſeems much, to juitihe him, but a 
handkerchief and rings of his, that Paulina knows, 

I Gzexr, What became of his bark, and his fol- 
lowers ? 

2 GenT, Wrackt the ſame inſtant of their ma- 
ſter's death, and in the view of the ſhepherd; ſo that 


all the inſtruments which aided to expole the child, 


were even then lolt, when it was found, But oh 
the noble combir, that 'twixt joy and ſorrow was 
fought in Piulina, She had one eye declin'd for the 
loſs of her huſband, another elevated that the oracle 
was fulfill'd. She lifted the princeſs from the earth, 
and ſo locks her in embracing, as if ſhe would pin her 
to her heart, that ſhe might no more be in danger of 
loling. 

I GIT. The diguity of this act was worth the 
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audience of Kings and Princes, for by ſuch was it 
acted. 

' 3 GENT, One of the prettieii touches of all, and 
that which an led tor mine eycs, caught the water, 
though not the fith, was, when at the relation of 
the Queen's death, with the manner how ſhe came 
to it, bravely contels'd, and lamented by the King, 
how attertivencſs wounded his daughter. 'till, from 
one {ipn of dolour to another, ſhe did, with an alas, 
I would fain fay, bleed tears; for i am ſure, my 
heart wept blood, Who was meſt marble there 
changed colour; ſome ſwooned. all forrowed ; if 
all he world could have ſeen't, the woe had been u- 
niverſal. 

1G r. Are they returned to the court? 

3 GExT, No, The princeſs hearing of her mo- 
ther's ſtatue, which is in the keeping of Paulina, a 
piece many years in doing, and now newly per- 
form'd by that rare Italian maſter, Julio Romano, 
who, had he himſelf eternity, and could put breath 
into his work, would beguile nature of her cuſtom, 
ſo perfectly he is her ape. He ſo near to Hermione 
hath done tiermione, that they ſay one would ſpeak 
to her, and ſtand in hope of anſwer Thither with all 
greedineſs of affection are they gone, and there they 
intend to ſup. | 

2 GENT. | thought ſhe had ſome great matter there 


in hand, for ſhe hath privately twice or thrice a-day, 


ever ſince the death of Hermivune, viſited that remo- 
ved houſe. Shall we thither, and with our company 
piece the rejoycing ? 

1 Gent. Who would be thence, that has the be- 
nefit of acceſs? every wink of an eye, ſome new grace 
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will be born our abſence makes us unthrifty to our 
knowledge. Let's along. [ Exeunt, 

AuT, Now. had rot | the daſh of my former life 
in me, would preferme nt drop on my head. I brought 
the old man and his ion aboard the prince; told him, 
heard them talk of a fardel, and I know not what; 
but he at that time. over fond of the ſhepherd's daugh- 
ter (ſo he then took her to be) who began to be 
much ſea-lick, and himſelf little better, extremity of 
weather continuing, this myſtery remained undiſco— 
ver'd. But 'tis Al one to me; for had I heen the fin- 
der of this ſecret, it would not have rehith'd among 
my other diſcredits. 


SCENE VI. 
Enter Shepherd and Clown, 


Here come thoſe I have done good to againſt my 
will, and already appearing in the bloſſoms of their 
fortune, 

Sur. Come boy, I am paſt more children; but 
thy ſons and daughters will be all gentlemen born, 

CLo, You are well met, fir; you denied to fight 
with me this other day, becauſe 1 was no gentleman 
born: ſee you theſe cloaths? ſay you fee them not, 
and think me (till no gentleman born. You were 
belt ſay theſe robes are not gentlemen born. Give 
me the lie; do, and try whether 1 am not now a gen- 
tleman born. 


Avr. I know you are now, fir, a gentleman 
born, 


CLo. Ay, and have been ſo any time theſe four 
hours, 
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Sure. And fo have I, boy. 
CLo, So you have; but I was a gentleman born 
before my father; for the King's ſon took me by the 


hand, and call'd me brother; and then the two Kirgs King 
call'd my father brother; and then the prince my the ( 
brother, and the princeſs my filter call'd my father, good 
father, and ſo we wept; and there was the firlt gen- 
tleman like tcars that ever we ſhed. 

SHEP, Ve may ive, fon, to ſhed many more. 

CL«, Ay, or elfe twere hard luck, being in ſo 
prepoſterous eilate as we are. 

aur I humbly beſecch you. fir, to pardon me all Eule 
the faujts I have committed to your worſhip. and to 4 

q 


give me your good report to the prince, my malter, 
Su r. 'Pr'ythee ſon do; for we mult be gentle, L 
now we are genilemen. 


Ci o. Thou wilt amend thy life? | That 
Aur, Ay. and it like your good worſhip. P. 
CLo. Give me thy hand, 1 will ſwear to the I did 
Prince, thou art as honeſt a true fellow as any is in vou 
Bohemia Witl 
SHEP, You may ſay it, but not ſwear it. Heir: 
Cro. Not ſwear it, now I am a gentleman ? let It is 
boors and franklins ſay it. I'll ſwear it. My li 


Sh+P, iow if it be falſe, ſon ? Ly 


Co. If it be ne'er ſo falſe, a true gentleman may We | 
ſwear it in the behalf of his friend: and I'll ſwear to To ſe 
the Prince, thou art a tall fellow of thy hands. and Have 
that thou wilt not be drunk but I know thou art no In m: 
tall fellow of thy hands, and that thou wilt be drunk; That 
but ll ſwear it, and I would thou would'ſt be a tall The | 


fellow of thy hands. 
Aur, I will prove ſo, fir, to my power, 


3 "2 - WW . VF WP 


THE WINTFR'S TALE. v. 7. 105 


CLo, Ay, by any means prove a tall fellow; if I 
do not wonder how thou dar'ſt venture to be drunk, 
not being a tall fellow, truſt me not. Hark, the 
Kings and the Princes our kindred are going to ſce 
the Queen's picture, Come follow us: we'll be thy 
good malters, | [Exeunt, 


. 
Paulina's houſe. 


Enter LEoNTES, POLIXENES, FLORIZEL, Pen- 
bira, CAMILLO, PAULINA, Lords and Aitens 
Aants. 


Leo. O grave and good Paulina, the great com— 
fort 
That I have had of thee ! 
Pau. What, ſovereign fir, 
I did not well, | meant well; all my ſervices 
You have paid home, But that you have vouchſaf'd, 
With your crown'd brother. and theſe your contracted 
Heirs of your kingdoms, my poor houſe to viſit, 
It is a ſurplus of your grace, which never 
My life may laſt to anſwer. 
LFO. O Paulina, 
We honour you with trouble; but we came 
To ſee the ſtatue of our Queen. Your gallery 
Have we paſs'd through, not without niuch content, 
Ia many fingularities ; but we ſaw not 
That which my daughter came to look upon, 
The ſtatue of her mother. 
Pau. As (he liv'd peerleſs, 


So her dead likeneſs I do well believe 
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Fxcels whatever yet you look'd upon, 


Or hand of man hath done; therefore I keep it 3 
Lovely, apart. But here it is; prepare I] 
To ſce the life as lively mock'd, as ever 3 
Still ſleep mock'd death; behold, and ſay 'tis well. G 


[ Paulina draws a curtain, and diſcovers Hermicne 


landing lite a ſtatue, 


T 
N 
I like your ſilence, it the more ſhews off f 
Your wonder; but yet ſpeak, ſirſt you, my liege, 1 
Comes it not ſomething near ? S. 
Leo, Her natural poſture ! D 
Chide me, dear ſtone, that I may ſay indeed B 
Thou art Hermione; or rather thou art ſhe, 


In thy not chicing ; for ſhe was as tender 3 
As infancy and grace, But yet, Paulina, 1 
Hermione was not ſo much wrinkled, nothing * 
So aged as this ſeems. 
Por. Oh, not by much. It 
Pau. So much the more our carver's excellence, V 
Which lets go by ſome ſixteen years, and makes her | I 


As the liv'd now. 

Leo. As now ſhe might have done, 
So much to my good comtoit, as it is 
Now piercing to my ſoul. Oh, thus ſhe ſtood ; 
Even with ſuch life of majeſty, warm life, 
As now it coldly ſtands, when firſt | woo'd her. 
I am atham'd ; does not the (tone rebuke me, 
For being more {tone than it? oh royal piece; 
There's magic in thy majeſty, which has 
My evils conjur'd to remembrance; and 
From thy admiring daughter took the ſpirits, 
Standing like [tone with thee. 
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PER. And give me leave, 
And do not ſay tis ſuperſtition, that 
I kneel, and then implore her blefling, Lady, 
Dear Queen, that ended when | but began, 
Give me that hand of yours to kiſs, 
Pau. O, patience ; 
The ſtatue is but newly ſix d; the colour's 
Not diy, 
Cam. My lord, your ſorrow was too ſore laid on, 
Which ſixteen winters cannot blow away, 
So many ſummeis dry; ſcarce any joy 
Did ever ſo long live; no ſorrow, 
But kill'd itſelf much ſooner, 
PoL. Dear my brother, 
Let him that was the cauſe of this, have power 
To take off ſo much grief from you, as he 
Will piece up in himſelf. 
Pau. Indeed, my lord, 
If I had thought the ſight of my poor image 
Would thus have wrought you, for the ltone is mine, 
I'd not have ſhew'd you it. 
Leo. Do not draw the curtain. | 
Pau. No longer ſhall you gaze on't, left your 
fancy 
May think anon, it move, 
LEO. Let be, let he; 
Would | were dead, but that methinks already 
What was he that did make it ſce, my lord, 
Would you not deem it breath'd; and that thoſe 
veins 
Did verily bear blood? 
Por. Maſterly done! 
The very life ſeems warm upon her lip. 
O 2 
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LEO. The fixure of her eye has motion in't, 
As we were mock'd with art, 
Pav, I'll draw the curtain. 
My lord s almoſt fo far tranſported, that 
Hell think anon it lives. 
LEO. O ſweet Paulina, 
Make me to think ſo twenty years together: 
No ſettled ſenſes of the world can match 
The pleaſure of that madneſs. Let't alone. 
Pau. I'm ſorry, fir, I have thus far ſtirr'd you; but 
I could afflict you further. 
LEO. Do Paulina; 
For this affliction has a taſte as ſweet 
As any cordial comfort, Still methinks 
There 1s an air comes from her. What fine chizzel 
Could ever yet cut breath! let no man mock me, 
For I will kiſs her. 
_ Pav, Good my lord forbear; 
The ruddineſs upon her lip is wet; 
You'll marr it, if you kiſs it; ſtain your own 
With oily painting ; ſhall 1 draw the curtain ? 
Lt o. No, not theſe twenty years. 
PER, So long could 1 
Stand by a looker on, 
Pau. Either forbear, 
Quit preſently the chapel, or reſolve you 
For more amazement ; if you can behold it, 
III make the ſtatue move indeed; deſcend, 
And take you by the hand; but then you'll think, 
Which 1 proteſt againſt, I am aſſiſted 
By wicked powers, 
Leo, What you can make her do, 
I am content to look on; what to ſpeak, 
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1 am content to hear; for 'tis as eaſie 
To make her ſpeak, as move. 

PA u. It is requir'd 
You do awake your faith, then all ſtand ſtill, 

And thoſe that think it is unlawful buſineſs 
I am about, let them depart, 

LEO. Proceed; 

No foot ſhall (tir, 

Pau. Muſic; awake her: ſtrike, [ Mufie, 
'Tis time, deſcend; be {tone no more; approach, 
Strike all that look upon with marvel]. Come, 

I'll fill your grave up: ſtir, nay come away : 
Bequeath to death your dumbneſs; for from him 
Dear life redeems you; you perceive ſhe ſtirs, 

[ Hermione comes down, 
start not, her actions ſhall be holy, as 
You hear my ſpell is lawful; do not ſhun her, 
Until you ſee her die again, for then 
You kill her double. Nay preſent your hand; 
When the was young, you woo'd her; now in age, 
Is ſhe become the ſuitor, 

LEO. Oh ſhe's warm, [ Embracing her, 
If this be magic, let it be an art 
Lawful as eating. 

POL. She embraces him. 

Cam. She hangs about his neck, 

If ſhe pertain to life let her ſpeak roo. 

Pol. Ay, and make it manifeſt where ſhe has liv'd, 
Or how ſtol'n from the dead ? 

Pav. That ſhe is living, 

Were it but told you, ſhould be hooted at 
Like an old tale; but it appears ſhe lives, 
'Tho' yet ſhe ſpeak nor, Mark a little while, 
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Fl-ale you 10 interpoſe. fair madam, kneel, 
And pray your mother's bleſſing ; turn good lady, 
Ou: Yer dita is found, 
[ i refe tins Perdita, wh; kneels to Herm, 
HER. You Gods look down, 
And fron your ſacred vials pour your graces 
Upun my daughter's head; rel! me, mine own, 
Where halt thou been prefſerv'd ? where liv'd ? how 
tound 
Thy father's court? for thou ſhalt hear that I, 
Knowing by Paulina that the oracle | 
Gave hope thou walt in being, have preſery'd 
Mylelf, to ſee the iſſue, 
Pau. There's time enough for that; 
Leſt they deſire, upon this puſh, to trouble 
Your joys with like relation, Go together 
You precious winners all, your exultation 
Partake to every one; I, an old turtle, 
Will wing me to ſome wither'd bough, and there 
My mate, that's never to be found again, 
Lament 'tll 1 am loſt, 
Leo, O peace, Paulina: 
Thou ſhould'ſt a huſband take by my conſent, 
As I by thine a wife, This is a match, 
And made between's by vows, Thou haſt found mine, 
But how, is to be queſtion'd ; for | ſaw her, 
As | thought, dead; and have, in vain, ſaid many 
A prayer upon her grave. I Il not ſeck far 
(For him, | partly know his mind) to find thee 
An honourable huſband, Come, Camillo, 
And take her by the hand ; whoſe worth and honeſty 
Is richly noted; and here juſtified 
By us, a pair of Kings, Let's from this place. 
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What * look upon my brother : both your pardons, 
That e'cr I put between your holy looks 

My ill ſuſpicion : this your fon in-law, 

And ſon unto the King, whom heav'ns directing, 

Is troth plight ro your daughter, Good Paulina, 
Lead us from hence. where we may leiſurely - 
Each one dem ind, and anſwer to his part 
Perform'd in this wide gap of time, ſince firſt 

We were diſſcver'd. Haſtily lead away. 


[ Excunt omnes. 
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Dramatis Perſonae. 


LEAR, King of Britain, 
RING of France. 

Duke of Bux up. 
Duke of CoR N WALL. 
Duke of ALBANY. 
EarlofGLo'sTER. 

Earl of KEN r. 

End A, ſon to Glo'ſter. 
EDMUND, baſtard ſon to Glo'ſter. 
CuRaN, a Courtier. 
DocToRr. 

Fool. 


STEWARD to Gonnerill. 
GONNERILL, 


REGAN, : Daughters to Lear. 
CORDELIA, 


Knights attending on the King, Officers, Meſſen- 
gers, Soldiers and Attendants, 


SCENE lyes in Britain. 


Ten- 


KING LEAR. 


ACT I. SCENE I. 


SCENE @ Palace. 
Enter KexnT, Gro's TER, and EDMUND the Baſtard. 


KENT. 


Thought the King had more affected the Duke of 
Albany than Cornwall, 

GLo. It did always ſeem ſo to us: but now in the 
diviſion of the kingdom, it appears not which of the 
dukes he values moſt; for qualities are fo weigh'd, 
that curioſity in neither can make choice of either's 
moiety. 

KzNr. Is not this your ſon, my lord? 

GLo. His breeding, Sir, hath been at my charge. I 
have ſo often bluſh'd to acknowledge him, that now I 
am braz'd to't. 

KenT, I cannot conceive you. 

GLo. Sir, this young fellow's mother could ; where- 
upon ſhe grew round-womb'd, and had indeed, Sir, a 
ſon for her cradle, ere ſhe had a husband for her bed. 
Do you ſmell a fault? 

KenT, I cannot wiſh the fault undone, the iſſue of 
it being ſo proper. 

GLo. But I have a ſon, Sir, by order of law, 
ſome years elder than this; who yet is no dearer in my 
account, though this knave came ſomewhat ſawcily to 
the world before he was ſent for; yet was his mother 
fair, there was good ſport at his making, and the 
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whorſon muſt be acknowledg'd. Do you know this 
nobleman, Edmund ? 

BasT, No, my lord. 

GLo. My lord of Kent; 
Remember him hereafter as my honourable friend. 

BasT. My ſervices to your lordſhip. 

KenT. I mult love you, and ſue to know you 
better. 5875 
BAs r. Sir, I ſhall ſtudy your deſerving. 


GLo. He hath been out nine years, and away he 
ſhall again, 


The king is coming. 


SCENE Id 


To them, enter King LEAR, CORNWALL, ALBANY, 
GONNERILL, REGAN, CORDELIA,and Attendants. 


LEAR. Attend the lords of France and Burgundy. 


GLo. I ſhall, my liege. [ Exit, 
LEAR. Mean time we ſhall expreſs our darker 
purpoſe. 


Give me the map here. Know, we have divided 

In three, our kingdom; and *tis our intent, 

To ſhake all cares and buſineſs from our age, 

Conferring them on younger ſtrengths, while we 

Unburthen'd crawl tow'rd death. Our ſon of Corn- 
wall, 

And you, our no leſs loving ſon of Albany, 

We have this hour a conſtant will to publiſh 

Our daughters ſey'ral dow'rs, that future ſtrife 

May be prevented now. The Princes France and Bur- 
gundy, 

Great rivals in our younger daughter's love, 

Long in our court have made their am'rous ſojourn, 

And here are to be anſwer'd. Tell me, daughters, 


Zn 


In 
W 
1 
V 
0 


his 


Ou 


he 


* 


Only ſhe comes too ſhort, that J profeſs 
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gince now we will diveſt us, both of rule, 
Int'reſt of territory, cares of ſtate; 
Which of you ſhall we {ay doth love us moſt ? 
That we our largeſt bounty may extend 
Where nature doth with merit challenge. Gonnerill 
Our eldeſt born, ſpeak firſt. 
GoN. Ilove you Sir, 
Dearer than eve-ſight, ſpace and liberty, 
Beyond what can be valued rich or rare, 


No leſs than life, with grace, health, beauty, honour : 


As much as child e'er lov'd, or father found. 
A love that makes breath poor, and ſpeech unable, 
Beyond all manner of ſo much I love you. 

Cor. What ſhall Cordelia * do? love and be ſi- 


lent. [ Afide. 
LEAR. Of all theſe bounds, ev'n from this line to 
this, 


With ſhadowy foreſts and with champions rich'd, 
With plenteous rivers and wide-skirted meads, 
We make thee lady. To thine and Albany's iſſue 
Be this perpetual What ſays our ſecond daughter, 
Our deareſt Regan, wife of Cornwall? ſpeak. 

REG. I'm made of that ſelf- metal as my ſiſter, 
And prize me at her worth. In my true heart, 
I find ſhe names my very deed of love: 


* 


My ſelf an enemy to all other joys, 
Which the molt precious ſquare of ſenſe + poſſeſſes, 
And find I am alone felicitate 
In your dear highneſs' love. 

Cor. Then poor Cordelia ! [A/ede. 
And yet not ſo, ſince Jam ſure my love's 


* ſpeak, + profeſſes. 


8 KING LE A R. I. 2. 


More pond'rous than my tongue. 
LEAR. To thee, and thine, hereditary ever, 
Remain this ample third of our fair kingdom, 
No leſs in ſpace, validity, and pleaſure, 
Than that conferr'd on Gonnerill. Now our joy, 
Although our laſt, not leaſt; to whoſe young love, 
The vines of France, and milk of Burgundy, 
Strive to be int'reſt : what ſay you to draw 
A third, more opulent than your ſiſters ? ſpeak. 
Cor. Nothing, my lord, 
LEAR, Nothing? 
Cor. Nothing. 
LzAR. Nothing will come of nothing, ſpeak 
again. 
Cox. Unhappy that I am, I cannot heave 
My heart into my mouth: I love your majeſty 
According to my bond, no more nor leſs. 
Lear. How, how, Cordelia? mend your ſpeech a 
little, | 


' Leſt you may mar your fortunes. 


Cor. Good my lord, 
You have begot me, bred me, lov'd me. I 
Return thoſe duties back as are right fit, 
Obey you, love you, and moſt honour you. 
Why have my liſters husbands, if they ſay 
They love you, all ? hap'ly when I ſhall wed, 
That lord whoſe hand muſt take my plight, ſhall carry 
Half my love with him, half my care and duty. 
Sure I ſhall never marry like my ſiſters, 
To love my father all —— 


+ and 


+ Theſe words reſtor'd from the firſt edition, without 
which the ſenſe was not compleat, 
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LEAR. But goes thy heart with this? 

Cor. Ay, my good lord. 

LEAR. So young, and ſo untender ? 

CoR. So young, my lord, and true. 

LEAR. Let it be ſo, thy truth then be thy dowre : 
For by the ſacred radiance of the ſun, 
The myſteries of Hecate, and the night, 
By all the operations of the orbs 
From whom we do exiſt, and ceaſe to be: 
Here I diſclaim all my paternal care, 
Propinquity, and property of blood, 
And as a ſtranger to my heart and me 
Hold thee from this for ever. The barb'rous Scythian, 
Or he that makes his generation meſſes 
To gorge his appetite; ſhall to my boſom 
Be as well neighbour'd, pitied, and reliev'd, 
As thou, my ſometime daughter, 

KENT. Good my liege 

LEAR. Peace, Kent! 
Come not between the dragon and his wrath, 
I lov'd her moſt, and thought to ſet my reſt 
On her kind nurs'ry. Hence, avoid my light! 
[ 7; COR, 


So be my grave my peace, as here I give 
Her father's heart from her; call France; who ſtirs ? 
Call Burgundy Cornwall and Albany, 

With my two daughters dowres, digeſt the third. 

Let pride, which ſhe calls plainneſs, marry her. 

I do inveſt you jointly with my power, 

Preheminence, and all the large effects 

That troop with majeſty. Our ſelf by monthly courſe, 
With reſervation of an hundred knights, 

By you to be ſuſtain'd, ſhall our abode 

Make with you by due turns: only retain 

Vor. II. 
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The name and all th* addition to a king: 

The ſway, revenue, execution, 

Beloved ſons, be yours; which to confirm 

This coronet part between you, [Giving the crown. 

KexT. Royal Lear, 

Whom TI have ever honour'd as a king, 
Lov'd as my father, as my matter follow'd, 
And as my patron thought on in my pray'rs 

LEAR. The bow is bent and drawn, make from 

the ſhaft. 

KENT. Let it fall rather, though the fork invade 
The region of my heart; be Kent unmannerly, 
When Lear is mad: what would'ſt thou do, old man? 
Thinkꝰſt thou that duty ſhall have dread to ſpeak 
When pow'r to flatt'ry bows ? to plainneſs honour 
Ts bound, when majeſty to folly falls. 

Reſerve thy (tate ; with better judgment check 
This hideous raſhneſs; with my life I anſwer, 
Thy youngeſt daughter does not love thee leaſt, 
Nor are thoſe empty-hearted, whoſe low ſound 
Reverbs no hollownels. 

LE AR. Kent, on thy life no more. 

KEN T. My life I never held but as a pawn 
To wedge again(t * thy foes ; nor fear to loſe i it, 

Thy ſafety being the motive. 

LEar. Out of my fight! 

KENT. See better, Lear, and let me Rill remain 
The true blank of thine eye. 

LEAR. Now by Apollo 

KENT. Now by Apollo, King, 

Thou ſwear'lt thy gods in vain. 
LEaR. O vaſlal! miſcreant ! 


[Laying his hand on his ſword, 


* thine enemies, ne'er 


N. 


ord, 


That juſtly think'ſt, and haſt moſt rightly ſaid; 


KING LEAR. I. 3. I! 


ALB. CoRN. Dear Sir, forbear. 

KenT. Kill thy phyſician, and thy fee beſtow 
Upon the foul diſeaſe ; revoke thy doom, 
Or whilſt I can vent clamour from my throat, 
I'll tell thee thou doſt evil. 

LE AR. Hear me recreant |! 
+ Since thou halt ſought to make us break our vow, 
Which we durſt never yet; and with ſtrain'd pride, 
To come betwixt our ſentence and our power, 
Which nor our nature nor our place can bear, 
Our potency make good, take thy reward. 
Five days we do allot thee for proviſion, 
To ſhield thee from diſaſters of the world, 
And on the ſixth to turn thy hated back 
Upon our kingdom; ifthe tenth day following 
Thy baniſh'd trunk be found in our dominions, 
The moment is thy death : away. By Jupiter, 
This ſhall not be revok'd. 

KENT. Fare thee well, King, ſith thus thou wilt 

appear, 

Freedom lives hence, and baniſhment is here; 
The gods to their dear ſhelter take thee, maid, 


And your large ſpeeches may your deeds approve, 
That good effects may ſpring from words of love: 
Thus Kent, O Princes, bids you all adieu, 1 
He'll ſhape his old courſe in a country new. ¶ Exit. 


SCENE III. 
Enter Gro's 1ER, with FRANCE and BURGUNDY, | 
and Attendants, 
Cor, Here's France and Burgundy, my noble lord, 
Lear. My lord of Burgundy, 
+ That 
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We firſt addreſs tow'rd you, who with this king 
Have rivall'd for our daughter; what at leaſt 
Will you require in preſent dowre with her, 
Or ceaſe your queſt of love? 

Bus, Moſt royal majeſty, 
I crave no more than what your highneſs offer'd, 
Nor will you tender leſs, 

Lr AR. Right noble Burgundy, 
When ſhe was dear to us we held her ſo, = 
But now her price is fall'n: Sir, there ſhe ſtands, 
If ought within that little ſeeming ſubltance, 
Or all of it with our diſpleaſure pierc'd, 
And nothing more, may fitly like your grace, 
She's there, and ſhe is yours. 

Bur. Ikno no anſwer, 

LrAR. Will you with thoſe inſirmities ſhe owes, 
Unſriended, new - adopted to our hate, 
Dowr*d with our curſe, and ſtranger'd with our oath, 
Take her, or leave her? 

Bur. Pardon, royal Sir. 
Election makes not up on ſuch conditions. 

LEaR. Then leave her Sir, for by the pow'r that 

made me 

I te!l you all her wealth. 
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For you, great king, 

| [To FRANCE. 
T would not from your love make ſuch a ſtray, 
To match you where I hate; therefore beſeech you 
T' avert your liking a more worthy way 
Than on a wretch whom nature is aſham'd 
Almoſt t' acknowledge hers. 

FRANCE. This is moſt ſtrange! 

That ſhe, who ev'n but now was your beſt object, 
Your praiſe's argument, balm of your age, 
Deareſt and beſt ; ſhould in this triceof time 


E, 


th, 


that 


CE, 
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Commit a thing ſo monſtrous, to diſmantle 
So many folds of favour! ſure th' offence 
Mult be of ſuch unnatural degree, 
As monſtrous is; or your fore-voucht affection 
Could not fall into taint; which to believe of her 
Muſt be a faith that reaſon without miracle 
Should never plant in me. 
CoR.-I yet beſeech your majeſty, 
If (for I want that plib and oily art, 
To ſpeak and purpoſe not, ſince what I well intend, 
I'll do't before I ſpeak) that you make known 
It is no vicious blot, murther, or foulneſs, 
No unchaſte action, or diſhonour'd ſtep, 
That hath depriv'd me of your grace and favour; 
But ev'n for want of that, for which I'm richer, 
A till ſolliciting eye, and ſuch a tongue, 
That I am glad I've not, though not to have it 
Hath loſt me in your liking. 
LEAR. Better thou 
Hadſt not been born, than not have pleas'd me better. 
FRANCE. Is it but this? a tardineſs in nature, 
Which often leaves the hiſtory unſpoke 
That it intends to do? my lord of Burgundy, 
What ſay you to the lady? love's not love 
When it is mingled with regards, that ſtand 
Aloof from th' intire point. Say will you have her? 
She is herſelf a dowry. 
BUR. Royal King, 
Give but that portion which yourſelf propos'd, 
And here I take Cordelia by the hand, 
Dutcheſs of Burgundy. 
Lear. Nothing I've ſworn. 
BuR. I'm ſorry then you have ſo loſt a father, 
That you muſt loſe a husband. 
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Con. Peace be with Burgundy, 

Since that reſpect and fortunes are his love, 
I ſhall not be his wife. 

FRANCE. Faireſt Cordelia, that art moſt rich, being 

poor, | 

Moſt choice, forſaken ; and moſt lov'd, deſpis'd! 
Thee and thy virtues here I ſeize upon. 
Be't lawful I take up what's caſt away. [glect 
Gods, gods! *tis ſtrange, that from their cold'ſt ne- 


My love ſhould kindle to enflam'd reſpect. 


Thy dowreleſs daughter, King, thrown to my chance, 
Is queen of us, of ours, and our fair France: 
Not all the dukes of wat'riſh Burgundy, 
Can buy this unpriz'd precious maid of me, 
Bid them farewel, Cordelia, though unkind, 
Thou loſeſt here, a better where to find. 
LxAR. Thou haſt her, France, let her be thine, 
for we 
Have no ſuch daughter, nor ſhall ever ſee 
That face of hers again; therefore be gone 
Without our grace, our love, our benizon : 
Come noble Burgundy. [Flouriſh. | Exeunt, 


SCENE IV. 


FRANCE. Bid farewell to your ſiſters. 

Cor. Ye jewels of our father, with waſh'd eyes 
Cordelia leaves you: I know what you are, 
And like a ſiſter am moſt loth to call 
Your faults as they are nam'd. Love well our father: 
To your ꝗ profeſſing boſoms I commit him; 
But yet, alas, ſtood I within his grace, 
1 would prefer him to a better place. 


+ profeſſed, 


0t, 


- 8: 
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So farewel to you both. 


REG. Preſcribe not us our duty. 
Gon. Let your ſtudy 
Be to content your lord, who hath receiv'd you 
At fortune's alms; you have obedience ſcanted, 
And well are worth the want that you have wanted. 
Cor. Time ſhall unfold what plaited cunning 
hides, 
Who covers faults, at laſt with ſhame derides. 
Well may you proſper. 
FRANCE. Come my fair Cordelia, 
[Exeunt FRANCE and COR, 


SCENE V. 


Gon. Siſter, it is not little I've to ſay, 
Of what moſt nearly appertains to us both; 
I think our father will go hence to-night, 

REG. That's certain, and with you; next month 
with us. 

Gex. You ſee how full of changes his age is, the 
obſervation we have made of it hath not been little; 
he always lov'd our ſiſter moſt, and with what poor 
judgment he hath now caſt her off, appears too groſly. 

REG. Tis the infirmity of his age; yet he hath ever 
but ſlenderly known himſelf. 

Gon. The beſt and ſoundeſt of his time hath been 
but raſh; then muſt we look from his age, to receive 
not alone the imperfections of long-engrafted condi- 
tion, but therewithal the unruly waywardneſs, that 
infirm and cholerick years bring with them. 

REG. Such unconſtant.ſtarts are we like to have 
from him, as this of Kent's baniſhment. 

Gon. Thereis further complement of leave-taking 


between France and him; pray you let us fit toge- 
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16 KiNG LEAR, I. 6. 


ther: if our father carry authority with ſuch diſpoſi- 
tion as he bears, this lalt ſurrender of his will but of- 


fend us. 
REG. We ſhall further think of it. 
Gox. We mult do ſomething, and i' th' heat, 


[ Exeunt, 


EET TR 
A Caſtile belonging to the Earl of Glo'ſter. 
Enter Baſtard with a letter, 


BasT. Thou Nature art my goddeſs, to thy law 
My ſervices are bound; wherefore ſhould I 
Stand in the plague of cuſtom, and permit 
The þ nicety of nations to deprive me, 
For that I am ſome twelve or fourteen moonſhines 
Lag of a brother? why baſtard ? wherefore baſe ? 
When my dimenſions are as well compact, 
My mind as gen'rous, and my ſhape as true, 
As honeſt madam's iſſue ? why brand they us 
With baſe? with baſeneſs, baſtardy, baſe, baſe, 
Who in the luſty ſtealth of nature, take 
More compoſition and fierce quality; 
Than doth, within a dull, (tale, tired bed, 
Go to creating a whole tribe of fops, 
Got ' tween a- ſleep and wake? well then, 
Legitimate Edgar, I muſt have your land, 
Our father's love is to the baſtard Edmund, 
As to th' legitimate; fine word legitimate 
Well, my legitimate, if this letter ſpeed 
And my invention thrive, Edmund the baſe 
Shall be th legitimate I grow, I proſper; 
Now gods ſtand up for baſtards ! 


{ curiolity, 
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SCENE VII. 
To him, Enter Gro's TER. 


Gro. Kent baniſh'd thus! and France in choler 
parted ! 
And the king gone to-night ! ſubſcrib'd his pow'r, 
Confin'd to exhibition ! all is gone 
Upon the gad! Edmund, how now? what news? 

Bas r. So pleaſe your lordſhip, none. 

[Putting up the letter. 

GLo. Why ſo earneſtly ſeek you to put up that 

letter ? | | 

BasT. Iknow no news, my lord. 

GLo. What paper were you reading ? 

BasT. Nothing, my lord. 

GLO. No! what needed then that terrible diſpatch 
of it into your pocket ? the quality of nothing hath not 
ſuch need to hide itſelf. Let's ſee; come, if it be no- 
thing, I ſhall not need ſpectacles. 

Bas r. Ibeſcech you Sir, pardon me; it is a letter 
from my brother, that I have not all o'er-read; and 
for ſo much as I have perus'd, I find it not fit for your 
o'er-looking. 

GLo. Give me the letter, Sir. 

Bas T. I ſhall offend, either to detain, or give it; 
the contents, as in part I underſtand them, are to 
blame. | 

GLo. Let's ſee, let's ſee. 

Bas T. I hope, for my brother's juſtification, he 
wrote this but as an eſſay, or taſte of my virtue. 

GLo. reads. ] This policy and reverence of ages 
makes the world bitter to the belt of our times; keeps 
our fortunes from us, 'till our oldneſs cannot reliſh 


"them. I begin to find an idle and fond bondage in the 
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* oppreſſion of aged tyranny; which ſways, not as it 
* hath power, but as it is ſuffered. Come to me, that 
* of this I may ſpeak more. If our father would ſleep 
till I wak'd him, you ſhould enjoy half his revenue 
* for ever, and live the beloved of your brother.“ Ed- 


gar, —Hum——Conſpiracy ! ſleep *till I wake 
him you ſhould enjoy half his revenue——My ſon 
Edgar! had he a hand to write this! a heart and brain 
to breed it in! when came this to you ? who brought 
it ? | 

BasT. It was not brought me, my lord; there's the 
cunning of it. Ifoundit thrown in at the caſement of 
my cloſet, | 

GLo. You know the character to be your bro- 
ther's ? 

Bas r. If the matter were good, my lord, I durlt 
ſwear it were his; but in reſpect of that, I would fain 
think it were not. 

GLo. It is his. 

Bas T. It is his hand, my lord; I hope his heart is 
not in the contents. 

GLo. Has he never before ſounded you in this bu- 
ſineſs ? 


Bas r. Never, my lord. But I have heard him of: | 


maintain it to be fit, that ſons at perfect age, and fa- 
thers declining, the father ſhould be as a ward to the 
ſon, and the ſon manage his revenue. 

GLo. O villain! villain! his very opinion in the 
letter. Abhorred villain ! unnatural, deteſted, brutiſh 
villain! worſe than brutiſh ! go, ſirrah, ſeek him; III 
apprehend him. Abominable villain ! where is he ? 

Bas r. Ido not well know, my lord; if it ſhall pleaſe 
you to ſuſpend your indignation againſt my brother, 


*till you can derive from him better teſtimony of his 
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intent, you” ſhould run a certain courſe, where, if you 
violently proceed againſt him, miſtaking his purpoſe, 
it would make a great gup in your honour, and ſhake 
in pieces the heart of his obedience. I dare pawn down 
my life for him, that he hath writ this to feel my affec- 
tion to your honour, and to no other pretence of 
danger. 

Gro. Think you ſo ? 

BasT. If your honour judge it meet, I will place 
you where you ſhall hear us confer of this, and by an 
auricular aſſurance have your ſatisfaction, and that 
without any further delay than this very evening. 

GLo. He cannot be ſuch a monſter. Edmund, ſeek 
him out; wind me into him, I pray you; frame the bu- 


| fineſs after your own wiſdom. I would unſtate myſelf, 


to be in adue reſolution. 

BAS T. I will ſeek him, Sir, preſently ; convey the 
buſineſs as I ſhall find means, and acquaint you 
withal. 

GLo. Theſe late eclipſes in the ſun and moon por- 
tend no good to us; tho' the wiſdom of nature can 
reaſon it thus and thus, yet nature finds itſelf ſcourg'd 
by the ſequent effects. Love cools, friendſhip falls off, 
brothers divide. In cities, mutinies; in countries, diſ- 
cord; in palaces, treaſon ; and the bond crack'd *twixt 
ſon and father. This villain of mine comes under the 
prediction, there's ſon againſt father; the King falls 
from biaſs of nature, there's father againſt child. We 
have ſeen the beſt of our time. Machinations, hollows 
neſs, treachery, and all ruinous diſorders follow u- 
diſquietly to our graves! find out this villain, Ed- 
mund, it ſhall loſe thee nothing, do it carefully 
and the noble and true-hearted Kent baniſh'd ! his of- 
fence, honeſty, *Tis ſtrange. [ Exit. 
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SCENE VIII. 


BasT. This is the excellent foppery of the world, 
that when we are ſick in fortune, (often the ſurfeits 
of our own behaviour) we make guilty of our diſaſters, 
the ſun, the moon and ſtars; as if we were villains on 
neceſſity , fools by heavenly compulſion, knaves, 
thieves, and treacherous by ſpherical predominance, 
drunkards, iyars, and adulterers by an inforc'd obe- 
dience of planetary influence; and all that we are evil 


in, by a divine thruſting on. An admirable evaſion of 


whore-maſter man, to lay his goatiſh diſpoſition on the 
charge of a ſtar ! my father compounded with my mo- 
ther under the dragon's tail, and my nativity was un- 
der Ur/a major, ſo that it follows I am rough and 
leacherous. I ſhould have been what I am, had the 
maidenlieſt ſtar in the firmament twinkled on my 
baſta; dizing. | 


$: C.E:N-E: IX. 
To him, Enter EDGAR. 

BAS T. Pat! he comes like the cataſtrophe ot 
the old comedy; my cue is villanous melancholy, with 
a ſigh like Tom o' Bedlam— O theſe eclipſes por- 
tend theſe diviſions! fa, ſol, la, me 

EDG. How now, brother Edmund, what ſerious 
contemplation are you in ? 

BasT. I am thinking, brother, of a oeedidiion 1 
read this other day, what ſhould follow thele eclipſes. 

EnG. Do you buſie yourſelf with that? 

Bas r. Ipromiſe you the effects he writes of, ſuc- 
ceed unhappily. When ſaw you my father laſt? 


+ them, Old edition, 
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EDG. The night gone by. 

Bas T. Spake you with bim? 

Ep G. Ay, two hours together. 

BasT. Parted you in good terms, found you no 
diſpleaſure in him, by word or countenance? 

EDG. None at all. 

Bas T. Bethink yourſelf wherein you have offen- 


ded him: and at my intreaty forbear his preſence, un- 


til ſome little time hath qualified the heat of his diſ- 
pleaſure; which at this inſtant ſo rageth in him, that 
with the miſchief of your perſon it would ſcarcely al- 
lay, 

_ Some villain hath done me wrong. 

BasT. That's my fear; I pray you have a conti- 
nent forbearance till the ſpeed of his rage goes flower ; 
and as I ſay, retire with me to my lodging, from 
whence I will fitly bring you to hear my lord ſpeak : 
pray you go, there's my key: if you do ſtir abroad, go 
arm'd, 

Ep. Arm'd, brother! 

Bas T. Brother, I adviſe you to the beſt; Tam no 
honeſt man if there be any good meaning toward you: 
I have told you what I have ſeen and heard, but faint- 
ly; nothing like the image and horror of it ; pray you 
away, | 

EpG. Shall I hear from you anon? Exit, 


SCENE X. 


BasT. I ſerve you in this buſineſs: 
A credulous father, and a brother noble, 
Whoſe nature is ſo far from doing harms, 
That he ſuſpects none; on whoſe fooliſh honeſty 
My practices ride eaſie: I ſee the buſineſs. 
Let me, ifnot by birth, have lands by wit, 
All with me's meet, that I can faſhion fit. [Exit, 
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SCENE XI. 
The Duke of ALBany's Palace. 


Enter GONNERILL, and Steward. 


Gon. Did my father ſtrike my gentleman for chi - 
ding of his fool ? 
STEw. Ay, madam. 


Gon. By day and night he wrongs me; every hour 


He flaſhes into one groſs crime or other, 

That ſets us all at odds; I'll not endure it; 

His knights grow riotous, and himſelf upbraids us 
On ev'ry trifle. When he returns from hunting, 

I will not ſpeak with him, ſay I am ſick, 

If you come ſlack of former ſervices, 

You ſhall do well, the fault of it I'll anſwer. 

STEw. He's coming, madam, I hear him. 

Gon. Put on what weary negligence you pleaſe, 
You and your fellows: I'd have it come to queſtion: 
If he diſtaſte it, let him to my ſiſter, 

- Whoſe mind and mine I know in that are one, 
Remember what I have faid. 

STEW, Well, madam. 

Gon. And let his knights have colder looks among 
you : what grows of it no matter, adviſe your fellows 
ſo, I'll write ſtrait to my ſiſter to hold my courſe : pre- 
pare for dinner, [Exeunt. 


SCENE XII. 
Enter KENT diſpuisrd. 
KEN T. If but as well Iother accents borrow, 
And can my ſpeech diſuſe, my good intent 
May carry thro? itſelf to that full iſſue 
For which I raz'd my likeneſs. Baniſh'd Kent, 
If thou can'ſt ſerve where thou doſt ſtand condemn'd, 
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go may it come, thy maſter whom thou loy'ſt 
Shall find the full of labours. 


Horns within. Enter Lx Ax, Knights and Attendants, 


Lear. Let me not ſtay a jot for dinner, go get it 
ready : how now, what art thou ? 

KENT. A man, Sir. 

Lear. What doſt thou profeſs? what would'ſt 
thou with us ? 

KenrT. I do profeſs to be no leſs than I ſeem; to 
ſerve him truly that will put me in truſt, to love him 
that is honeſt, to converſe with him that is wiſe and 
ſays little, to fear judgment, to fight when I cannot 
chuſe, and to eat no fifh. 

LEAR. What art thou ? 

KenT. A very honeſt-hearted fellow, and as poor 
as the King. 

LE AR. If thou beeſt as poor for a ſubject, as he's 
for a king, thou art poor enough. What would'ſt 
thou? 

KENT, Service. 

LEAR. Whom would'ſt thou ſerve? 

KENT. You. 

LE AR. Doſt thou know me, fellow? 

KENT. No, Sir, but you have that in your counte- 
nance, which I would fain call maſter. 

LEAR. What's that ? 

KENT. Authority. 

Lear. What ſervices canſt thou do? 

KENT, Ican keep honeſt counſels, ride, run, marr 
à curious tale in telling it, and deliver a plain meſſage 
bluntly: that which ordinary men are fit for, I am 
qualify'd in, and the beſt of me is diligence. 

Lear. How old art thou? 
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K Er. Not ſo young, Sir, to love a woman for 
ſinging, nor ſo old to doat on her for any thing, 1 
have years on my back forty eight, | 

LE AR. Follow me, thou ſhalt ſerve me; if I like 
thee no worſe after dinner, I will not part from thee 
yet. Dinner ho, dinner where's my knave ? my 
fool? go you and call my fool hither. You, you, ſirrah, 
where's my daughter ? 

Enter Steward, 
STEw. So pleaſe you [Exit, 
Lear. What ſays the fellow there? call the clot- 
ole back: where's my fool? ho? I think the 
world's aſleep, how now ? where's that mungrel ? 

Kx1GHaT, He ſays, my lord, your daughter is not 
well, 

Lear. Why came not the ſlave back to me when I 
call'd him ? 

KN1GHr. Sir, he anſwer'd in the roundeſt manner, 
he would not. 

LEAR. He would not? 

Kn1iGcaT. My lord, I know not what the matter 
is; but to my judgment, your highnels is not enter- 
tain'd with that ceremonious affection as you were 
wont; there's a great abatement of kindneſs appears 


as well in the general dependants, as in the duke him- 


ſelf alſo, and your daughter. 

LEA R. Ha! ſay'ſt thou ſo? 

KNIGHT. I beſeech you pardon me, my lord, if 
be miſtaken; for my duty cannot be ſilent, * { 
think your highneſs i is wrong'd. 

LEAR. Thou but remember'ſt me of my own con- 
ception. I have perceiv'd a moſt faint neglect of late, 
which I have rather blamed as my own jealous curioſi- 


ty, than as a very pretence and purpoſe of unkindneſs; 
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I will look further into't; but where's my fool? I have 
not ſeen him theſe two days. 

KNn1GHT, Since my young lady's going into France, 
Sir, the fool hath much pined away. 

LEAR. No more of that, IT have noted it well; go 
you and tell my daughter, I would ſpeak with her. Go 
you call hither my fool. O you Sir, come you hither 
Sir, who am I Sir? 


Enter Steward, 


STEw. My lady's father. 

Lear. My lady's father? my lord's knave, you 
whorſon dog, you ſlave, you cur. 

STEW. Iamnone of theſe, my lord; I beſeech your 
pardon. 

Lear. Do you bandy looks with me, you raſcal? 

[Striking him, 

STE w. T'll not be ſtruck, my lord. 

KENT. Nor tript neither, you baſe foot-ball 
player. [Tripping up his heels, 

LEAR. I thank thee fellow. Thou ſerv'ſt me, and 

I'll love thee. 

KENT. Come, Sir, ariſe, away, I'Il teach you dif- 
ferences: away, away; if you will meaſure your lub- 
ber's length again, tarry; but away, go to: have you 
wiſdom, ſo. 

Lx AR. Now my friendly knave I thank thee, there's 
earneſt of thy ſervice. 


SCENE XII. 


To them, Enter Fool. 


Foo. Let me hire him too, here's my coxcomb. 
[ Giving his cap. 
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Ly AR. How now my pretty knave ? how do'ſt 
thou? 

Foor. Sirrah, you were beſt take my coxcomb. 

KENT. Why, my boy? 

Foot. Why? for taking one's part that is out of 
favour; nay, an thou canſt not ſmile as the wind fits, 
thou'lt catch cold ſhortly. There take my coxcomb; 
why, this fellow has baniſh'd two of his daughters, and 
did the third a bleſſing againſt his will; if thou follow 
him, thou mult needs wear my coxcomb. How now 
nuncle? would I had two coxcombs, and two davgh- 
ters. | 

LE AR. Why, my boy? 

Foor. If I give them all my living, I'll keep my 
coxcomb myſelf; there's mine, beg another of thy 
daughters. 

LEAR. Take heed, ſirrah, the whip. 

Foor. Truth's a dog muſt to kennel, he muſt be 
whip'd out, when the lady brach may ſtand by th' fire 
and ſtink. | 

ILE AR. A peſtilent gall to me. 

Fool. Sirrah, I'll teach thee a ſpeech. [Ze Kxx T. 

LEAR. Do. 

Foor. Mark it, nuncle; 

Have more than thou ſhoweſt, 
Speak leſs than thou knoweſt, 
Lend leſs than thou oweſt, 
Ride more than thou goeſt, 
Learn more than thou troweſt, 
Set leſs than thou throweſt: 
Leave thy drink and thy whore, 
And keep within door, 

And thou ſhalt have more 
Than two tens to a ſcore. 
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KEN T. This is nothing, ſool. 

Fool. Then it is like the breath of an unfee'd lau- 
yer, you give me nothing for't; can you make no uſe 
of nothing, nuncle ? 

LEaR., Why no, boy, nothing can be made out of 
nothing. 

FooL. Pr'ythee tell him, ſo much the rent of his 
land comes to: he will not believe a fool.* [To KE NT. 

+ Lear. Doſt thou call me fool? 

* FooL. All thy other titles thou haſt given away 
© that thou waſt born with. 

*KENT, This is not altogether fool, my lord. 

Foo. No faith, lords and great men will not let 
me; if Thad a monopoly on't, they would have part 
don't: nay the ladies too, they'll not let me have all 
fool myſelf, they'll be ſnatching. 

Give me an egg, nuncle, and Ill give thee two crowns. 

LEAR. What two crowns ſhall they be? 

Fooi.. Why after I have cut the egg i' th* middle and 
eat up the meat, the two crowns of the egg: when thou 
cloveſt thy crown i' th' middle and gav'ſt away both 
parts, thou bor'ſt thine aſs on thy back o'er the dirt; 
thou had'ſt little wit in thy bald crown, when thou 
gav'ſt thy golden one away: if I ſpeak like myſelf in 
this, let him be whip'd that firſt finds it ſo. 


believe a fool. 
Leak. A bitter fool, 


Fool. Doſt thou know the difference, my boy, between a 
bitter fool and a ſweet one? 

LEAR. No lad: teach me. 

FooL. Nuncle, give me an egg, and I'll give thee two 
crowns, 

LEar. What two crowns, Cc. 


+ Theſe are out of the old edition, 
D 2 
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Fools neꝰ er had leſs grace in a year, Singing. 
For wiſemen are grown foppiſh, 

© And know not how their wits to wear, 
© Their manners are ſo apiih. 

LEAR. When were you wont to be ſo full of ſongs, 
ſirrah ? 

Fool. I have uſed it, nuncle, e'er ſince thou mad'!t 
thy daughters thy mothers; for when thou gav'ſt 
them the rod, and put'ſt down thine own breeches, 
then they 

For ſudden joy did weep, [Singing. 
And I for ſorrow ſung, 
© That ſuch a king ſhould play bo peep, 
And go the fools among. 
Pr'ythee nuncle keep a ſchool-maſter that can teach 
thy fool to lie; I would fain learn to lie. 

LEAR, If you lie, ſirrah, we'll have you whipt. 

FooL. 1 marvel what kin thou and thy daughters 
are: they'll have me whipt for ſpeaking true, thou'lt 
have me whipt for lying, and ſometimes I am whipt 
for holding my peace, I had rather be any kind o'thing 
than a fool, and yet I would not be thee, nuncle; thou 
baſt pared thy wit o'both ſides, and left nothing i' th? 
middle; here comes one o' th' parings. 


SCENE XIV. 


To them, Enter GONNERIL. 


LE AR. How now, daughter? what makes that front- 
let on? you are too much of late i'th* frown. 

Fool. Thou waſt a pretty fellow when thou hadſt 
no need to care for her frowning; now thou art an 0 
without a figure; I am better than thou art now, Iam 
a fool, thou art nothing 
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my tongue, [72GONNERILL. I ſo your face bids me, 
tho' you ſay nothing. 3 
* Mum, mum, he that keeps nor cruſt nor crum, 5 
ULinging. 4 
© Weary of all, ſhall want ſome.” 
That's a ſheal'd peaſcod. 
Go x. Not only, Sir, this your all-licenc'd fool, 
But other of your inſolent retinue, 
Do hourly carp and quarrel, breaking forth 
In rank and not to be endured riots, Sir. 
I thought by making this well known unto you, 
T' have found a ſafe redreſs; but now grow fearful 
By what yourſelf too late have ſpoke and done, 
That you protect this courſe, and put it on 
By your allowance; if you ſhould, the fault 
Would not *ſcape cenſure, nor the redreſſes ſleep, 
Which in the tender of a wholſome weal, 
Might in their working do you that offence, 
(Which elſe were ſhame,) that then neceſſity 
Will call diſcreet proceeding. 
Foo. For you know, nuncle, 
* The hedge-ſparrow fed the cuckoo ſo long, 
That it had its head bit off by it's young; 
So out went the candle, and we were left darkling. 
LEaR. Are you our daughter? 
Gon. I would you would make uſe of your good 
wiſdom, 
Whereof I know you are fraught, and put away 
Theſe diſpoſitions, which of late tranſport you 
From what you rightly are. 
FoOL. May not an aſs know when the cart draws 
the horſe? whoop Jug I love thee. 
LEAR, Does any here know me? this is not Lear: 
Does Lear walk thus? ſpeak thus? where are his eyes? 
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Either his notion weakens, his diſcernings 


Are lethargied Ha! waking tis not ſo; 
Who is it that can tell me who Iam? * 
Lear's ſhadow ? I would learn, for by the marks 
Of ſovereignty, of knowledge, and of reaſon, 
I ſhould be falſe perſuaded I had daughters. 
Your name, fair gentlewoman ? 

Gon. This admiration, Sir, is much of the ſavour 
Of other your new pranks. I do beſeech you 
To underſtand my purpoſes aright : 
You, as you're old and reverend, ſhould be wiſe, 
Here do you keep a hundred knights and 'ſquires, 
Men ſo diforder'd, ſo debauch'd and bold, 
That this our court, infected with their manners, 
Shews like a riotous inn; epicuriſm and luſt 
_ Makeit more like a tavern or a brothel, 
Than a grac'd palace. Shame itſelf doth fpeak 
For inſtant remedy. Be then deſir'd 
By her, that elſe will take the thing ſhe begs, 
+ Of fifty to diſquantity your train; 
And the remainders that ſhall ſtill — 
To be ſuch men as may beſort your age, 
And know themſelves and you. 

LE AR. Darkneſs and devils ! 
Saddle my horſes, call my train together ——— 
Degen' rate baſtard ! I'll not trouble thee 


— who T am ? 
Fool. Lear's ſhadow. 
LEtaR. Your name, fair gentlewoman ? 


+ A little is the common was requir'd to be cut ©, 
reading ; but it appears from mhich ( as the editions ſtood ) 
what Lear ſays in the next is no where ſpecified by C 
feene, that this number fifty merill. 
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Yet have I left a daughter. 


Gox. You ſtrike my people, and your diſorder'd 
Make ſervants of their betters. [ rabble 


31 


S CE NE XV. 
To them, Enter ALBANY. 
LEAR, Woe! that too late repents 

Is it your will, ſpeak, Sir? prepare my horſes.— 
[To ALB, 


Ingratitude ! thou marble-hearted fiend, 
More hideous when thou ſhew'ft thee in a child, 
Than the ſea-monſter. 

ALB. Pray Sir be patient. 

Lx AR. Deteſted kite! thou lieſt. [To GON. 
My train are men of choice and rareſt parts, 
That all particulars of duty know, 
And in the moſt exact regard ſupport 
The worſhips of their names. O moſt ſmall fault! 
How ugly didſt thou in Cordelia ſhew ? 
Which like an engine wrencht my frame of nature 
From the ſixt place; drew from my heart all love, 
And added to the gall. O Lear, Lear, Lear! 


Beat at this gate that let thy folly in, [Szriking his head. 


And thy dear judgment out. Go, go, my people, 
ALB. My lord, I'm guiltleſs, as I'm ignorant 
Of what hath moved you. 
LE AR. It may be ſo, my lord 


Hear nature, hear, dear goddeſs hear a father ! 
Suſpend thy purpoſe, if thou didſt intend 

To make this creature fruitful : 

Into her womb convey ſterility, 

Dry up in her the organs of increaſe, 

And from her derogate body never ſpring 

A babe to honour her. If ſhe mult teem, 
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Create her child of ſpleen, that it may live, 

And be a thwart diſnatur'd torment to her; 

Let it ſtamp wrinkles in her brow of youth, 

With cadent tears fret channels in her checks, 

Turn all her mother's pains and benefits 

To laughter and contempt; that ſhe may feel, 

How ſharper than a ſerpent's tooth it is, 

To have a thankleſs child. * Go, go, my people. 
ALB. Now gods that we adore, whereof comes 

this? | 

Gon. Never affli& yourſelf to know of it: 

But let his diſpoſition have that ſcope 

As dotage gives it. 
LEar. What, fifty of my followers at a clap? 

Within a fortnight ? 
ALB. What's the matter, Sir? [ſham'd 
LEAR. I'Il tell thee life and death! I am a- 

That thou haſt power to ſhake my manhood thus, 

That theſe hot tears, which break from me perforce, 

Should make thee worth them blaſts and fog: 

upon thee; 

Th' + untender woundings of a father's curſe 

Pierce every ſenſe about thee. Old fond eyes, 

Beweep her once again, I'll pluck ye out, 

And caſt you with the waters that you loſe 

To temper clay. Ha! ꝗ is it come to this? 

Let it be ſo: I have another daughter, 

Who I am ſure is kind and comfortable; 

When ſhe ſhall hear this of thee, with her nails 

She'll flea thy wolviſh viſage. Thou ſhalt find, 

That I'll reſume the ſhape which thou doſt think 


I have caſt off for ever. [Ex. LR AR and Attendant. 


* away, away. + untented, + let it be ſo, 
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Gox. Do you mark that? 
ALB. I cannot be fo partial, Gonnerlll, 
To the great love I bear you. 
Gon. Pray you be content. What Oſwald, ho! 
You, Sir, more knave than fool, after your maſter, 
Fool. Nuncle Lear, nuncle Lear, tarry, take the 
fool with thee : 
A fox, when one has caught her, 
And ſuch a daughter, 
Should ſure to the ſlaughter, 
If my cap would buy a halter, 
So the fool follows after, | Exit, 
. Gon, This man hath had good counſel,----a hun 
dred knights! | 
'Tis politick and ſafe to let him keep 
A hundred knights; yes, that on ev'ry dream, 
Each buz, each fancy, each complaint, diſlike, 
He may enguard his dotage with their pow'rs, 
And hold our lives at mercy. Oſwald, I ſay. 
ALB. Well, you may fear too far; 
Gon. Safer than truſt too far, 


Let me ſtill take away the harms I fear, 


Not fear (till to be harm'd. I know his heart; 
What he hath utter'd, I have writ my ſiſter; 
If ſhe'll ſuſtain him and his hundred knights, 


Enter Steward, 
How now, Oſwald ? 
What, have you writ that letter to my ſiſter ? 
STEW, Ay, madam. 
© Gon, Take you ſome company, away to horſe, 
Inform herfull of my particular fears, 
BEDS © * ®h 5 
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And thereto add ſuch reaſons of your own 
As may compact it more. So get you gone, 
And haſten your return. [Exit Sleward. 
No, no, my lord, 
This milky gentleneſs and courſe of yours, 
Thovgh I condemn it not, yet under pardon 
You are much more at task for want of wiſdom, 
Than prais'd for harmleſs mildneſs. 
ALB. How far your eyes may pierce I cannot tell; 
Striving to better, oft we mar what's well, 
Gon. Nay then 
Ars Well, well, th' event. ſExeunt. 


SCENE XVI 


Re-enter Lk AR, KENT, Gentleman and Fool. 


LEAR. Go you before to Glo'ſter with theſe letters; 
acquaint my daughter no further with any thing you 
know, than comes from her demand out of the letter; 
if your diligence be not ſpeedy, I ſhall be there afore 
you. 

KENT. Iwill not ſleep, my lord, *till J have deli- 
vered your letter. [Extt. 


Fool. If a man's brain were in his heels, wer't 


not in danger of kibes ? 

LEAR. Ay, boy. _ 

FooL, Then I pr'ythee be merry, thy wit ſhall not 
go ſlip-ſhod. 

LE AR. Ha, ha, ha. 

Fool. Shalt fee thy other daughter will uſe thee 
kindly ; for though ſhe's as like this as a crab's like an 
apple, yet I can tell what I can tell, 

LEAR, What can'ſt tell, boy? 

Fool. She will taſte as like this, as a crab does to 
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a crab, Canſt thou tell why one's noſe ſtands! th? 
raiddle of one's face ? 

LEAR, No. 

Fool. Why, to keep one's eyes of either ſide one's 
noſe; that what a man cannot ſmell out, he may ſpy 
into, 

LEAR. I did her wrong ! 

Foo“. Can'ſt tell how an oyſter makes his ſhell ? 

LEAR. No. 

FooL, Nor I neither; but I can tell why a ſnail has 
a houſe, 

LEAR, Why? 

Foor, Why to put's head in, not to give it away 
to his davghters, and leave his horns without a caſe, 

Le AR. I will forget my nature: ſo kind a father! be 
my horſes ready ? 

Fool. Thy aſſes are gone about 'em; the reaſon why 
the ſeven ſtars are no more than ſeven, is a pretty 
reaſon, 

LE AR. Becauſe they are not eight. 

FooL. Yes indeed; thou wouldſt make a good 
fool. 

Lear. To take't again perforce ! 
Ingratitude ! 

FooL. If you were my fool, 1 I'd have thee 
beaten for being old before thy time, 

LEaR, How's that? | 

Fool. Thou ſhould'ſt not have been old, *till thou 

hadſt been wiſe. 
LEAR, O let me not be mad, not mad, ſweet 
heav'n! 
Keep me in temper, I would not be mad, 
How now, are the horſes ready ? 
GENT, Ready wy lord, 
E 2 
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LE AR. Come, boy. 
Fool. She that's a maid now, and laughs at my de- 
parture, 
Shall not be a maid long, unleſs things be cut ſhorter, 
[ Excunt, 


ACT - Ms en. 
A Caſtle belonging to the Earl of GLo'sTER. 
Enter BASTARD and CURAN, ſeverally. 


BASTARD. 


AVE thee, Curan. 

Cur. And you, Sir. Ihavebeen with your fa- 
ther, and given him notice that the Duke of Cornwall, 
and Regan his Dutcheſs, will be here with him this 
night. 

Bas r. How comes that? 
Cuk. Nay Iknow not; you have heard of the news 


abroad, I mean the whiſper'd ones, for they are yet but 


ear - kiſſing arguments. 
Bas r. Not]; pray you what are they? 
Cuk. Have you heard of no likely wars toward, 
twixt the Dukes of Cornwall and Albany ? 
BAS r. Not a word. | 
Co R. You may then in time. Fare you well, Sir. 
[ Exit. 


SCENE. II. 


BasT. The Duke be here to-night ! the better! 


beſt! 
This weaves itſelf perforce into my buſineſs, 
My father hath ſet guard to take my brother, 
And I have one thing of a queazy queſtion 
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Which I muſt act: briefneſs, and fortune work! 
To him, Enter EDGAR, 

BAST-. Brother, a word, deſcend, brother, I ſay, 
My father watches; O Sir, fly this place, 
Intelligence is giv'n where you are hid; 
You've now the good advantage of the night 
Have you not {poken 'gainſt the Duke of Cornwall? 
He's coming hither, now i'th* night, haſte, 

And Regan with him; have you nothing ſaid 
Upon his party gainſt the Duke of Albany ? 
Adviſe yourſelf. 

Ep G. I'm ſure on't. not a word. 

Bas r. Ihear my father coming. Pardon me 
In cunning I mult draw my ſword upon you— 
Draw, ſeem to defend yourſelf. 

Now quit you well 
Yield come before my father light hoa, here, 
Fly, brother—torches ! ſo farewel— [Ex. Epps. 
Some blood drawn on me would beget opinion 

[ Wounds his arm, 
Of my more fierce endeavour. I've ſeen drunkards 
Do more than this in ſport. Father! father! 
Stop, ſtop, no help 


SCENE III. 
To him, Enter GLo'sTER, and ſervants with torches. 


Go. Now Edmund, where's the villain ? 
BasT. Here ſtood he in the dark, his ſharp ſword 
out, 
Mumbling of wicked charms, conj'ring the moon 
To ſtand his auſpicious miſtreſs, 
Go. But where is he? 
BAS T. Look Sir, I bleed. 
GLo. Where is the villain, Edmund? 
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Bas r. Fled this way, Sir, when by no means he 
could 
Gro. Purſue him, ho! go after. By no means, 
what? 
BasT. Perſuade me to the murther of your lord- 
ſhip; 
But that I told him the revenging gods 
Gainſt parricides did all the thunder bend, 
Spoke with how manifold and ſtrong a bond ä 
The child was bound to the father. Sir, in ſine, 
Seeing how lothly oppoſite I ſtood 
To his vnnat'ral purpoſe, in fell motion 
With his prepared ſword, he charges home 
My unprovided body, launch'd mine arm; 
And when he ſaw my belt alarmed ſpirits, 
Bold in the quarrel's right, rouz'd to th* encounter, 
Or whether * paſted by the noiſe I made, 
Full ſuddenly he fled. 
Gro. Let him fly far; 
Not in this land ſhall he remain uncaught 
And found ; diſpatch the noble duke, my maſter, 
My worthy arch and patron, comes to-night, 
By his authority I will proclaim it, 
That he which finds him ſhall deſerve our thanks, 
Bringing the murth'rous coward to the [take : 
He that conceals him, death. 
BasT. When I diſſwaded him from his intent, 
And found him pight to do it, with curſt ſpeech 
I threaten'd to diſcover him; he replied, 
Thou unpoſſeſſing baſtard, do'ſt thou think, 
IfI would ſtand againſt thee, would the repoſal 
Of any truſt, virtue, or worth in thee 


» gaſted, for aghaſted. 
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ns he Make thy words faith'd? no, by what I ſhould deny, 
(As thisI would, although thou didſt produce 


eans, | My very character) I'd turn it all i 
To thy ſuggeſtion, plot, and damned practice; 4 
lord- 1 And thou mult make a dullard of the world, 


If they not thought the profits of my death 
Were very pregnant and potential * ſpurs 
To make thee ſeek it. [ Trumpets within. 
GLo. O ſtrange, faſten'd villain! 
Would he deny his letter, ſaid he? 
Hark, the Duke's trumpets! I know not why he 
comes 
All ports I'll bar, the villain ſhall not *ſcape, 
The Duke mult grant me that; beſides, his picture 
I will ſend far and near, that all the kingdom 
er, May have due note of him; and of my land, 
(Loyal and natural boy) I'll work the means 
To make thee capable. 
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SCENE IV. 


Enter CORXWALL, REGAN, and Attendants. 


Corn. How now, my noble friend? ſince I came 
8, 8 hither, | 
Which I can call but now, I have heard þ ſtrange news. 
FF REG, If it be true, all vengeance comes too ſhort 
t, Which can purſue th' offender; how does my lord? 
' Gro, O madam, my old heart is crack'd , it's 
3 crack'd. | 
RA d. What, did my father's godſon ſeek your life? 
\, He whom my father nam'd, your Edgar? 
GLo. O lady, lady, ſhame would have it hid. 


| * ſpirits, } Rtrangeneſs. 
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REG. Was he not companion with the riotous 
knights 
That tended upon my father? 
GLo. I know not, madam; 'tis too bad, too bad, 
BasT. Yes, madam, he was of that conſort. 
REG. No marvel then, though he were ill- affected; 
Tis they have put him on the old man's death, 
To have th' expence and waſte of revenues. 
I have this preſent evening from my ſiſter 
Been well inform'd of them, and with ſuch cautions, 
That if they come to ſojourn at my houſe, 
T'll not be there. 
Co Rx. Nor I, aſſure thee, Regan; 
Edmund, I hear that you have ſhewn your father 
A child-like office. 
Bas r. It's my duty, Sir, 
Go. He did bewray his practice, and receiy'd 
This hurt you ſee, ſtriving to apprehend him, 
Co Rx. Is he purſued ? 
GLo. Ay, my good lord, 
Cor N. If he be taken, he ſhall never more 
Be fear d of doing harm: make your own purpoſe, 
How in my ſtrength you pleaſe. As for you Edmund, 
Whoſe virtue and obedience doth this inſtant 
So much commend itſelf, you ſhall be ours; 
Natures of ſuch deep truſt we ſhall much need: 
You we firſt ſeize on, 
Bas r. I ſhall ſerve you, Sir, 
Truly, however elſe. 
GLo. I thank your grace. 
CoRN. You know not why we came to viſit you 
Thus out of ſeaſon thredding dark-ey'd night? 
REG. Occaſions, noble Glo'ſter, of ſome prize, 
Wherein we muſt have uſe of your advice—— 
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Our father he hath writ, ſo hath our filter, 


Of diff'rences, which I beſt thought it fit 


To anſwer from our home: the ſey'ral meſſengers 
From hence attend diſpatch. Our good old friend 
Lay comforts to your boſom, and beſtow 
Your needful counſel to our buſineſſes, 
Which crave the inſtant uſe. 
Go. I ſerve you, madam, 
Your graces are right welcome, [Exeunt, 


SCENE V. 
Enter KEN T, and Steward, ſeverally. 
STEw. Good ſ evening to thee friend, art of this 
houſe ? 
KENT. Ay. 
Sr EW. Where may we ſet our horſes? 
KenT, I' th' mire. 
STE w. Pr'ythee if thou lov'ſt me tell me. 
KENT. I love thee not. 
STEw. Why then I care not for thee. 
KEN r. If Ihad thee in Lipsbury pinfold, I would 
make thee care for me. 
STEW, Why doſt thou uſe me thus? I know thee 
not. 
KENTr. Fellow, I know thee. 
STE. What doſt thou know me for? | 
KenT, A knave, araſcal, an eater of broken meats, 
a baſe, proud, ſhallow, becazely, three-ſuited, hun- 
dred-pound, filthy wooſted- ſtocking knave; a lilly li- 


ver'd, action taking, whorſon: glaſs-gazing, ſuper- 


+ In the common editions it is Good dawning, tho? the 


time be apparently night. I have rcftor'd it to ſenſe from the 
old edition. 
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ſerviceable finical rogue; one trunk-inheriting ſlave ; 
one that would'ſt be a bawd in way of good ſervice ; 
and art nothing but the compoſition of a knave, beg- 
gar, coward, pander, and the fon and heir of a mun- 
gril bitch; one whom I will beat into clam'rous whin- 
ing, if thou deny'ſt the leaſt ſyllable of thy addition. 

STE w. Why what a monſtrous fellow art thou, thus 
to rail on one, that is neither known of thee, nor 
knows thee ? 

KE NT. What a brazen-fac'd varlet art thou to deny 


thou know'ſt me? is it two days ſince I tript up thy 


heels, and beat thee before the King ? draw you rogue, 
for tho? it be night, yet the moon ſhines; I'll make a 
ſop o'th* moonſhine of you, you whorſon culleinly 
barber-monger, draw. [Drawing his ſword, 

STEW. Away, I have nothing to do with thee, 

KExT. Draw, you raſcal; you come with letters a- 
gainſt the King, and take vanity the puppet's part, a- 
gainſt the royalty of her father; draw you rogue, or 
T'll fo carbonado your ſhanks——draw, you raſcal, 
come your ways. 

STEw. Help, ho! murther ! help !— 

K Nr. Strike, you ſlave; ſtand, rogue, ſtand, you 
neat ſlave, ſtrike. [Beating him. 

STEw. Help ho! murther! murther ! 


SG:ENE VI. 


Enter BASTARD, CORNWALL, REGAN, 
 GLoO'STER, and Servants. 
BasT. How now, what's the matter? part 
KrexnTr. With you, goodman boy, if you pleaſe, 
come, I'll fleſh ye, come on young maſter. 
Go. Weapons? arms? what's the matter here 
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Corn. Keep peace upon your lives, he dies that 
ſtrikes again, what's the matter? 

RE 6. The meilengers from our ſiſter and the King? 

Corn. What is your difference? ſpeak. 

STEw. Iam ſcarce in breath, my lord. 

KENT. No marvel, you have fo beſtir'd your va- 
lour, you cowardly raſcal, nature diſclaims all ſhare 
in thee: a tailor made thee, 

CoRNn. Thou art a ſtrange fellow, a tailor make a 
man? 

KEN r. A tailor, Sir? a ſtone- cutter, or a painter 
could not have made him fo ill, tho' they had been but 
two * hours o'th' trade. 

Cox x. Speak you, how grew your quarrel ? 

STEW. This ancient ruffian, Sir, whoſe life I have 
ſpar'd at ſute of his grey beard 

KENT. Thou whorſon zed ! thou unneceſſary let- 
ter! my lord, if you will give me leave, I will tread 
this unbolted villain into mortar, and daub the wall of 
a jakes with him. Spare my grey beard ? you wag- 
tail! 

Co RN. Peace, ſirrah! 

You beaſtly knave, know you no reverence? 

KEN T. Yes, Sir, but anger hath a privilege. 

Co x x. Why art thou angry? 

KENT. That ſuch a ſlave as this ſhou'd wear a ſword, 
Who wears no honeſty: ſuch ſmiling rogues 
as theſe, like rats oft bite thoſe cords in twain 
Too intricate t'unlooſe : ſooth every paſſion 
That in the nature of their lords rebels: 

Bring oll to fire, ſnow to their colder moods 

® years. 

+ Like rats oft bite the holy cords in twain 

V hich art c' intrince, t' unlooſe: ſmooth— ; Beings 
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Renege, affirm, and turn their halcyon beaks 
With ev'ry gale and vary of their maſters, 
As knowing noupht, like dogs, but following. 
A plague upon your epileptick viſage! 
Smile you my ſpeeches, as I were a fool? 
Goole, if l had you upon Sarum plain, 
I'd drive you cackling home to Camelot. 
Cox N. What art thou mad, old fellow? 
Go. How fell you out? ſay that. 
KENT. No contraries hold more antipathy, 
Than J and ſuch a knave. 
Cork N. Why doſt thou call him knave? what is 
his fault ? 
KENT. His countenance likes me not. 
Corn. No more perchance does mine, nor his, 
nor hers, 
KENT. Sir, 'tis my occupation to be plain; 
T have ſeen better faces in my time, 
Than ſtand on any ſhoulder that I ſee 
Before me at this inſtant. 
Co xx. This is ſome fellow, 
Who having been prais'd for bluntneſs, doth affect 
A ſawcy roughneſs, and conſtrains the garb 
Quite from his nature, He can't flatter, he, 
An honeſt mind and plain, he mult ſpeak truth, 
An they will take it, ſo; ifnot, he's plain. 
Theſe Kind of knaves I know, which in this plainneſs 
Harbour more craft, and far corrupter ends, ; 
Than twenty ſilly ducking obſervants, 
That ſtretch their duties nicely. 
KENT. vir, in good faith, in ſincere verity, 
Under th' allowance of your grand aſpect, 
Whoſe influence, like the wreath of radiant fire, 
Or flickering Phoebus” front 
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Corn. What mean'ſt by this? 

KE NT. To go out of my dialect, which you diſ- 1 
commend ſo much; I know, Sir, I am no flatterer; he . 
that beguil'd you in a plain accent, was a plain knave; 
which for my part I will not be, though I ſhould win 
your diſpleaſure to intreat me to't. | 

Corn. What was th' offence you gave him? 4 

STEW. I never gave him any: a 
It pleas'd the King his maſter very lately 0 
To ſtrike at me upon his miſconſtruction; 

When he * conjunct, and flatt'ring his diſpleaſure, 
Tript me behind; being down, inſulted, rail'd, 
And put upon him ſuch a deal of man, 
That worthied him, got praiſes of the King, 
For him attempting who was ſelf- ſubdu'd, 
And in the fleſhment of his dread exploit 
Drew on me here again. 
KEN T. None of theſe rogues and cowards, 
But Ajax is their fool, 

Co xN. Fetch forth the ſtocks. 
You ſtubborn ancient knave, you rev'rend braggart, 
We'll teach you. 

KENT. Sir, I am too old to learn : 
Call not your ſtocks for me, I ſerve the King 
On whoſe imployment I was ſent to you. 
You ſhall do ſmall reſpect, ſhew 100 bold malice 
Againſt the grace and perſon of my malter, 
Stocking his meſſenger. 

Corn. Fetch forth the ſtocks; 
As I have life and honour, there ſhall he ſit till noon. 


REG. Till noon! 'till night wy lord, and all night 
too. 


compact. 
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KExr. Why madam, if 1 were your father's dog 
You could not uſe me ſo. 

REG. Sir, being his knave, Iwill. Socks brought out. 

Corn. This is a fellow of the ſelf-ſame 4 nature 
Our liſter ſpeaks of. Bring away the ſtocks. 

Go. Let me beſeech your grace not to do ſo; 

+ His fault is much, and the good King his maſtcr 
Will check him for't; your purpos'd low correction 
Is ſuch, as baſeſt and the meaneſt wretches 

For pilf rings, and molt common treſpaſſes, 

Are puniſh'd with. The King mult take it ill 

That he's ſo ſlightly valued in his meſſenger, 

To have him thus reſtrain'd. 

Cox N. I'll anſwer that. 

REG. My ſiſter may receive it much more worſe, 
To have her gentleman abus'd, aſſaulted 
For following her affairs. Put in his legs 
KENT I put in the ſtocks. 


Come my lord, away. 
[ Exeunt REGAN and CORNWALL. 


SCENE VII. 


610. I'm forry for thee, friend; 'tis the Duke's 
pleaſure, 
Whoſe diſpoſition all the world well knows 
Will not be rubb'd nor {top'd. Il intreat for thee. 
KENT. Pray do not, Sir. I've watch'd and travell'd 
hard, | 
Some time I ſhall ſleep out, the reſt I'll whiſtle ; 
A good man's fortune may grow out at heels; 
Give you good morrow. 


+ colour, + The four following lines added from te 
old edition. 
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Gr 0. The Duke's to blame in this, twill be ill taken. 
[ Exit, j 
KEN T. Good King, that muſt approve the com- 4 
mon ſaw, | 
Thou out of heaven's benediction com'ſt 
To the warm ſun. 
Approach thou beacon to this under globe, 
| [ Looking up to the moon. 
That by thy comfortable beams I may 
Peruſe this letter. Nothing almoſt ſees miracles 
But miſery. Iknow *'tis from Cordelia, 
Who hath molt fortunately been inform'd 
Of my obſcured courſe. I ſhall find time 
From this enormous ſtate, and ſeek to give 
Loſſes their remedies. All weary and o'er-watch'd, 
Take vantage heavy eyes, not to behold 
This ſhameful lodging. 
Fortune, good night, ſmile once more, turn thy wheel. 


[ He fleefs. 
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S C E NE VIII. 


SCEN E changes. 
Euter EDGAR. 
Ep. I've heard myſelf proclaim'd, 
And by the happy hollow ofa tree 
Eſcap'd the hunt. No port is free, no place, 


That guard and moſt unuſual vigilance 

Does not attend my taking. Whiles I may ſcape 
I vill preſerve myſelf: and am bethought 

lo take the baſeſt and the pooreſt ſhape 


That ever penury in contempt of man 


Brought near to beaſt : my face I'll grime with filth, 
Blanket my loins, put all my hair in knots, 
And with preſented nakedneſs out- face 
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The winds, and perſecutions of the sky. 

The country gives me proof and preſident 

Of bedlam beggars, who with roaring voices 

Strike in their numb'd and mortify'd bare arms 
Pins, wooden pricks, nails, ſprigs of roſemary; 

And with this horrible object, from low farms, 

Poor pelting villages, ſneep- coats and mills, 
Sometimes with lunatick bans, ſometimes with pray'rs, 
Inforce their charity; poor Turlygood, poor Tom, 
That's ſomething yet: Edgar I nothing am. [¶E Exit. 


SCENE IX. 
Changes again to the Earl of GLo'sTER's Caſſle. 
Enter LEAR, Fool, and Gentleman. 
LEAR. Tis ſtrange: that they ſhould ſo depart from 
home, | | 
And not ſend back my meſſenger. 

GENT. As I learn'd, 

The night before there was no purpoſe in them 
Of this remove. 

KenT, Hail to thee, noble maſter, 

LEAR. Ha, mak'(t thou ſhame thy paſtime ? 

KENT. No, my lord. 

Foor. Ha, ha, he wears cruel parters; horſes are 
ty'd by the heads, dogs and bears by th' neck, mon- 
keys by th' loins, and men by th' legs; when a man is 
over-luſty at legs,then he wears wooden nether ſtocks. 

LsAR. What's he, that hath ſo much thy place 
To ſet thee here ? [miſtook, 

KENT. It is both he and ſhe, 
Your ſon and daughter. 

LEAR. No. 

KEnT. Yes. 

LEAR. No, I ſay. 
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Which preſently they read: on thoſe contents 


The leiſure of their anſwer; gave me cold looks; 


Diſplay'd fo fawcily againſt your highneſs, 

| Herais'd the houſe with loud and coward cries : 
I The ſhame which here it ſuffers, 

Fathers that wear raps [fly that way. 
Do make their children blind, 


But fathers that bear bags 


Vol. III. 
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KENT, I ſay, yea. 

LEAR, By Jupiter, I ſwear no. 

KENT. By Juno, I ſwear ay, 

LEeaR. They durſt not do't. 
They could not, would not do't; 'tis worſe than 

murther ; 

To do upon reſpect ſuch violent ontrage: 
Reſolve me with all modeſt haſte, which way 
Thou might'(t deſerve or they impoſe this uſage, 
Coming from us ? 

KexT, My lord, when at their home 
Idid commend your highneſs' letters to them, 
Ere I was riſen from the place, that ſhew'd 
My duty kneeling, came a reeking poſt, 
Stew'd in his haſte, half breathleſs, panting forth 
From Gonerill his miſtreſs, ſalutation; 
Deliver'd letters ſpight of intermiſſion, 
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They ſummon'd up their * meiny, ſtrait took horſe, 
Commanded me to follow and attend 


And meeting here the other meſſenger, 

Whoſe welcome J perceiv'd had poiſon'd mine, 
Being the very fellow which of late 

Having more man than wit about me, I drew; 


Your ſon and daughter found this treſpaſs worth 


Fool. Winter's not gone yet, if the wild geeſe 


* meiny, or people, 


30 kKIxG LEAR, II. 9. 


Shall ſee their children kind. 

Fortune, that arrant whore, 

Ne'er turns the key to th' poor. 

But for all this thou ſhalt have as many dolovrs for 
thy dear daughters, as thou canſt tell in a year. 

LEar. Oh how this mother {wells up tow'rd my 
Hyſterica paſſio, down thy climbing ſorrow, (heart! 
Thy element's below ; where is this daughter ? 

KENT. With the Earl, Sir, here within. 

Lear. Follow me not, ſtay here. [Exit, 

GEN. Made you no more offence 
But what you ſpeak of? 

KENT. None; 

How chance the King comes with ſo ſmall a number? 

Fool. An thou hadlt been ſet i'th' ſtocks for that 
queſtion, thou'd{t well deſerve it. 

KENT. Why, fool? 

Fool. We'll ſet thee to ſchool to an ant, to teach 
thee there's no lab'ring i'th' winter. All that follow 
their noſes are led by their eyes, but blind men; and 
there's not a noſe among twenty but can ſmell him 
that's ſtinking let go thy hold when a great wheel 
runs down a hill, Jeſt it break thy neck with following; 
but the great one that goes upward, let him draw ther 
after. When a wife man gives thee better counſel, 
give me mine again; I would have none but knaye? 
follow it, ſince a fool gives it. 

T hat Sir which ſerves for gain, 

And follows but for form, 

Will pack when it begins to rain, 
And leave thee in a ſtorm : 

And I will tarry, the fool will ſtay, 
And let the wiſe man fly: 

The knave turns fool that runs away, 
The fool no knave perdy. 
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KE Nur. Where learn'd you this, fool? 
Fool. Not i'th' ſtocks, fool. 


$1 


SCENE X. 
Enter LEAR and GLo's TER. 
Lzar. Deny to ſpeak with me? they're ſick, 
they're weary, 
They have travell'd all the night? meer fetches, 
The images of revolt and flying off. 
Bring me a better anſwer 
GLo. My dear lord, 


| You know the fiery quality of the Duke, 
- How unremoveable and fixt he is 
In his own courſe. 


L ax. Vengeance! plague ! death! confuſion !--+» 
Fiery? what fiery quality? why Glo'ſter, 
I'd ſpeak with th' Duke of Cornwall, and his wife, 
Gro. Well, my good lord, I have inform'd them ſo, 
LEAR, Inform'd them? doſt thou underſtand me, 
man ? 

Go. Ay, my good lord. | 

Lear. The King would ſpeak with Cornwall, the 
dear father 

Would with his daughter ſpeak, F commands her ſer- 

vice: 

Are they inform'd of this? my breath and blood! 

Fiery? the fiery Duke? tell the hot Duke that 

No, but not yet, may be heis not well, 

Infirmity doth till neglect all office, 


Whereto our health is bound; we're not ourſelves, 
When nature being oppreſt commands the mind 
14 To ſuffer with the body. I'll forbear, 


+ commands, tends, ſervice. 
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And am fall'n out with my more heady will, 

To take the indiſpos'd and ſickly fit, 

For the ſound man. - Death on my ſtate ! but where- 
fore 

Should he fit here? this act perſwades me, 

That this remotion of the Duke and her 

Is practice only. Give me my ſervant forth; 

Go, tell the Duke and's wife, I'd ſpeak with them: 

Now preſently——bid them come forth and hear me, 

Or at their chamber door Ill beat the drum, 

Till it cry, ſleep to death. 

Go. I would have all well betwixt you. DExit. 

LE AR. Oh me, my heart! my riſing heart! but 

down. 

Fool. Cry to it, nuncle, as the cockney did to the 
eels, when he put them i' th' paſty alive; he rapt em 
o' th' coxcombs with a ſtick, and cry'd down wantons, 
down; 'twas his brother, that in pure kindneſs to his 
horſe butter'd his hay. 


$CENTE Il, 


Enter CORNWALL, REGAN, GLo'sSTER, 
and Servants. 


LE AR. Good morrow to you both. 

CoRN. Fail to your grace. [KENT 2s /et at liberty. 

REG. 1am glad to ſee your highnels. 

LEAR. Regan, I think you are, I know what reaſon 
T have to think ſo; if thou wert not glad, 
I would divorce me from thy mother's tomb, 
Sepulchring an adult'reſs. O, are you free? 

[Ta KENT- 

Some other time for that. Beloved Regan, | 
Thy ſiſter's naught: oh Regan, ſhe bath tied 
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$harp-tooth'd unkindneſs, like a vulture, here; 
[ Points to his heart, 
I can ſcarce ſpeak to thee, thou'lt not believe 
With how deprav'd a quality oh Regan ! 
RE G. I pray you, Sir, take patience; I have hope 
You leſs know how to value her deſert, 
Than ſhe to ſcant her duty. 
LE aR. How is that ?- 
REG. I cannot think my liſter in the leaſt 
Would fail her obligation. If perchance 
She have reltrain'd the riots of your followers, 
'Tis on ſuch ground, and to ſuch wholeſom end, 
As clears her from all blame, 
L AR. My curſes on her, 
REG. O Sir, you are old, 
Nat rte in you ſtands on the very verge 
Of her contine ; you ſhould be rul'd and led 
By ſome diſcretion, that diſcerns your ſtate 
Better than you yourſelf: therefore I pray you, 
Thar to our ſiſter you do make return, 
Say you have wrong'd her, Sir, 
Leak, Ask her forgiveneſs ? 
Do you but mark how this becomes the houſe ? 
Dear daughter, I conſeſs that 1 am old; 
Age is unneceſſary : on my knees I beg, 
That you'll vouchſafe me raiment, bed, and food. 
REG. Good Sir, no more; theſe are unſightly 
tricks: 
Return you to my ſiſter, 
LEAR, Never, Regan: 
She hath abated me of half my train 
Look'd black upon me, {truck me with her tongue 
Moſt ſerpent-like, upon the very heart. 
All the ſtor'd vengeances of heaven fall 
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On her ingrateſul * head: ſtrike her young bones, 
Infecting airs, with lameneſs, 
Cokx. Fie, Sir! fic ! 
LEAR. Your nimble lightnings, dart your blinding 
. flames ' 
Into her ſcornful eyes: infect her beauty, 
You fen-ſuck'd fogs, drawn by the pow'rful ſun 
To fall, and þ blaſt her pride. 
REG. O the bleſt gods! 
So will you wiſh on me, when the raſh mood is on. 
LEAR, No, Re gan, thou ſhalt never have my curſe; 
Thy tender-hearted nature ſhall not give 
Thee o'er to harſhneſs; her eyes are fierce, but thine 
Do comfort, and not burn. *Tis not in thee 
To grudge my pleaſvres, to cut off my train, 
To bandy haſty words, to ſcant my ſizes, 
And in concluſion to oppoſe the bolt 
Againſt my coming in. Thou better know'ſt 
The offices of nature, bond of child-hood, 
Effects of courteſie, and dues of gratitude: 
Thy half o' th' kingdom thou halt not forgot, 
Wherein 1 thee endow'd. 
Rx d. Good Sir, to th' purpoſe. [Trumpet within. 
LEAR. Who put my man i th' ſtocks ? 
Enter Steward. 
Corn. What trumpet's that ? 
Res. Iknow't, my ſiſter's: this approves her letter, 
That ſhe would ſoon be here, Is your lady come ? 
LE AR. This is a ſlave, whoſe eaſie borrowed pride 
Dwells in the I fickle grace of her he follows. 
Out varlet, from my fight, 
Cor x. What means your grace? 


* top. + You taking airs, f bliſter, I ſickly. 
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, 8 SCENE XII. 
Enter Gox ERILI. 
ding LEAr. Who ſtockt my ſervant? Regan, I've good 
hope 
Thou didſt not know on't. Who comes here? 


O heavens ! 
If you do love old men, if your ſweet ſway 
Allow obedience, if yourſelves are old, 


n. Make it your cavſe; ſend down and take my part. 
-urſes Art not aſham'd to look upon this beard ? 
O Regan, will you take her by the hand? 
ine 1 Cox. Why not by th' hand, Sir? how have I of- 
N fended ? 


* All's not offence that indiſcretion finds, 

And dotage terms ſo, 

| LEAR. O ſides, you are too tough! 

Will you yet hold? how came my man i'th' ſtocks ? 
Co N. I {et him there, Sir: but his own diſorders 
Deſe rv'd much leſs advancement, 
LEARN. You? did you? 

RI. I pray you, father, being ſeem ſo. 
„thin. I, 'till the expiration of your month, 

Jou will return and ſojourn wich my ſiſter, 

Diſmiſſing half your train, come then to me, 

© I'm now from home, and out of that proviſion 
letter, Which ſhall be needful for your entertainment. 
3 Lx AR. Return to her? and fifty men diſmiſs'd ? 
pride No, rather I abjure all roofs, and ehuſe 
To wage againſt the enmity o'th' air, 
To be a comrade with the wolf and owl, 
LNerceſſity's ſharp pinch Return with her ? 
Why? the hot-blooded France, that dow'rleſs took 
Our youngeſt born, I could as well be brought 
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To knee his throne, and *ſquire-like penſion beg, 
To keep baſe life a- foot; return with her? 
Perſuade me rather to be ſlave and ſumpter 
To this deteſted groom. 

Gon. At your choice, Sir. 

LE AR. Ipry'thee, daughter, do not make me mad, 
JI will not trouble thee, my child. Farewell: 
We'll no more meet, no more ſee one another, 
But yet thou art my fleſh, my blood, my daughter, 
Or rather a diſeaſe that's in my fleſh, 
Which I muſt needs call mine; thou art a bile, 
A plague-ſore, or imboſſed carbuncle 


In my corrupted blood; but I'll not chide thee. 


Let ſhame come when it will, I do not call it, 
I do not bid the thunder-bearer ſhoot, 
Nor tell tales of thee to high-judging Jove. 
Mend when thou can'ſt, be better at thy leiſure, 
I can be patient, I can ſtay with Regan, 
I and my hundred knights. 

REG. Not all together, 
IT look'd not for you yet, nor am provided 
For your fit welcome; give ear to my ſiſter; 
For thoſe that mingle reaſon with your paſſion, 
Muſt be content to think you old, and ſo 
But ſhe knows what ſhe does. 

LEAR: Is this well ſpoken ? 


RE G. I dare avouch it, Sir; what, fifty followers ? 


Ts it not well ? what ſhould you need of more ? 
Yea, or ſo many? ſince both charge and danger 
Speak gainſt ſo great a number: how in one houſe 
Should many people under two commands 

Hold amity ? 'tis hard, almoſt impoſſible. 


Gon. Why might not you, my lord, receive atten 
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From thoſe that ſhe calls ſervants, or from mine? 
REG. Why not, my lord? if then they chanc'd to 
{lack ye 


We could controll them; if you'll come to me, 
(For now I ſpy a danger) I intreat you 


To bring but five and twenty; to no more 
Will I give place or notice, 
LEAR. I gave you all- - 
REG. And in good time you gave it, 
LEaR. Made you my guardians, my depoſitaries, 
But kept a reſervation to be follow'd 
With ſuch a number; mult I come to you 
With five and twenty? Regan, ſaid you fo ? 
REG. And ſpeak't again, my lord, no more with 
me. | [ favour'd 
LEAR. Thoſe wicked creatures yet do look well 
When others are more wicked. Not being worſt 
Stands in ſome rank of praiſe ; I'll go with thee, 
Thy fifty yet doth double five and twenty; 
And thou haſt twice her love, _ 
Go. Hear me, my lord; 
What need you five and twenty? ten? or five ? 
To follow in a houſe, where twice ſo many 
Have a command to tend you? 
REG, What needs one? 
LEAR. Oreafon not the need: our baſeſt beggars 
Are in the poorelt thing ſuperfluous; 
Allow not nature more than nature needs, 
Man's life is cheap as beaſts. Thou art a lady; 
If only to go warm were gorgeous, 


W by nature needs not what thou gorgeous wear'ſt, 
Which ſcarcely keeps thee warm; but for true need, 


You heavens give me that patience which I need ! 
You ſee me here, you gods, a poor old man, 
Vor. III. ow 
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As full of grief as age, wretched in both! 

Tf it be you that (tir theſe daughters hearts 
Againſt their father, fool me not ſo much | | 
To bear it tamely : touch me with noble anger; | 
O let not womens weapons, water-drops, 


Stain my man's cheeks. No, you unnat'ral hags, Do 
I will have ſuch revenges on you both, Th 
That all the world ſhall I will do ſuch things, 
What they are yet I know not, but they ſhall be 1 
The terrors of the earth: you think I'll weep: Mu 
No, I'Il not weep. I have full cauſe of weeping : He 
This heart ſhall break into a thouſand flaws Anc 
Or e'er Iweep. O fool, I ſhall go mad. [Exeunt. To 
| C 
S CEN. E XIII. 
My 
Co xx. Let us withdraw, *twill be a ſtorm. 
[ Storm and tempel!, 
REG. This houſe is ſmall, the old man and his 
people 
Cannot be well beſtow'd. | 
Gon. 'Tis his own blame hath put himſelf from reſt, 
And mult needs taſte his folly, 
REG. For his particular, I'll receive him gladly, A} 


But not one follower. 


Gon. So am] purpos'd. 
Where is my lord of Glo'ſter ? 


Enter GLO'STER. 3 6 | 


Corn. Follow'd the old man forth; he is oY - 
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CoRNn. 'Tis beſt to give him way, he leads him- 
ſelf. | 
Gon. My lord, intreat him by no means to ſtay, 
GLo. Alack, the night comes on: and the high 
winds 
Do ſorely ruſsle, for many miles about 
There's ſcarce a buſh, 
3 REG. O Sir, to wilful men, 
The injuries that they themſelves procure 
Mult be their ſchool-maſters: ſhut up your doors; 
He is attended with a deſp'rate train, 
And what they may incenſe him to, being apt 


int. To have his ear abus'd, wiſdom bids fear, 
Cokx. Shut up your doors, my lord, 'tis a wild 
night. 
My Regan counſels well: come out o' th' ſtorm. 
[ Exeunt. 
peſt. 
| his 
& QT 8$£LE NE 
rell. SCENE a Heath. 
: A ftorm ir heard with thunder and lightning. Enter 
» 


KENT, and a Gentleman, /everally. 


KENT. 


H O's there beſides foul weather? 
GENT. One minded like the weather, moſt 

7 unquietly. 

—heiifh: KEN r. Iknow you, where's the King? 
xx. Contending with the fretful elements; 
know Bids the wind blow the earth into the ſea, 
: Or ſwell the curled waters *bove the main, 
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That things might change or ceaſe: tears his white 
hair, * 
Which the impetuous blaſts with eyleſs rage 
Catch in their fury, and make nothing of. 
This night, in which the cub-drawn bear would couch, 
he lion, and the belly-pinched wolf 
Keep their furr dry; unbonnetted he runs, 
And bids what will, take all. 
KENT, But who is with him? 
GENT. None but the fool, who labours to out- 
jeſt 
His heart- ſtruck injuries. 
KENT. Sir, I do know you, 
And dare upon the warrant of my note 
Commend a dear thing to you. There's diviſion 
(Although as yet the face of it is cover'd 
With mutual craft) 'twixt Albany and Cornwall: + 


* tears his white hair, &c.] ſenſe is, that any animal, tho? 
The fix following verſes were even provok'd by hunger, or 
omitted in all the late ediii- drawn by nature to its young, 
ons: I have replaced them wou'd not venture out in ſuch 
from the firſt, for they are a ſtorm, 
certainly Shakeſpear's, The 


+ *Twixt Albany and Cornwall: 

\Vho have (as who have not, whom their great ars 
Thron'd and ſet high ?) ſervants, who ſeem no lets, 
Which arc to France the ſpics and ſpeculations 
Intelligent of our ſtate What have been ſcen, 

Either in ſnuffs and packings of the dukes, 

Or the hard rein which both of them have born 

Aoaialt the old kind king; or ſometliing deeper, 

VWhereof, perchance, theſe are but furniſhings——-—- 
GENT. I will talk, 
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But true it is irom France there comes a pow'r 
Into this ſcatter'd kingdom, who already 
Wiſe in our negligence, have ſecret ſea 

In ſome of our belt ports, and are at point 

To ſhow their open banner Now to you, 
If on my credit you dare build ſo far 

To make your ſpeed to Dover, you ſhall find 
Some that will thank you, making juſt report 
Ofhow unnatural and madding ſorrow 

The King hath cauſe to plain. 


Jama gentleman of blood and breeding, 


And from ſome knowledge and aſſurance of you, 


Offer this office. 


GENT. I'll talk further with you, 


KENT. No, do not: 


+ For confirmation that I am much more 

Than my out-wall, open this purſe and take 
What it contains If you ſhall ſee Cordelia, 

(As fear not but you ſhall) ſhew her that ring, 
And ſhe will tell you who this fellow is, 

That yet you do not know. Fie on this ſtorm ! 


I will go ſeek the King. 


After the words 'twixt 
Albany and Cornwall in the 
old edition, are the lines which 
] have inſerted in the text, 
which ſeem neceſſary to the 
plot, as preparatory to the ar- 
rivalof the French army with 
Cordelia in act 4. How both 
theſe, and a whole ſcene be- 
tween Kent and this gentle- 


man in the fourth ad, came 
to be left out in all the latter 
editions, 1 cannot tell: they 
depend upon each other, and 
very much contribute to clear 
that incident. The lines 
which have been put in their 
room are unintelligible, and 
to no purpoſe. 


+ That I have ſome intrinſick worth, 
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GENT. Give me your hand, have you no more to 
ſay ? 
Kx NT. Few words, but to effect more than all yet; 
That, when we have found the King, (in which you 
take 
That way, I this:) he that firlt lights on him, 
Hollow the other. LExeuut. 


SCENE I. 
Storm iſtill. Enter LEAR and Fool. 

Lr AR. Blow winds, and crick your cheeks; rage, 

blow ! 
You cataracts, and hurricanoes ſpout 
Till you have drencht our ſteeples, drown'd the cocks. 
You ſolph'rous and thought-executing fires, 
* Vaunt-courtiers of oak-cleaving thunder-bolts, 
Singe my white head. And thou all-ſhaking thunder, 
Strike flat the thick rotundity o'th' world, 
Crack nature's mould, all + germains ſpill at once 
That make ingrateful man. 

Foor, O nuncle, court-holy-water in a dry-houſe, 
1s better than the rain-waters out o' door. Good nun- 
cle, in, ask thy daughter's bleſſing; here's a night that 
pities neither wiſe men nor fools. 

LE as. Rumble thy belly full, ſpit fire, ſpout rain; 
Nor rain, wind, thunder, fire, are my daughters; 

I tax not you, you elements, with unkindneſs, 

I never gave you kingdom, call'd you children, 
You owe me no | ſubmiſſion. Then let fall 

Your horrible pleaſure; here ] ſtand your ſlave, 
A poor, infirm, weak, and deſpis'd old man! 


* Fore-runners, 


+ i. e. all relations, or kindred elements that compoſe man. 
fſubſcriꝑtion. 
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But yet I call you ſervile miniſters, 
That have with two pernicious daughters join 4 
Your high-engender'd battels, gainſt a head 
So old and white as this. O, ho! tis foul, 

Fool. He that has a houſe to put's head in, has a 
good head-piece : 
The codpiece that will houſe, before the head has any: 
The head and he ſhall lowſe; ſo beggars marry many. 
That man that makes his toe, what he his heart ſhould 

make, 

Shall of a corn cry woe, and turn his ſleep to wake. 
For there was never yet fair woman, but ſhe made 
mouths in a glaſs. 


SCENE: III. 
To them, Enter KENT. 

LEAR. No, I will be the pattern of all patience, 
I will ſay nothing. 

KENT, Who's there? 

Fool. Marry here's grace, and a cod-piece, that's 
a wiſe man and a fool. [night, 

KenT. Alas Sir, are yon here? things that love 
Love not ſuch nights as theſe : the wrathful skies 
* Gallow the very wand'rers of the dark, 
And make them keep their caves : ſince I was man, 
Such ſheets of fire, ſuch burſts of horrid thunder, 
Such groans of roaring wind and rain, I never 


Remember to have heard, Man's nature cannot carry 


Th' affliction, nor the force. 

Lr AR. Let the great gods, 
That keep this dreadful thund'ring o'er our heads, 
Find out their enemies now. Tremble thou wretch, 


* Gallow, a Weſt-country word, ſignifies to ſcare or frighten, 
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That haſt within thee undivulged crimes 
Unwhipt of juſtice. Hide thee, thou bloody hand; 
* Thou perjur'd, and thou ſimular man of virtue, 
That art inceſtuous: caitiff, ſhake to pieces 
That under covert and convenient ſeeming, 
Halt practis'd on man's life, Cloſe pent-up guilts, 
Rive your concealing continents, and ask 
Thele dreadful ſummoners grace. Iam a man, 
More linn'd againſt, than ſinning. 
KenT, Alack, bare-headed ? 
Gracious my lord, hard by here is a hovel, 
Some friendſhip will it lend you 'gainſt the tempeſt : 
Repoſe you there, while I to this hard houſe 
(More hard than is the ſtone whereof 'tis rais'd ; 
Which even but now, demanding after you, 
Deny'd me to come in) return, and force 
Their ſcanted courteſie. 
LE ARK. My wits begin to turn. 
Come on my boy. How doſt my boy? art cold? 
I'm cold myſelf. Where is this ſtraw, my fellow ? 
The art of our neceſſities is ſtrange, [ hove!; 
That can make vile things precious. Come, you: 
Poor fool and knave, I've one thing in my heart 
That's ſorry yet for thee, 
Fool. He that has and a little tynie wit, 
© With heigh ho, the wind and the rain, 
© Muſt make content with his fortunes fit, 
Though the rain it raineth every day. 
LEAR, True my good boy: come bring us to this 
hovel. Exit. 
+ FooL, *Tis a brave night to cool a curtezan, 
Thou perjur'd and thou ſimular of virtue, 
Thou art iaceſtuous: caitiff, to pieces ſhake 
+ This ſpeech not in the old edition, 


G 


tura 


pity 
houſ 


neitl 


1 ſuſta 


B 
G 


bet 
bave 
ſpok. 
jurie 


V 


o this 
Exit. 
1. 


RKI NC LEAR. III. 4. 65 


I'll ſpeak a prophecy or e're I go; 

When prielts are more in words than matter, 
When brewers marr their malt with water; 
When nobles are their tailors tutors; 

No hereticks burn'd, but wenches ſuitors; 
When every caſe in law 1s right, 

No ſquire in debt, nor no poor knight; 
When ſlanders do not live in tongues, 


And cut-purſes come not to throngs; 


When uſurers tell their gold i' th' field, 

And bawds and whores do churches build: 

Then ſhall the realm of Albion 

Come to great confuſion, 

Then comes the time, who lives to ſec't, 

That going ſhall be us'd with feet. 

This prophecy Merlin ſhall make, for I do live before 
his time, [ Exit. 


NIV. 


An apartment in Guo'sTER'S caſtle. 


Enter Guo'STER and BASTARD. 
Gro. Alack, alack, Edmund, I like not this unna- 


| tural dealing; when I deſired their leave that I might 


pity him, they took from me the uſe of mine own 
houſe, charg'd me on pain of perpetual diſpleaſure, 


neither to ſpeak of him, entreat for him, or any way 
ſuſtain him. 


BAS T. Moſt ſavage and unnatural ! 
Gro. Go to; ſay you nothing. There is diviſion 


between the * and a worſe matter than that: I 


have receiv'd a letter this night, 'tis dangerous to be 


| ſpoken, I have lock'd the letter in my cloſet: theſe in- 
juries the King now bears will be revenged home; there 
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is part of a power already + landed; we muſt incline 
to the King, I will look for him, and privily relieve 
him; go you and maintain talk with the duke, that 
my charity be not of him perceiv'd ; if he ask for me, 
Iamill, and gone to bed; if I die for it, as no leſs is 
threaten'd me, the King my old maſter muſt be reliey- 
ed. There are ſtrange things toward, Edmund, pray 
you be careful. Exit. 
Bas r. This courteſie forbid thee ſhall the duke 

Inſtantly know, and of that letter too. 

This ſeems a fair deferving, and muſt draw me 

That which my father loſes; no leſs than all. 

The younger riſes, when the old doth fall. DExit. 


SCENE V. 


Part of the heath with a hovel. 
Enter LEAR, KENT, and Fool. 
KENT. Here is the place, my lord; good my lord, 
enter; 
The tyranny of open night's too rough 


For nature to endure. [Storm ſtill, 
LEAR. Let me alone. 
KENT. Good my lord, enter here. 
LEAR. Wilt break my heart? ſenter. 


KE Nr. I'd rather break mine own; good my lord 
LE AR. Thou think'ſt tis much that this contenti- Þ 


ous ſtorm 
Invades us to the skin; fo tis to thee; 
But where the greater malady is fixt, 
The leſſer is ſcarce felt. Thou'd(t ſhun a bear, 
But if thy flight light toward the roaring ſea 


Thou'dſt meet the bear i th* mouth; when the mind'; Þ 
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The body's delicate; the tempeſt in my 5 
Doth from my * take all feeling elſe, 
Save what beats there; Filial ingratitude! 
Is it not, as this mouth ſhould tear this hand 
For lifting food to't ? but 11] puniſh home; 
No, I will weep no more----in ſuch a night, 
To ſhut me out? pour on, I will endure: 
In ſuch a night as this? O Kegan, Gonnerill, 
Your old kind father, whoſe frank heart gave all 
O that way madnels lies, let me ſhun that, 
No more of that. 

KEN r. Good my lord, enter here. 

LEAR. Pr'ythee go in thyſelf, ſeek thine own eaſe, 
This tempeſt will not give me leave to ponder 
On things would hurt me more but I'll go in, 
In boy, go firſt. Vou houſeleſs poverty 
Nay, get thee in; I'll pray, and then I'll ſleep 
Poor naked wretches, whereſoe'er you are 
That bide the pelting of this pitileſs ſtorm ! 
How ſhall your houſeleſs heads, and unfed ſides, 
Your loop'd and window'd raggedneſs, defend you 
From ſeaſons ſuch as theſe ?---O I have ta'en 
Too little care of this! take phyſick, pomp, 
Expoſe thyſelf to feel what wretches feel, 
That thou may'ſt ſhake the ſuperflux to them, 
And ſhew the heavens more juſt, 


STORE MNE WE 
Enter £.DG AR diſeuis'd like a madman, and Fool. 


Ep. Fathom and half, fathom and half! poor 
Tom. 
Fool. Come not in here nuncle, here's a ſpirit, 


help me, help me. 


Kx NT. Give me thy hand, who's there? 
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Foo l. A ſpirit, a ſpirit, he ſays his name's poor 
Tom. 

KE NT. What art thou that doſt grumble there i' th 
ſtraw? come forth. : 

EDG. Away, the foul fiend follows me. Through 
the ſharp hawthorn blows the cold wind. Humph, 
go to thy bed and warm thee, _ 

Ly AK. Didit thou give all to thy daughters? and 
art thou come to this? 

EG. Who gives any thing to poor Tom? whom 
the foul fiend hath led through fire and through flame, 
through * ford and whirlpool, o'er bog and quagmire, 
that hath laid knives under his pillow, and halters in 
his pew; ſet ratsbane by his porredge, made him proud 
of heart, to ride on a bay trotting horle, over four 
+ inch'd bridges, to courſe his own ſhadow for a trai- 
tor, bleſs thy five wits, Tom's a-cold. O do, de, 
do, de, do, de, bleſs thee from whirl-winds, ſtar-blaſt- 
ing, and taking, do poor Tom ſome charity, whom 
the foul fiend vexes. There could I have him now; and 


there, and here again, and there. [Storm ſtill. 
Lear, Have his daughters brought him to this 
paſs ? | 


Could'ſt thou fave nothing? did'ſt thou give 'em all? 
Fool. Nay, he reſerv'd a blanket, elſe we had been 
all ſhamed. 
LEAR. Now all the plagues that in the pendulous 
air 
ang fated o'er men's faults, light on thy daughters 
KENT. He hath no daughters, Sir. 
Le ax. Death, traitor, nothing could have ſubdu'd 
nature 
To ſuch a lowneſs, but his unkind daughters, 
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Ts it the faſhion, that diſcarded fathers 
Should have thus little mercy on their fleſh ? 
Judicious puniſhment! *twas this fleih begot 
Thoſe pelican daughters. 

EDG. Pillicock fat on pillicock-hill, alow, alow, 
loo, loo. 

FooL, This cold night will turn us all to fools, and 
mad-men, 

EDG. Take heed o'th' foul fiend, obey thy parents, 
keep thy word juſtly, ſwear not, commit not with 
man's ſworn ſpouſe; ſet not thy ſweet-heart on proud 


array. Tom's a-cold. 


LEAR. What haſt thou been? 

EpG. A ſerving-man, proud in heart and mind; 
that curl'd my hair, wore gloves in my cap, ſerv'd the 
luſt of my miſtreſs's heart, and did the act of darknels 
with her: ſwore as many oaths as I ſpake words, and 
broke them ix the ſweet face of heav'n. One that ſlept 
in the contriving luſt, and wak'd to do it. Wine lov'd 


I * deeply; dice dearly; and in woman, out-pare- : 


mour'd the Turk. Falſe of heart, light of car, bloody 
+ of hand; hog in ſloth, fox in ſtealth, wolf in greedi- 
neſs, dog in madneſs, hon in prey. Let not the creak- 
ing of ſhoes, nor the ruſtling of ſilks, betray thy poor 
heart to woman. Keep thy foot out of brothels, thy 
hand out of plackets, thy pen from lenders books, and 
deſie the foul fiend, Still through the hawthorn blows 
the cold wind: ſays ſuum, mun, nonny, dolphin my 
boy, boy, Selley : let him trot by. [ Storm ſtill. 

Lear, Thou wert better in a grave, than to anſwer 
with thy uncover'd body this extremity of the skies. 
Is man no more than this? conſider him well. Thou 
ow'l: the worm no ſilk, the beaſt no hide, the ſheep no 
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wool, the cat no perfume. Ha! here's three of us are 
ſophiſticated. Thou art the thing itſelf; unaccommo- 
dated man is no more but ſuch a poor, bare, forked 
animal as thou art. Off, off you lendings : come, un- 
button here. [Tearing off his cloaths, 

Foo L. Pr'ythee nuncle be contented; 'tis a naughty 
night to ſwim in. Now alittle fire in a wild field, were 
like an old letcher's heart, a ſmall ſpark , and all the 
reſt on's body cold; look, here comes a walking fire. 

EDG. This is the foul flibbertigibbet ; he begins at 
curfew, and walks till the firſt cock; he gives the web 
and the pin, ſquints the eye, and makes the hair- lip; 
mildews the white wheat, and hurts the poor creature 
of the earth. 

© Swithold footed thrice the old; 

He met the night-mare, and her nine-fold, 

© Bid her alight, and her troth plight, 

And aroynt thee witch, aroynt thee, 

KENT, How fares your grace ? 


SCENE VII. 


Enter GL.O'STER with a torch. 


LEAR, What's he? 

KENT. Who's there? what is't you ſeek ? 

Go. What are you there? your names? 

Ep G. Poor Tom, that eats the ſwimming frog, the 
toad, the tod-pole ; the wall-newt, and the water- 
newt; that in the fury of his heart, when the foul fiend 
rages, eats cow-dung for ſallets; ſwallows the old rat, 
and the ditch-dog; drinks the green mantle of the 
ſtanding pool; who is whipt from tything to tything, 
and (tock-puniſh'd, and impriſon'd: who hath three 
ſuits to his back, (ix ſhirts to his body; a 
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© Horſe to ride, and weapon to wear; 
© But mice, and rats, and ſuch ſmall deer 
© Have been Tom's food for ſeven long year,” 
Beware my follower. Peace ſmulkin, peace thou fiend, 
GLo, What, hath your grace no better company? 
EDG. The prince of darkneſs is a gentleman, Mo- 
do he's call'd, and Mahu, 
GLo. Our fleſh and blood, my lord, is grown ſa 
vile, 
That it doth hate what gets it. 
Ep G. Tom's a-cold. 
Gro. Go in with me; my duty cannot ſuffer 
T' obey in all your daughters hard commands: 
Though their injunction be to bar my doors, 
And let this tyrannous night take hold upon you, 
Yet have ventur'd to come ſeek you out, 
And bring you where both fire and food is ready. 
LEak. Firſt let me talk with this philoſopher ; 


What is the cauſe of thunder? 


KenT. My good lord, take his offer, 
Go into th? houſe, 
Lx AR. I'Il talk a word with this ſame learned The- 
ban: | 
Whatis your ſtudy ? 
ED6, How to prevent the fiend, and to kill ver- 
min, | 
LEAR. Let us ask you one word in private, 
KexT. Importune him to go, my lord, 
His wits begin t' unſettle. 
Go. Can'ſt thou blame him? FStorm. ſtill. 


His daughters ſeek his death: ah, that good Kent! 


He ſaid it would be thus; poor baniſh'd man, 


Thou ſay'ſt the King grows mad; I'll tell thee friend, 


I'm almoſt mad myſelf; I had a ſon, 
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Now out- law'd from my blood, he ſought my life, 
But lately, very late; 1 lov d him, friend, 
No father his ſon dearer : true to tell thee, 
The prief hath craz'd my wits, What a night's this ? 
I do beſeech your grace. | 
LEAR, O cry you mercy, Sir: 
Noble philoſopher, your company. 
Epo. Tom's a-cold, 
GLo. In, fellow, into th' hovel; keep thee warm. 
Lr AR. Come, let's in all. 
KEN T. This way, my lord. 
LE AR. With him; 
Iwill keep ſtill with my philoſopher. 
KENT. Good my lord, ſooth him; let him take the 
fellow. 
GLo. Take him you on. 
KENT. Sirrah, come on; along with us. 
LEAR. Come, nood Athenian, 
GLo. No words, no words, huſh. 
Ep g. Child Rowland to the dark tower came, 
His word was ſtill, fie, foh, and fum, 
I ſmell the blood of a Britiſh man. [Exeur?, 


8. O EN E VIII. 


GLo'sTER'S caſtle, 
Enter CORNWALL and Baſtard, 

Co RN. Iwill have revenge, ere I depart his houſe, 

BasT. How, my lord! I may be cenſur'd, that na- 
ture thus gives way to loyalty; ; ſomething fears me to 
think of, 

Corn. I now perceive it was not altogether your 
brother's evil diſpoſition made him ſeek his death : but 
a provoking merit ſet a-work by a reprovaiue badneis 
in himſelf, 
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BasT. How malicious is my fortune, that T muſt 
repent to be juſt? this is the letter which he ſpoke of; 
which approves him an intelligent party to the advan- 
tages of France. Oh heavens ! that this treaſon were 
not; or not I the detector. 

Corn. Go with me to the dutcheſs. 

BasrT. If the matter of this paper be certain, you 
have mighty buſineſs in hand. 

CoRNn., True or falle, it hath made thee Earl of 
Glo'ſter : ſeek out where thy father is, that he may be 
ready for our apprehenſion, 

BasT. If 1 find him comforting the King, it will 
ſtuff his ſuſpicion more fully, I will perſevere in my 
courſe of loyalty, though the conflict be ſore between 
that and my blood. 

CoRN. I will lay truſt upon thee; and thou ſhalt 
find a dearer father in my love. | [Exeunt. 


SCENE IX. 


A chamber. 
Enter KENT and GLO'STER, 

GLo. Here is better than the open air, take it 
thankfully : I will piece out the comfort with what ad- 
dition I can; I will not be long from you. [ Ext. 

KENT. All the power of his wits has given way to 
his impatience: the gods reward your kindneſs. 

Enter LIE AR, EDGAR, and Fool. 

Epc. Fraterreto calls me, and tells me Nero is an 
angler in the lake of darkneſs: pray innocent, and be- 
ware the foul fiend, 

Fool. Pr'ythee, nuncle, tell me, whether a mad- 


man be a gentleman, or a yeoman ? 


LEAR, A king, a king. 
Fool. No, he's a yeoman that has a gentleman to 
Vor. III. K 
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his ſon: for he's a yeoman that ſees his ſon a gentle- 
man before him. 

LE AR. To have a thouſand with red burning ſpits 
Come hizzing in upon em.“ 

Ep. The foul fiend bites my back. 

Fool. He's mad that truſts in the tameneſs of a 
wolf, the health of a horſe, the love of a boy, or the 
oath of a whore. 

LEAE. It ſhall be done, I will arraign em ſtrait, 
Come fit thou here, moſt learned juſtice, 

Thou ſapient Sir, fit here----now ye ſhe foxes. 

EDG. The foul fiend haunts poor Tom in the voice 
of a nightingale. Hopdance cries in Tom's belly for 
two white herrings. Croak not black angel, I have no 
food for thee. 

LE AR. I'll ſee their tryal, bring me in the evidence. 
Thou robed man of juſtice, take thy place, 

And thou his yoke-fellow of equity 

Bench by his ſide. You are o' th* commiſſion, fit you 
too. 

Arraign her firſt, *tis Gonerill. 

FooL, Come hither miltreſs, is your name Gone: 
rill? 


LEAR. She cannot deny it. 


Fool. Cry you mercy, I took you for u joint-ſtoo! 


Lr AR. Arms, arms, ſword, lire, corruption in ibe 
place! 
Falſe juſticer, why haſt thou let her 'ſcape ? 
Ep d. Bleſs thy five wits. 
KEN r. O pity! Sir, where is the patience now, 


* There follow in the old or by Shakeſpear himſelf. 
edition ſeveral ſpeeches in the ſhall however inſert then 
mad way, which probably here, and leave 'em to tl! 
were left out by the players, reader's mercy. 
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That you ſo oft have boaſted to retain ? 
EpG, My tears begin to take his part ſo much 

They mar my counterfeiting. [Ajfrae, 
LEAR. The little dogs and all, 

Tray, Blanch, and Sweet-heart; fee, they bark at me- 
Ep. Tom will throw his head at them; avaunt, 

you curs! 

Be thy mouth or black or white, 

Tooth that poiſons if it bite; 

Maſtiff, grey-hound, mungril grim, 

Hound or ſpaniel, + brache, or hym; 

} Or bobtail-tike, or trundle tail, 

Tom will make him weep and wail, 

For with throwing thus my head 

Dogs leap the hatch, and all are fled. 

Do, de, de, de: Selley, come, march to wakes and 


fairs, 
And market towns; poor Tom thy horn is dry, 
[ Exit, 
Lear. Then let them anatomize Regan ſee 


what breeds about her heart is there any cauſe in 
nature that makes theſe hard hearts? you Sir, I enter- 
tain for one of my hundred; only I do not like the fa- 
ſhion of your garments. You will ſay they are Perſian ; 
but let them be chang'd. | 
' Re-enter GLO'STER. 
KENT. Now, good my lord, lye here and reſt a 
while. 
LEaR. Make no noiſe, make no noiſe, draw the 
curtains: 
do, ſo, we'll go to ſupper i'th* morning. 
Foor. And I'll go to bed at noon. 


} | Names of particular forts of dogs. 
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Go. Come hither, friend, where is the King, my 
maſter ? 
KENT. Here, Sir, but trouble him not, his wits are 
gone, 
GLo, Good friend, I pr'ythee take him in thy arms: 
have o'er-heard a plot of death upon him: 
There is a litter ready, lay him in't, 
And drive tow'rd Dover, friend, where thou ſhalt meet 
Both welcome and protection. Take up thy malter, 
If thou ſhould'it dally half an hour, his life, 
With thine, and all that offer to defend him, 
Stand in aſſured loſs. Take up, take up, 
And follow me, that will to ſome proviſion 


Give thee quick conduct. Come, away, away. [ Exennt. 


SCENE X, 
GLo'STER's caſtle, 
Enter CORNWALL, REGAN, GONERILI, Baſtard, 
and Servants. 

Conn, Poſt ſpeedily to my lord your husband, ſhew 
him this letter, the army of France is landed; ſeek out 
the traitor Gloſter, 

Rr. Hang him inſtantly, 

Gon. Pluck out his eyes, 

Corn, Leave him to my diſpleaſure. Edmund, 


keep you our filter company; the revenges we are 


bound to take upon your traiterous father are not fit 
for your beholding. Adviſe the duke where you are 
going, to a molt feſtinate preparation; we are bound 
to the like. Our poſts ſhall be ſwift, and intelligent 
betwixt us. Farewel dear ſiſter, farewel my lord o 
Glo'ſter, 
Enter Steward, 
How now ? where's the King? 
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STE. My lord of Glo'ſter bath convey'd him 
hence, | 
Some five or {x and thirty of his knights, 
Hot queſters after him, met him at gate, 
Who, with ſome other of the lord's dependants, 
Are gone with him tow'rd Dover; where they boaſt 
To have well-armed friends. 
Cox x. Get horſes for your miſtreſs. 
Go. Farewel, ſweet lord, and ſiſter. 
[ Exeunt GON. and Bas r. 
Corn, Edmund ſarewel: go ſeek the traitor 
Glo'ſter, 
Pinion him like a thief, bring him before us: 
Though well we may not pals upon his life 
Without the form of juſtice; yet our pow'r 
Shall do a court'ſie to our wrath, which men 
May blame, but not controul, 


lee 
Euter GLo's r ER priſoner, and Servants, 
Who's there? the traitor ? 
REG. Inprateful fox ! 'tis he. 
CoRN. Bind falt his corky arms. 
Gro. What mean your graces ? 

Good my friends, conſider you are my gueſts: 

Do me no foul play, friends. | 
CoRN. Bind him, I ſay. [They bind him. 
Res. Hard, hard: O filthy traitor ! 

GLo. Unmerciful lady as you are! I'm none. 
Corn. To this chair bind him. Villain, thou ſhalt 
find — 
Go. By the kind gods, 'tis molt ignobly done 
To pluck me by the beard. 
REG. So white, and ſuch a traitor ? 


— 
Po . —— 2 Li — 2. — 
n n * —— 
Bo» * - . 3 * py - 22 8 EX 
g . 4 
: — ke 2 . : a - 
2 * * 4 


"IR 
AZ . 2 « 


W 


— — — 


———— 
% - =. * 
r 
2 — 2 Wo 
— 


On nn — 
x "il - 7 2 
1 1 
— — — — 


78 Kixe LEAR, III. 11. 


Go. Naughty lady, | 
Theſe hairs which thou doſt raviſh from my chin 
Will quicken and accuſe thee, I'm your hoſt; 
With robber's hands, my hoſpitable favours 
You ſhould not ruffle thus. What will you do? 
Cox. Come, Sir, what letters had you late from 
France ? 
REG. Be limple anſwerer, for we know the truth. 
Corn. And what confed'racy have you with the 
traitors 
Late footed in the kingdom ? 
REG. To whoſe hands 
Have you ſent the lunatick King ? ſpeak. 
GLo. I have a letter gueſſingly ſet down, 
Which came from one that's of a neutral heart, 
And not from one oppos'd. 
Corn. Cunning 
REG. And falſe. 
Co xx. Where haſt thou ſent the King? 
Go. To Dover. | 
REG. Wherefore to Dover ? 
Waſt thou not charg'd, at peri 
CoRN. Wherefore to Dover? let him anſwer that. 
610. I'm ty'd to th' (take, and I mult ſtand the 
___ courſe, 
REG. Wherefore to Dover? 
GLo. Becauſe I would not ſee thy cruel nails 
Pluck out his poor old eyes; nor thy fierce ſiſter 
In his anointed fleſh {tick boariſh phangs. 
The ſea, with ſuch a ſtorm as his bare head 
In hell-black night indur'd, would have buoy'd up 
And quench'd the ſteeled fires : 
Yet poor old heart, he help'd the heavens to rain. 
If wolves had at thy gate howl'd that ſtern time, 
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Thou ſhould'ſt have ſaid, good porter turn the key; 
All cruels elſe ſubſcribe; but I ſhall ſee 
The winged vengeance overtake ſuch children, 
CoRN. See't fhalt thou never. Fellows, hold the 
chair, 
Upon theſe eyes of thine, I'll ſet my foot. 
[GLO'STER I held down while CORNWALL treads 
out one of his eyes. | 
GLo, He that will think to live 'till he be old, 
Give me ſome help. O cruel! O you gods! 
REG. One (ide will mock another; th' other too. 
Co RN. If you ſee vengeance 
SER, Hold your hand, my lord: 
I've ferv'd you ever ſince I was a child; 
But better ſervice have I never done you, 
Than now to bid you hold. 
REG. How now, you dog ? 
SER. If you did wear a beard upon your chin, 
I'd ſhake it on this quarrel, What do you mean ? 
Corn. My villain ! 


SER. Nay then come on, and take the chance of 


anger. [| Fight, in the ſcuffle CORNWALL 7s 
awounded. 

RE G. Give me thy ſword. A peaſant ſtand up thus? 

[ Kills him. 

my lord, you have one 


SER. Oh, Tam flain 
eyeleft 
To ſee ſome miſchief on him. Oh 


[Dies. 


CoRN. Leſt it ſee more, prevent it; out vile gelly: 
Where is thy luſtre now? [Treads out the other eye. 
where's my ſon 


GLo, All dark and comfortleſs 
Edmund ? 

Edmund, enkindle all the ſparks of nature 

To quit this horrid act. 
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Rx G. Out, treacherous villain, 
Thou call'ſt on him that hates thee: it was he 
That made the overture of thy treaſons to us: 


Who is too good to pity thee. 


Go. O my follies! 
Then Edgar was abus' d. Kind gods, forgive 
Me that, and proſper him. 

Rx G. Go thruſt him out 
At gates, and let him ſmell his way to Dover. 

[Ex. with GLO'STER, 

How is't my lord ? how look you ? 

Corn. I havereceiv'd a hurt; follow me, lady. — 
Turn out that eyeleſs villain; throw this ſlave 
Upon the dunghill, Regan, I bleed apace. 


Untimely comes this hurt, Give me your arm.. 
[Exeunt. 


UT 1 TSS RNSE 


SCENE an open country, 


Enter EDGAR, 
E T better thus, and known to be contemn'd, 
Than ſtill contemn'd and flatter'd. To be avor/, 

(The loweſt, moſt dejected thing of fortune) 
Stands ſtill in eſperance, lives not in fear. 

The lamentable change is from the be/?; 

The wor/? returns to laughter. Welcome then, 
Thou unſubſtantial air that I embrace 

The wretch that thou haſt blown unto the av9r/?, 
 Owes nothing to * thy blaſts, 

Enter Glo's TER, led by an old man. 
But who comes here? 


my. 
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My father poorly led? world, world, O world! 
+ But that thy ſtrange mutations make us hate thee, 
Life would not yield to age. 
OLD Max. O my good lord, I have been your te- 
nant, 
And your father's tenant, theſe fourſcore years. 
Go. Away, get thee away: good friend, be gone; 
Thy comforts can do me no good at all, 


Thee they may hurt. 
E. OLD Max. You cannot ſee your way. 
GLo. Ihave no way, and therefore want no eyes: 
— KH I {tumbled when I ſaw. Full oft *tis ſeen, 
Our mean ſecures us, and our meer defects 


' Prove our commodities. O dear ſon Edgar, 
The food of thy abuſed father's wrath ; 
unt. Might 1 but live to ſee thee in my touch, 
I'd ſay I had eyes again. 
OLD Man. How now ? who's there? 
Ep. O gods! who is't can ſay I'm at the'worlt ? 
I'm worſe than c'er I was. 
OLD Man, Tis poor mad Tom. 
Epc. And worſe I may be yet: the worſt is not, 
d, | So long as we can ſay, this is the wort, 
vort, OLD Ma x. Fellow, where goelt ? 
; GLo, Is it a beggar-man ? 
OLD Max. Madman, and beggar too? 
Gro. He has ſome reaſon, elſe he could not beg. 
I'th' laſt night's ſtorm I ſuch a fellow ſaw; 
Which made me think a man, a worm. My ſon 
Came then into my mind, and yet my mind 


+ The ſenſe ſeenis to be, the would endure to live to old 
world is ſo unhappy by its va- age, but in expe ctation of the 
tous mutations, that we grow period that it will put to life, 
io hate it: otherwiſe none aud all its miſeries. 
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Rx d. Out, treacherous villain, 
Thou call'ſt on him that hates thee: it was he 
That made the overture of thy treaſons to us: 
Who is too good to pity thee, 
GLo. O my follies! 
Then Edgar was abus'd. Kind gods, forgive 
Me that, and proſper him. 
Rx G. Go thruſt him out 
At gates, and let him ſmell his way to Dover. | 
Ex. with GLO'STER, 
How is't my lord ? how look you ? 
Corn. I have receiv'd a hurt; follow me, lady. 
Turn out that eyeleſs villain; throw this ſlave 
Upon the dunghill, Regan, I bleed apace. 
Untimely comes this hurt. Give me your arm. 
[ Exeunt. 


AT W. $CENSE:I, 


SCENE an open country. 


Enter EDGAR, 
E T better thus, and known to be contemn'd, 
Than ſtill contemn'd and flatter'd. To be wwor/?, 

(The loweſt, moſt dejected thing of fortune) 
Stands ſtill in eſperance, lives not in fear. 

The lamentable change is from the %; 

The qborſt returns to laughter. Welcome then, 

Thou unſubſtantial air that I embrace ! 

The wretch that thou haſt blown unto the a, 
Owes nothing to * thy blaſts, 

Enter GLo's TER, led by an old man. 
But who comes here ? 
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My father poorly led? world, world, O world! 
+ But that thy ſtrange mutations make us hate thee, 
Life would not yield to age. 
OLD Max. O my good lord, I have been your te- 
nant, 
And your father's tenant, theſe fourſcore years. 
Go. Away, get thee away: good friend, be gone; 
Thy comforts can do me no good at all, 
Thee they may hurt, | 
OLD MAN, You cannot ſee your way. 
GLo, I have no way, and therefore want no eyes: 
I {tumbled when I ſaw. Full oft tis ſeen, 
Our mean ſecures us, and our meer defects 


- Prove our commodities. O dear fon Edgar, 


The food of thy abuſed father's wrath ; 
Might 1 but live to ſee thee in my touch, 
I'd ſay I had eyes again. 

OLD Man. How now ? who's there? 

EDG. O gods! who is't can ſay I'm at the worſt? 
I'm worſe than e'er I was, 

OLD Max. Tis poor mad Tom. 

Evps. And worſe I may be yet: the worſt is not, 
80 long as we can ſay, this is the worſt. 

OLD Ma x. Fellow, where goelt ? 

Go. Is it a beggar-man ? 

OLD Max. Madman, and beggar too? 

Gro. He has ſome reaſon, elſe he could not beg. 
I'th' laſt night's ſtorm I ſuch a fellow ſaw ; 
Which made me think a man, a worm. My ſon 
Came then into my mind, and yet my mind 


+ The ſenſe ſeems to be, the would endure to live to old 
world is ſo unhappy by its va- age, but in expeQation of the 
r9us mutations, that we grow period that it will put to life, 
%o hate it: otherwiſe none aud all its miſeries. 
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Was then ſcarce friends with him. I've heard mote 
ſince, 
As flies to wanton boys, are we to th' gods, 
They kill us for their ſport. 
Ep g. How ſhould this be? 
Bad is the trade muſt play the fool to forrow, 
Ang'ring itſelf and others. Bleſs thee maſter. 
Go. Is that the naked fellow? 
OLD Max. Ay, my lord. 
Go. Get thee away: if for my fake 
Thou wilt o'ertake us hence a mile or twain 
I'th' way tow'rd Dover, do it for ancient love; 
And bring ſome covering for * this naked ſoul, 
Whom ['I intreat to lead me. 
OLD Man. Alack Sir, he is mad. 
Gro. Tis the time's plague, when madmen lead 
the blind: 
Do as] bid, or rather do thy pleaſure; 
Above the reſt, be gone, 
OLD Man. Pl bring him the belt *parrel that I have, 
Come on't what will, [ Exit. 

Go. Sirrah, naked fellow. 

Ep. Poor Tom's a-cold. I cannot dance it further. 

GLo. Come hither fellow. 

Eo d. And yet I muſt; 

Bleſs thy ſweet eyes, they bleed. 

Gro. Know'lt thou the way to Dover? 

Ep G. Both (tile and gate, horſe-way and foot-path: 
poor Tom hath been ſcar'd out of his good wits. Blets 
thee good man from the foul fiend. + Five ſiends have 
been in poor Tom at once, Hobbididen prince of 
dumbneſs, Mahu of ſtealing, Mohu of murder, Flib- 

* his naked ſoul, which I'll —— 

Theſe lines are added here in the old edition. 
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bertigibbet of mopping, and Mowing who ſince pol- 
ſeſſes chamber-maids and waiting- women. 

Go. Here take this purſe, thou whom the heavens 

plagues | 

Have humbled to all ſtrokes. That I am wretched 
Makes thee the happier : heavens deal ſo {till ; 
Let the ſuperfluous, and Juſt-dieted man, 
That ſlaves your ordinance, that will not ſee 


| Beeauſe he do's not feel, feel your pow'r quickly: 


So diſtribution ſhould undo exceſs, 
And each man have enough. Do'ſt thou know Dover? 
EDG. Ay maſter, 
Gro. There is a cliff, whoſe high and bending head 
Looks fearfully on the confined deep: 
Bring me but to the very brim of it, 
And I'll repair the miſery thou doſt bear 
With ſomething rich about me: from that place 
I ſhall no leading need. 
Ep. Give me thy arm; 
Poor Tom ſhall lead thee. [Exeunt, 


SCENE II. 
The Duke of ALBANY's Palace. 
Enter GONERILL, BASTARD, aud Steward. 


Gox. Welcome, my lord. I marvel our mild huſ- 


band 


Not met us on the way, Now where's your maſter ? 


STEw. Madam, within; but never man ſo chang'd: 


I told him of the army that was landed 
He ſmil'd at it, I told him you were coming, 
His anſwer was, the worſe. Of Glo'ſter's treachery 
And of the loyal ſervice of his ſon, 
When I inform'd him, then he call'd me ſot, 
And told me I had turn'd the wrong ſide out, 
L 2 
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What moſt he ſhould diſlike, ſeems pleaſant to him; 
What like, offenſive. 
Gon. Then ſhall you go no further. 
It is the cowiſn terror of his ſpirit 
That dares not undertake: he'll not feel wrongs 
Which tie him to an anſwer; our wiſhes on the way 
May prove effects. Back Edmund to my brother, 
Haſten his muſters, and conduct his powers. 
J mult change arms at home, and give the diſtaff 
Into my hasband's hands. This truſty ſervant 
Shall paſs between us: you ere long ſhall hear, 
If you dare venture in your own behalf, 
A miſtrefs's command. Wear this; ſpare ſpeech, 
Decline vour head, This kiſs, if it durſt ſpeak, 
Would ſtretch thy ſpirits up into the air: 
Conccive, and fare thee well. 
BasT. Yours in the ranks of death. 
Go x. My molt dear Gloſter, 
Oh, the ſtrange difference of man, and man! 
To thee a woman's ſervices are due, 
My fool uſurps my body. 
STEw. Madam, here comes my lord. 
Enter ALBANY. 
Gon, I have been worth the whiſtle. 
ALB. Oh Gonerill, 
You are not worth the duſt which the rude wind 
Blows in your face. + I fear your diſpolition, 
That nature which contemns its origine, 
Cannot be border'd certain in itſelf; 
She that herſelf will ſhiver and diſ-branch 


enſuing are in the edition of deteſtation which Albany ex- 


1608, and are but neceſſary preſſes here to his wife. 


[Exit, Baſtard. 


4 Theſe and the ſpeech to explain the reaſons of the 
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From her material ſoap, perſorce mult wither, 
And come to deadly ule, 

Go. No more, 'tis fooliſh, 

ALB. Wiſdom and goodneſs to the vile ſeem vile; 
Tygers, not daughters, what have you perform'd ? 
A father, and a gracions aged man, 

Moſt barb'rous, molt degenerate, have you madded. 
Cou'd my good brother ſuffer you to do it, 

A man, a prince by him ſo benefited ? 

f that the heav'ns do not their viſible ſpirits 

Send quickly down to tame the vile offences, 
Humanity mult perforce prey on itſelf 

Like monſters of the deep. 

Gox, Milk-liver'd man! 

That bear ſt a cheek for blows, a head for wrongs ; 
Who haſt not in thy brows an eye diſcerning 
Thine honour, from thy ſuffering. | 

ALB. See thyſelf, devil: 
Proper deformity ſeems not in the fiend 
So horrid as in woman. 

GoN. O vain fool! 

Enter Meſſenger. 
Mes. Oh my good lord, the Duke of Cornwall's 
dead, 

Slain by his ſervant, going to put out 
The other eye of Glo'ſter. 

ALB. Glo'ſter's eyes? 


Mes. A ſervant that he bred, thrill'd with remorſe, 


Oppos'd againſt the act; bending his ſword 
To his great maſter : who thereat enrag'd, 
Flew on him, and amongſt them fell'd him dead. 
But not without that harmful ſtroke which ſince 
Hath pluck'd him after, 

ALB. This ſhews you are above, 
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You juſtices, that theſe our nether crimes 


| So ſpeedily can venge. But O poor Glo'ſter ! 
1 Loſt he his other eye? 
| Ms. Both, both, my lord. 
| This letter, madam, craves a ſpeedy anſwer : 
: 


*Tis from your filter, 

'GoN, One way like this wal; 
But being widow, and my Glo'ſter with her, " 
May all the bnilding in my fancy pluck 


5 Upon my hateful life. Another way 5 
1 The news is not ſo tart. I'll read, and anſwer, [Z vit. ] 
| ALB. Where was his ſon, when they did take his ( 
; eyes? 8 
j Mts, Come with my lady hither, 
44 ALB. He's not here. 
pf Ms. No, my good lord, I met him back again. \ 
A ALB. Knows he the wickedneſs? 8 
. Mes. Ay, my good lord, twas he inform'd againſt 1 
5 bim, 8 V 
? And quit the houſe of purpoſe, that their puniſhment A 
% Might have the freer courſc. S 
N ALB. Glo'ſter, I live It 
1 To thank thee for the love thou ſhew'dſt the King, 
uh And to revenge thine eyes. Come hither friend, 
. 1 Tell me what more thou know'(t. [Exeunt. Þ St 
. | ”; 
„ * FCENE m. C: 
4 | Enter KENT and a Gentleman. 1 
'F KENT. The King of France ſo ſuddenly gone back! | 
. Know you the reaſon ? 4. 
iS * This ſcene, left out in all writing, and neceſſary to con- Fl 
b the common books, is reſtor'd tinue the ſtory of Cordelia, . 
q } from the old edition; it be- whoſe behaviour here is molt Su 
bs ing manifeſtly of Shakeſpear's beautifully painted. 
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GEN. Something he left imper fect in the ſtate, 
Which ſince his coming forth is thought of, which 
Imports the kingdom ſo much fear and danger, 

That his return was molt requir'd and neceſſary. 
KEenT, Who hath he left behind him general? 
GexT. The Mareſchal of France, Monſieur le Fat, 
KE Nr. Did your letters pierce the Queen to any 


demonſtration of grief? 


GExT. I ſay ſhe took em, read *em in my preſence, 


And now and then an ample tear trill'd down 


Her delicate check: it ſeem'd ſhe was a queen 
Over her paſſion, which molt revel-like 
Sought to be king o'er her, 

KENT. O then it mov'd her. 

GEN I. But not to rage, Patience and ſorrow ſtrove 
Which ſhould expreſs her goodlieſt; you have ſeen 
Sun-ſhine and rain at ence, Thoſe happieſt ſmiles 
That play'd on her ripe lip, ſeem'd not to know 
What gueſts were in her eyes, which parted thence, 
As pearls from diamonds dropt——in brief 
Sorrow would be a rarity moſt beloy'd, 

If all could fo become it. | 

KenT. Made ſhe no verbal queſtion ? 

GeNnT. Once or twice 
She heav'd the name of Father, 

Pantingly forth, as if it preſt her heart. 

Cry'd, ſiſters! ſiſters! what ? i'th' itorm of night? 
Let pity ne'er believe it! then ſhe ſhook 

The holy water from her heav'nly eyes, 

And then retir'd, to deal with grief alone. 

KunT. The ſtars above us govern our conditions: 
Elſe one ſelf- mate and mate could not beget 


Such diff” rent iſſues, Spoke you with her fince ? 


GENT, No. 
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KENT. Was this before the King return'd ? 
GENT. No, ſince. 
KzxNT. The poor diſtreſſed Lear's in town, 
Who ſometimes in his better tune remembers 
What we are come about, and by no means 
Will yield to ſee his daughter, 
GENT, Why, good Sir? 
KEN T. A ſov'reign ſhame ſo bows him, his un- 
kindneſs 
That ſtript her from his benediction, turn'd her 
To foreign caſualties, gave her dear rights 
To his dog-hearted daughters. Theſe things Ning him 
So venomouſly, that burning ſhame detains him 
From his Cordelia, 
GENT, Alack poor gentleman ! 
KEN T. Of Albany's and Cornwall's pow'rs you 
heard not ? 
GENT. *Tis lo, they are a-foot, 
KenT. Well Sir, I'll bring you to our maſter Lear, 
And leave you to attend him. Some dear caule 
Will in concealment wrap me up a while: 


When Iam known aright, you {hall not grieve 


Lending me this acquaintance, Pray along with me. 
[Exeut 


SCEN-E-1V; 


ACany. 
Euter CORDELIA, Phylician and Soldiers. 
Cor, Alack, *tis hez why he was met even now 

As mad as the vext ſea, ſinging aloud, 
Crown'd with rank fenitar, and furrow weeds, 
With hardocks, hemlock, nettles, cuckow flowers, 
Darnel, and all the idle weeds that grow 
in our ſuſtaining corn. Send forth a cent'ry, 
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Search every acre in the high- grown field, 
And bring him to our eye. What can man's wWiſdom 
In the reſtoring his bercaved ſenſe? 
He that helps him, take all my outward worth, 
Pays, There are means, madam : 
Our foſter nurſe of nature, is repoſe, 
The which he lacks; that to provoke in him, 
Are many ſimples operative, whoſe power 
Will cloſe the eye of anguiſh. 
Cor. All bleſt ſecrets! 
All you unpubliſh'd virtues of the earth! 
Spring with my tears; be aidant, and remediate 
In the good man's * diltreſs: : ſeek, ſeek for him, 
Leſt his ungovern'd rage diſſolve the life 
That wants the means to lead it. 
Enter a Meſſenger. 
Ms. News, madam : 
The Britiſh pow'rs are marching hitherward. 
Cor. Tis known before. Our preparation ſtands 
In expectation of them. O dear father, 
It is thy buſineſs that I go about: therefore great France 
My mourning and important tears hath pitied. 
No blown ambition doth our arms incite, 
But love, dear love, and our ag'd father's right: 
Soon may I hear, and ſee him! [ Exennt, 


SCENE VV, 
REGAN?'s Palace. 
Enter RE G AN and Steward, 
Rec. But are my brother's powers ſet forth? 
STEW. Ay, madam. 
Reo. Himſelf in perſon there? 


deſires. 
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STEw. With much adoe. 
Your ſiſter is the better ſoldi-r, 
REG. Lord Edmund ſpake not with your lady at 
home ? 
STE w. No, madam, 
Rec. What might import my liſter's letter to him? 
STEw. I know not, lady. 
REG. Faith he is poſted hence on ſerious matter. 
It was great ign'rance, Glo'ſter's eyes being out 
To let him live; where he arrives, he moves 
All hearts againſt us: Edmund, I think, is gone, 
In pity of his miſery, to diſpatch 
His nighted life: moreover to deſcry 
The ſtrength o' th' enemy. letter. 
STEw. I muſt needs after him, madam, with my 
REG, Our troops ſet forth to-morrow : ſtay with us: 
The ways are dangerous 
STEw I may not, madam; 
My lady charg'd my duty in this buſineſs. 
REc. Why ſhould ſhe write to Edmund? might 


not you 
Tranſport her purpoſes by word ? 
Something ———— I know not what ————— [II 


love thee much 
Let me unſeal the letter. 
STE w. Madam, I had rather - 


REG. | know your lady do's not love her husband, 


I'm ſure of that; and at her late being here 
She gave ſtrange * oeiliads, and moſt ſpeaking looks 
To noble Edmund. 1 know you're of her boſom. 
STEw. I, Madam? 
RE G. I ſpeak in underſtanding: you are; I know 't; 


French, for glances. 
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Therefore I do adviſe you take this note. 
My lord is dead; Edmund and I have talk'd, 
And more convenient is he for my hand 
Than for your lady's: you may gather more: 
If you do find him, pray you give him this; 
And when your miſtreſs hears thus much from you, 
I pray deſire her call her wiſdom to her. So farewel, 
If you do chance to hear of that blind traitor, 
Preferment falls on him that cuts him off, 
STE. Would I could meet him, madam, I ſhould 
ſhew 
What lady I do follow, 
REG, Fare thee well, | [Exeunt. 


SCENE VI. 


The Country. 
Enter GLo's TER ond EDGAR, 
GLo. When ſhall I come to the top of that ſame 
hill? 
Epc. You do climb up it now. Look how we la. 
bour. 
GLo. Methinks the ground is even. 
Ep G. Horrible ſteep. 
Hark, do you hear the ſea? 
GLo. No truly. 
Ep G. Why then your other ſenſes grow imperfeRt 
By your eyes anguiſh. 
Go. So may it be indeed, 
Methinks thy voice is alter'd, and thou ſpeak'(t 
In better phraſe and matter than thou didſt. 
EpG. You're much deceiv'd: in nothing am I 
chang'd 
But in my garments. 
Gro. Sure you're better ſpoken. 
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Eo g. Come on Sir, here's the place----ſtand ſtill. 
© How fearfu] 

And dizzy 'tis, to caſt one's eyes fo low! 
* The crows and choughs, that wing the midway air 
© Shew ſcarce ſo groſs as beetles, Half way down 
© Havgs one that gathers ſamphire; dreadful trade! 
Methinks he ſeems no bigger than his head: 
he fiſner- men that walk upon the beach 
Appear like mice; and yond tall anchoting bark, 
© Diminiſh'd to her cock; her cock, a buoy 
* Almolt too ſmall for fight. The murmuring ſurge, 
* That on th* unnumbred idle pebbles chafes, 
Cannot be heard fo high. I'll look no more, 
© Leſt my brain turn, and the deficient light 
© Topple down headlong. 

GLo. Set me where you ſtand. 

EDG. Gl ve me your hand: you're now within a foot 
Of th' extream verge: for all below the moon 
Would not ! leap upright. 

Gro. Let go my hand: 

Here friend's another purie, in it a jewel, 

Well worth a poor man's taking. Fairies and gods 
Proſper it with thee. Go thou further off, 

Bid me farewel, and let me hear thee going. 

EF DG. Now fare ye well, good Sir. [Seems to ge. 

GLo. With all my heart. 

EnG. Why do trifle thus with his deſpair ; ? 
is done to cure it, 

GLo. O you mighty gods! 
This world I do renounce, and in your lights 
Shake patiently my great affliction off: 
If I could bear it longer, and not fall 
To quarrel with your great oppoſeleſs wills, 
My ſnuff and loathed part of nature ſhould 


* 


* 


foot 


Is 
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Burn itſclf out. If Edgar live, O bleſs bim. 
Now feliow, fare thee well. [He leaps and falls along. 

Ep. Good Sir, farewel. 
And yet I know not how conceit may rob 
The treaſury of life, when life itſelf 
Yields to the theft. Had he been where he thought, 
By this, had thought been paſt. Alive or dead? 
Hoa, you Sir! friend! here, you Sir! ſpeak ! 
Thus might he paſs indeed yct he revives, 
V\ hat are you, Sir? 

GLo. Away, and let me die. 

EDG. Hadit thou been ought but Goff 'mer, ſea- 

thers, air, | 

30 many fathom down precipitating, 
Thou'dit ſhiver'd like an egg: but thou doſt breathe, 
Halt heavy ſubſtance, bleed'ſt not; {peak, art ſound ? 
Ten mails * attacht make not the altitude 
Which thou haſt perpendicularly fall'n. 
Thy lite's a miracle, Speak yet again. 

Guo, But have I fall'n, or no? 

Ep g. From the dread ſummit of this chalky bourn! 
Look up a height, the ſhrill-gorg'd lark fo far 
Cannot be ſeen or heard: do but look up. 

GL o. Alack, I have no eyes. 

Is wretchedneſs depriv'd that benefit 

To end itſelf by death? *rwas yet ſame comfort, 
When miſery could beguile the tyrant's rage, 
Ard fruſtrate his proud will, 

ED. Give me your arm. 

Up, ſo—how is't? feel you your legs? you ſtand, 

GLo. Too well, too well. 

ED 6. This is above all trangenels. 


at lcaſt, 
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Upon the crown o'th* cliff, what thing was that 
Which parted from you ? 

GL o. A poor unfortunate beggar. 

EDG. As I ſtood here below, methought his eyes 
Were two ful! moons; he had a thouſand noſes, 
Horns + welk'd and wav'd like the ꝓ enridged ſea: 
It was ſome fiend. Therefore, thou happy father, 
Think that the deareſt gods, who make them honours 
Of men's impoſſibilities, have preſerv'd thee. 

Gro. I do remember now: henceforth I'll bear 
Affliction, till it do cry out itſelf, 

Enough, enough, and die, That thing you ſpeak of, 


I took it fora man; often 'twould ſay 


The fiend, the fiend he led me to that place. 
Ep G. Bear free and patient thoughts. 


SCENE VII. 
Enter LEAR, 
But who comes here? 
The ſafer ſenſe will ne' er accommodate 
His maſter thus. 
Lx AR. No, they cannot touch me for coyning, I am 


the King himſelf. 


Ep G. O thou ſide- piercing fight ! 

LE AR. Nature's above art in that reſpect. There's 
your preſs-mony. That fellow handles his bow like a 
cow-keeper: draw me aclothier's yard. Look, look, 
a mouſe ! peace, peace, this piece of toaſted cheeſe will 
do't——there's my gauntlet, I'll prove it on a giant. 
Bring up the brown bills. O well flown bird: i' th 
clout, 1'th' clout : hewgh. Give the word. 

EDG. Sweet marjoram. 


® z,e. twiſted waving hoins, T walk'd. f enraged, 
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LEAR, Paſs, | 

Go. I know that voice, 

LE AR. Ha! Gonerill! “ hah Regan! they flatter'd 
me like a dog, and told me had white hairs in my 
beard, ere the black ones were there. To ſay ay, and 
no, to every thing that I ſaid-----ay and no too, was 
no good divinity. When the rain came to wet me once, 
and wind to make me chatter ; when the thunder would 
not peace at my bidding, there I found 'em, there I 
ſmelt *em out. Go to, they are not men o' their words 
they told me I was every thing: *tis a lie, Iam not 
ague-proof, | 

GLo, The trick of that voice I do well remember : 
is't not the King ? 

LEAR. Ay, every inch a king. 

When I do ſtare, ſee how the ſubject quakes. 


1 pardon that man's life. What was thy cauſe ? 


Adultery? thou ſhalt not die; die for adultery? no, 
the wren goes to't, and the {mall gilded flie does letcher 
in my ſight. Let copulation thrive: for Glo'ſter's baſ- 
tard ſon was kinder to his father, than my daughters 
got 'tween the lawful ſheets. To't luxury pell-mell, 
for I lack ſoldiers. Behold yon ſimpering dame, whoſe 
face *tween her forks preſages ſnow; that minces vir- 
tue, and does ſhake the head to hear of pleaſure's name. 
The ꝗ fitchew, nor the ſoyled horſe goes to't with a 
more riotous appetite: down from the waſte they are 


centaurs, though women all above: but to the girdle | 


do the gods inherit, beneath is all the ſiends. There's 
hell, there's darkneſs, there is the ſulphurous pit, burn- 
ing, ſcalding, ſtench, conſumption : fie, fie, fie; pah, 


* Ha Gonerill with a white beard; they flatter'd——- 
+} Fitchew, a kind of polecat, 
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pah; give me an ounce of civet, good apothecary, to 
ſweeten my imagination! there's mony for thee, 

G Lo. O let me kiſs that hand. | 

LEAR. Let me wipeit firlt, it ſmells of mortality, 

GLo. O ruin'd piece of nature! this great world 
Shall ſo wear out to novght. Do'ſt thou know me ? 

LEAR, I remember thine eyes well enough : doſt 
thou {quint at me? no, do thy worſt blind Cupid, I'll 
not love. Read thou this challenge, mark but the pen- 
ning of it. 

Gro. Were all the letters ſuns, I could not ſee one, 

E.G, I would not take this from report; 

It is, and my heart breaks at it, 

LEAR. Read, 

Gro. What, with this cafe of eyes? 1 

Lx AR. Oh ho, are you there with me? no eyes in 1 
your head, nor mony in your purſe? your eyes are in T 
heavy caſe, your purſe in a light, yet you ſee how this V 
world goes. 

GLo. I ſee it feelingly. 

LEAR. What, art mad? a man may ſee how this T 
world goes with no eyes. Look with thine ears: ſee "-.M 
how yond juſtice rails upon yond ſimple thief. Hars 1 A 
in thine ear: change places, and handy-dandy, which A. 
is the juſtice, which is the thief? thou haſt ſeen a fa- T 
mer's dog bark at a beggar, 

GLo. Ay Sir. 

LE AR. And the creature run from the cur: there 
thou might'ſt behold the great image of authority, 3 
dog's obey'd in office. 

Thou raſcal beadle, hold thy bloody hand: 

Why doſt thou laſh that whore? {trip thy own back, 

Thou hotly luſt'ſt to ule her in that kind, 

For which thou whip'ſt her. Th' uſurer hangs the 
cozener. 
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Through tatter'd cloaths ſmall vices do appear; 
Robes and furr'd gowns hide all. Plate fins with gold, 
And the ſtrong lance of juſtice hurtleſs breaks : 
Arm it in rags, a pigmy's ſtraw doth pierce it. 
None does offend, none, I ſay none, I'll able em; 
Take that of me my friend, who have the pow'r 
To ſeal th' accuſer's lips. Get thee glaſs eyes, 
And like a ſcurvy politician, ſeem 
To ſee the things thou doſt not. 
Now, now, now, now. Pull off my boots: harder, 
harder, ſo. 
EDG. O matter and impertinency mixt, 
Reaſon in madneſs. 
LEAR. If thou wilt weep my fortunes, take my eyes. 
I know thee well enough, thy name is Glo'ſler; 
Ehou mult be patient; we came crying hither : 
Thou know'(t, the firit time that we ſmell the air 
We wawle and cry. I will preach to thee: mark 
GLo. Alack, alack the day! 
LEAR. When we are born, we cry that we are come 
To this great (tage of fools, This a good block!--- 


lt were a delicate ſtratagem to ſhooe 


A troop of horſe with felt; I'll put't in proof, 


And when I've ſtol'n upon theſe ſons- in- law; 


Then kill, kill, kill, kill, kill, kill. 


S SCENE VII. 


Enter a Gentleman, with attendants, 

GENT. O here he is, lay hand upon him; Sir, 
Your moſt dear daughter 

LE AR. No reſcue? what, a priſoner? I am even 
The natural fool of fortune. Uſe me well, 
You ſhall have ranſom. Let me have ſurgeons; 
Iam cut to th' brains. 

VO. III. N 
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GENT. You ſhall have any thing. 
LEAR. No ſeconds? all myſelf? 
Why this would make a man, a man of ſalt; 
To uſe his eyes for garden- water- pots, 
And laying attumn's duſt, I will die bravely, 
Like a ſmug bridegroom. What? J vill be jovial: 
Come, come, I am a king. My maſters know you that? 
GENT. You are a royal one, and we obey you. 
LEaR. Then there's life in't. Come, an you get it, 
You ſhall get it by running: a, fa, fa, fa. Ex. 
GenrT. A light molt pitiful in the meaneſt wretch, 
Paſt ſpeaking of in a king. Thou haſt a daughter 
Who redeems nature from the general curſe 
Which twain have brought her to. 
EpG. Hail, gentle Sir, 
GENT, Sir, ſpeed you: what's your will? 
Ep d. Do you hear ought, Sir, of a battel toward? 
GENT, Moſt ſure; and vulgar: every one hears that, 
Which can diſtinguiſh ſound, 
Ep d. But by your favour, 
How near's the other army ? 
GENT. Near, and on ſpeedy foot : the main deſcry 
Stands on the hourly thought, 
EDG. I thank you, Sir. ; 
GENT. Though that the Queen on ſpecial cauſe is 
here, | 
Her army is mov'd on. LExit. 
Gro. You ever gentle gods, take my breath from me, 
Let not my worſer ſpirit tempt me again 
To die before you pleaſe. 
Epo. Well pray you, father. 
Go. Now good Sir, what are you? 
Ep. A moſt poor man, made tame to fortune“ 
blows, 


\ 
N 
1 


hat? 


et it, 
Exit. 
etch, 


rd? 


leſcry 


wſe is 


Exit, 
m me, 


tune“ 


Kinc LEAR. IV. 9. 99 


Who by the art of known and feeling ſorrows, 
Am pregnant to good pity. Give me your hand, 
I'll lead you to ſome biding. 

GLo. Hearty thanks; 
The bounty and the benizon of heav'n to boot. 


SG EN E KE. 
Euter Steward. 

STEw. A proclaim'd prize! moſt happy ! 
That eyleſs head of thine was firſt fram'd fleſh 
To raiſe my fortunes, Old unhappy traitor, 
Briefly thyſelf remember: the ſword is out 
That muſt deſtroy thee. 

Go. Let thy friendly hand 
Put ſtrength enough to't. 

STEw. Wherefore, bold peaſant, 

Dar'ſt thou ſupport a publiſh'd traitor ? hence, 
Leſt that th infection of his fortune take 
Like hold on thee. Let go his arm. 

Ep. Chill not let po Zir, without vurther *caſion. 

STEw. Let go, ſlave, or thou dy'lt. 

EDG. Good gentleman, go your gate, and let poor 
volk paſs : and *chud ha' been zwagger'd out of my life, 
*twould not ha' been zo long as *tis by a vortnighr. 
Nay, come not near the old man: keep out che vor'ye, 
or ice try whether your coſtard or my bat be the hard- 
er; chill be plain with you, 

ST EW. Out dunghill. 

EDG. Chill pick your teeth, Zir : come, no matter 


vor your foyns, TE DGAR knocks him down, 
ST Ew. Slave, thou haſt {lain me: villain, take my 
purſe; 


If ever thou wilt thrive, bury my body, 
And give the letters which thou find'ſt about me 
N 2 
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To Edmund Earl of Glo'ſter: ſeek him out 
Upon the Engliſh party. Oh untimely death. — 
[ Dies, 
EDG. I know thee well, a ſerviceable villain; 
As duteous to the vices of thy miltreſs, 
As badneſs would deſire. 
Glo. What, is he dead? 
Ep g. Sit you down, father: reſt you. 
Let's fee theſe pockets; the letters that he ſpeaks of 
May be my friends: he's dead; I'm only ſorry 
He had no oti er deathſman. Let us ſee 
By your leave, gentle wax and manners blame 
us not: 
To know our enemies minds we rip their hearts, 
Their papers are more lawful. 


Reads the Letter. 


; 1 E T our reciprocal vows be remembred, You 
I have many opportunities to cut him off: if 
your will want not, time and place will be fruitfully 
offer'd. There is nothing done if he return the con- 
© queror. Then am I the priſoner, and his bed my 
* goal; from the loathed warmth whereof deliver me, 
and lupply the place for your labour. 

Your (wife, fo I would ſay_) affedtionatc 

fervant, GONERILL. 

Oh undiſtinguiſn'd ſpace of woman's * wit! 
A plot upon her virtuous husband's life, 
And the exchange my brother. Here, i'th' ſands 
Thee I'll rake up, the poſt unſanctiſied 
Of murth'rous letchers: and in mature time, 
With this ungracious paper ſtrike the ſight 


# will, 


Die,. 


You 
pf: if 
itfully 
e con- 
ed my 


r me, 


Monat: 


4 
1 
4 


Kixc LEAR. TV. 10. 


Of the death- practis'd Duke: for him 'tis well, 
That of thy death and buſineſs I can tell. 
GLo. The King is mad; how {tiff is my vile ſenſe 
That I {tand up, and have ingenious feeling 
Of my huge ſorrows ? better I were diſtract, 
So ſhould my thoughts be ſever'd from my griefs, 
[Drum afar of. 
And woes, by wrong imaginations, loſe 
The knowledge of themſelves. 
Epd. Give me your hand: 


101 


Far off meth:nks I hear the beaten drum. 


Come, father, I'll beſtow you with a friend. [Exeurr. 


SCS NE DF. 
A Chamber. 
Enter CORDELI1A, KENT, and * Phyſician. 

Cor. O thou good Kent, how ſhall I live and work 
To match thy guodneſs ? life will be too ſhort, 
And ev'ry meaſure fail me, 

Kent, To be acknowledg'd, madam, is o'erpaid; 
All my reports go with the modelt truth, 
Nor more, nor clipt, but ſo. 

Co R. Be better ſuited, | 
Theſe weeds are memories of thoſe worſer hours: 
I pr'ythee put them off, 

KENT. Pardon, dear madam, 
Yet to be known, ſhortens my made intent; 
My boon I make it, that you know me not, 
Till time and I think meet. 

CoR. Then be it ſo 
My lord-----how does the King ? 

Pays. Madam, ſleeps ſtill. 

Cor. O you kind gods ! 


* gentleman. 
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Cure this great breach in his abuſed nature, 
Th' untun'd and jarring ſenſes O wind up, 
Of this child-changed father. 
Pays, Pleaſe your majeſty, 
Th:: we may wake the King, he hath ſlept long? 
Cor. Be govern'd by your knowledge, and proceed 
T'th' ſway of your own will: is he array'd? 


Enter LE AR in a chair, carried by ſervants. 


Pays. Ay madam; in the heavineſs of ſleep, 
We put freſh garments on him, 
Be by, good Madam, when we do awake him, 
I dey not of his temperance. 
Co. O my dear father! reſtauration hang 
Thy medicine on my lips, and let this kiſs 
Repair thoſe violent harms, that my two ſiſters 
Have in thy reverence made. 
KENT. Kind and dear princeſs ! 
CoR. Had you not been their father, theſe white 
hakes 
Did challenge pity of them. Was this face 
To be expos'd againſt the warring winds ? 
Mine enemies dog, though he had bit me, ſnou'd 
Have ſtood that night againſt my fire: 
And waſt thou fain, poor father, 
To hovel thee with ſwine and rogues forlorn, 
In ſhort and muſty ſtraw ? alack, alack, 
*Tis wonder that thy life and wits, at once, 
Had not concluded all. He wakes, ſpeak to him. 
Pays. Madam, do you, tis fitteſt. 
Cor, How does my royal lord ? how fares your 
majeſty ? 
LEAR. You do me wrong to take me out o'th' grave; 
Thou art a ſoul in bliſs, but I am bound 


S 


— 


AA — — — 


7 


iy 4d 4 — 4 — Wet — hd 


4 Weed hed ed 


te 


Ur 


| Upon a wheel of fire, that mine own tears 
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Do ſcald like molten lead. 
Co R. Sir, do you know me? | 
LEAR. You area ſpirit I know, when did you die ? 
Co. Still, (till, far wide 
Phys. He's ſcarce awake, let him alone a while. 


LEAR, Where have I been? where am I? fair day- 
light ? 


I'm mightily abus'd ; I ſhould even die with pity 


To ſee another thus. I know not what to ſay; 
I will not ſwear theſe are my hands: let's ſee, 
I feel this pin prick : would I were aſſur'd 


Of my condition, 


Cor. O look upon me, Sir, 
And hold your hand in benediction o'er me. 
No Sir, you mult not kneel. 
LEAR, Pray do not mock me; 
I ama very fooliſh fond old man, 
Fourſcore and upward, and to deal plainly, 
I fear Jam not in my perfect mind. 
Methinks I ſhould know you, and know this man, 
Yet I am doubtful: for I'm mainly ignorant 
M hat place this is, and all the skill I have 
Remembers not theſe garments; nay I know not 
Where I did lodge laſt night. Do not laugh at me, 
For, as I ama man, I think this lady 
To be my child Cordelia. 
Cor. And ſoIam; Iam 
LEaR. Be your tears wet ? yes faith; I pray you - 
weep not. 
If you have poiſon for me, I will drink it; 
I know you do not love me; for your liſters 
Have, as I do remember, done me wrong. 
You have ſome caule, they have not. 
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Cor. No cauſe, no cauſe, 
LEAR. Am I in France? 
KENT. In your own kingdom, Sir. 
LEAR. Do not abule me, 
Pn ys. Be comforted, good madam; the great rage 
You (ee is cur'd in him: deſire him to go in, 
And trouble him no more till further ſettling. 
Cor, Will't pleaſe your highneſs walk? 
LEAR. You muſt bear with me; 
Pray you now forget and forgive, 
Iam old and fooliſh. [ Exeunt, 


A CTV-LOCEMNSE I; 


SCENE a Camp. 
Enter Baſtard, Rec ax, Gentlemen, and Soldiers, 


BASTARD, 


2 of che duke if his laſt purpoſe hold, 
Or whether ſince he is advis'd by ought 
To change the courſe? he's full of alteration, 
And ſelf-reproving brings his conſtant pleaſure, 
Res, Our ſiſter's man is certainly miſcarry'd. 
BasT. Tis to be doubted, Madam. 
REG. Now {weet lord, 
You know the goodneſs I intend upon you: 
Tell me but truly, but then ſpeak the truth, 
Do you not love my liſter ? 
BasT. In honour'd love. | 
REG. But have you never found my brother's way 
To the fore-fended place ? ? 
BasT. No by mine honour, 
Re o. Inever ſhall endure her; dear my lord, 
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Be not familiar with her. 
BA Sr. Fear not; ſhe and the duke her husband 
Enter ALBANY, GONERILL, and Soldiers. 
ALR. Our very loving ſiſter, well be met: 
2 Sir, this I heard, the King is come to his daughter 
With others, whom the rigour of our (tate 
Forc'd to cry out. Where I could not be honeſt 
I never yet was valiant : for this buſineſs, 
It toucheth us, as France invades our land, 
Not f holds the King, with others whom I fear 
1. Moſt juſt and heavy cauſes make oppoſe. 
REG. Why is this reaſon'd ? 
Gon. Combine together 'gainſt the enemy: 
For theſe domeſtick and particular broils 
Are not the queſtion here, 
ALB. Let's then determine with th' Ancient of war 
On our proceeding. 
RE G. Siſter, you'll go with us? 
GON, No. 
Res. Tis moſt convenient, pray go with us. 
GoN, Oh ho, I know the riddle, I will go. 


[Exeunt, 


SCENE II. 
Manet ALBaxy. Enter EDGAR. 
Epc. Ife'er your grace had ſpeech with man ſo poor, 
Hear me one word. 
ALB. I'Il overtake you: ſpeak. 
Ec. Before you fight the battel, ope this letter. 
If you have vi&'ry, let the trumpet ſound 
ay For him that brought it: wretched though I ſeem, 


* The four next lines are added from the old edition. 


+ holds, for obliges or binds. 
Vox. III. 0 
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I can produce a champion, that will prove 
What is avouched there. If you miſcarry, 
Your buſineſs of the world hath ſo an end, 
And machination ceaſes, Fortune love you. 
ALB. Stay 'till I've read the leiter. 
EDG. 1 was forbid it. 


| When time fhall ſerve, let but the herald cry, 


And I'll appear again. [Extt. 
ALB. Why fare thee well, I will o'erlook thy 
paper. 


Enter BASTARD. 

Basr, Theenemy's in view, draw up your powers, 
Hard is the gueſs of their true ſtrength and forces, 
By diligent diſcovery; but your haſte 
Is now urg'd on you. 


ALB. We will greet the time. [Exit. 


S CEN E III. 


Bas r. To both theſe ſiſters have I ſworn my love: 
Each jealous of the other, as the ſtung 
Are of the adder. Which of them ſhall T take? 
Both? one? or neither? neither can be enjoy'd, 
If both remain alive: to take the widow, 
Exaſperates, makes mad her ſiſter Gonerill, 
And hardly ſhall I carry out my ſide, 
Her husband being alive. Now then, we'll uſe 
His countenance for the battel ; which being done, 
Let her who would be rid of him, deviſe 
His ſpeedy taking off. As for the mercy 
Which he intends to Lear and to Cordelia, 
The battle done, and they within our power, 
Shall never ſee his pardon : for my ſtate 


Stands on me to defend, not to debate. [Exit. 
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SCENE lv. 
A Field. 


Alarum within. Enter with drum and colours, LEAR, 
CoRDELI1A, aud ſoldiers over the ſtage, and excint. 
Euter EDG ak and GLo's TER. 
Ep. Here father, take the ſhadow of this tree 


For your good holt ; pray that the right may thrive : 
If ever I return to you again, 


I'll bring you comfort, 
GLo. Grace be with you, Sir, [Exit Edgar. 
[ Alarum and retreat within. 
Enter EDGAR. 
Ep G. Away old man, give me thy hand, away; 
King Lear hath loſt, he and his daughter ta'en, 
Give me thy hand. Come on, 
G Lo. No further, Sir, a man may rot even here. 
Epo. What, in ill thoughts again? men mult en- 
dure | 
Their going hence, ev'n as their coming hither : 
Ripeneſs is all; come on. 
GLo, And that's true too, [ Exeunt, 


S E N E. V. 
ACAMP. 
Enter BASTARD, LEAR and CORDELIA as 
priſoners, Soldiers, Captain. 

BasT, Some officers take them away; good guard, 
Until their greater pleaſures ſirſt be known 
That are to cenſure them. 

Cor. We're not the firſt, 
Who with belt meaning have incurr'd the worſt : 
For thce, oppreſſed King, Iam caſt down, 
Myſelf could elſe out-frown falſe fortune's frown, 

O”'2 


— — —ů— — 


— ww wk —< ed — 
— — — —_ — 
—_ — — — —— — 


— - 
S 


— 


n 
W fort re-< 


' 9-4, 255. op 
=> 
a - 2 


* 


watt » Og 35 * PAT a. > s 
— . — — ne tr 
— — — — — — 

— DJ . . — — 


— — — 


z 
— — — 


— 


108 Kix G LE AR. V. 5. 


Shall we not ſee theſe daughters and theſe ſiſters? 
LEAR. No, no, no, no; come let's away to priſon; 
We two alone will ſing like birds ithꝰ cage: 
When thou doſt ask me bleſſing, I'll kneel down 
And ask of thee forgiveneſs: ſo we'll live, 
And pray, and ſing, and tell old tales, and laugh 
At gilded butterflies: and hear poor rognes 
Talk of court-news, and we'll talk with them too, 
Who loſes, and who wins; who's in, who's out: 
And take upon's the myitery of things, | 
As if we were God's ſpies. And we'll wear out, 
In a wall'd priſon, packs and ſects of great ones 
That ebb and flow by th* moon. 
BasT. Take them away. 
LEar. Upon ſuch ſacrifices, my Cordelia, 
The gods themſelves throw incenſe. Have I caught 
thee ? 
He that parts us, ſkall bring a brand from heaven, 
And fire us hence like foxes ; wipe thine eye, 
The good year ſhall devour them, fleſh and fell, 
Ere they ſhall make us weep; we'll ſ-e em ſtary'd firſt, 
Come. [Ex, LE AR and CoRDELIA. 
Bas r. Come hither captain, hark. L Hiſperiug. 
Take thou this note, go follow them to priſon, 
One ſtep I have advanc'd thee, if thou dolt 
As this inſtructs thee, thou doſt make thy way 
To noble fortunes : know thou this, that men 
Are as the time is; to be tender-minded 
Do's not become a ſword; thy great employment 
Will not bear queſtion ; either ſay thou'lt do't, 
Or thrive by other means. 
Cap r. I'll do't, my lord. 
W it, and write happy, when thou' ſt 
one. 
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Mark, I ſay, ——laſtantly, and carry it fo 
As I have ſet it down. [Exit Captain, 


SCENE VI. 


To him, enter ALBANY, GONERILL, REGAN, 
and Soldiers. 


AL B. Sir, you have fthew'd to-day your valiant ſtrain, 
And fortune led you well: you have the captives 
Who were the oppoſites of this day's ſtrife: 

Ido require then of you, fo to uſe them, 
As we ſhall find their merits and our ſafety 
May equally determine, 

BasT. I thought fit 
To {end the old and miſerable King 
To ſome retention and appointed guard, 
Whoſe age has charms in it, whoſe title more, 


To pluck the common boſoms on his ſide, 


And turn our impreſt launces in our eyes 
Which do command them. With him I ſent the Queen, 
My reaſon all the ſame, and they are ready 
To-morrow, or at further ſpace, t' appear 
Where you ſhall hold your ſeſſion. 

ALB. Sir, by your patience, 
I hold you but a ſubject of this war, 
Not as a brother, 

REG. That's as we liſt to grace him. 
Methinks our pleaſure might have been demanded 
Fre you had {poke ſo far. He led our pow'rs, 
Bore the commiſſion of my place and perſon, 
The which immediate may well ſtand up, 
And call itſelf your brother, 

Gon. Not ſo hot: 
In his own grace he doth exalt himſelf, 
More than in your adyancement. 
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REG. In my right, 
By me inveſted, he compeers the beſt. 
An. That were the moſt, if he ſhould husband you. 
RE G. Jeſters do oft prove prophets. 
Go. Holla, holla! 
That eye that told you ſo, look'd but a-ſquint. 
Rec. Lady I am not well, elſe I ſhould anſwer 
From a full flowing ſtomach. General, 
Take thou my ſoldiers, priſoners, patrimony, 
Diſpoſe of them, of me, the walls are thine: 
Witneſs the world that I create thee here 
My lord and maſter. 
Gow. Mean you to enjoy him? 
ALB. The lett alone lyes not in your good will. 
Bas T. Nor in thine, lord. 
ALR. Halſ-blooded fellow, yes. 
Bas r. Let the drum ſtrike, and prove my title good. 
AL B. Stay yet; hear reaſon ; Edmund, I arreſt thce 
On capital treaſon, and in thy arreſt, 
This gilded ſerpent : for your claim, fair ſiſter, 
bar it in the intereſt of my wife, 
'Tis ſhe is ſub-contracted to this lord, 
And Iher husband contradict your banes. 
If you will marry, make your loves to me, 
My lady is beſpoke. 
Gon. An enterlude. 
ALB. Thou art arm'd, Glo'ſter, let the trumpet 
ſound: 
If none appear to prove upon thy perſon 
Thy heinous, manifeſt, and many treaſons, 
There is my pledge: I'll prove it on thy heart 
Ere I taſte bread, thou art in nothing leſs 
Than I have here proclaim'd thee. 
REG. Sick, O ſick 
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Gox. If not, I'll ne'er truſt * poiſon. UA lde. 
Bas r. There's my exchange, what in the world he is 
That names me traitor, villain- like he lies; 
Call by the trumpet: he that dares approach, 
On him, on you, who not? I will maintain 
My truth and honour firmly. 


Euter à Herald. 
ALB. A herald, ho. 


Truſt to thy ſingle virtues, for thy ſoldiers, 


All levied in my name, have in my name 
Took their diſcharge. 


REG. My ſickneſs grows upon me. 
ALB. She is not well, convey her to my tent. 
[Exit REG, 


8 CEN E-- VII. 


Come hither, herald, let the trumpet ſound, 

And read out this, [4 trumpet ſcunds, 
Herald reads. 

| I any man of quality or degree within the liſts of 

© 4 the army, will maintain upon Edmund ſuppoſed 

© Earl of Glo'(ter, that he is a manifold traitor, let him 

* appear by the third ſound of the trumpet: he is bold 


in his defence. 1 trumpet. 
HER. Again. 2 trumpet. 
HR. Again. | 3 trumpet. 


— — 


Trumpet anſwers him within. 
Enter Epo AR armed. 
ALB. Ask him his purpoſes, why he appears 
Upon this call o'th* trumpet. 
IE R. What are you? 


* 


medicine. 
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Your name, your quality, and why you anſwer 
This preſent ſummons? 

Ep d. Know, my name is loſt 
By treaſon's tooth, bare-gnawn and canker- bit; 
Yet am I noble as the adverſary 
I come to cope. 

ALB. Which is that adverſary ? 

Ep. What's he that ſpeaks for Edmund Earl of 

Glo'ſter ? 

Bas r. Himſelf, what ſay'ſt thou to him? 

Ep. Draw thy ſword, 
That if my ſpeech offend a noble heart, 
Thy arm may do thee juſtice, here is mine: 
Behold it is the privilege of mine honours, - 
My oath, and my profeſſion. I proteſt, 
Maugre thy ſtrength, place, youth, and eminence, 
Spite of thy victor- word, and fire-new fortune, 
Thy valour, and thy heart, thou art a traitor; 
Falſe to thy gods, thy brother, and thy father, 
Conſpirant 'gainſt this high illuſtrious prince, 
And from th' extreameſt upward of thy head, 
To the deſcent and duſt below thy foot, 
A molt toad-ſpotted traitor. Say thou no, 
This ſword, this arm, and my beſt ſpirits are bent 
To prove upon thy heart, whereto I ſpeak, 
Thou lyeſt. | 

Bas r. In wiſdom I ſhould ask thy name, 
But ſince thy out- ſide looks ſo fair and warlike, 
And that thy tongue ſome * *fay of breeding breaths, 
What ſafe and nicely I might well delay 
By rule of knight-hood, I diſdain and ſpurn: 
Back do ] toſs theſe treaſons to thy head, 


* ſay for eſſay, ſome ſhew or probability. 
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With the hell-hated lie o'erwhelm thy heart, 
Which (for they yet glance by, and ſcarcely bruiſe) 
This ſword of mine ſhall give them inſtant way, 
Where they ſhall reſt for ever, Trumpets, ſpeak. 
[Alarum, Fight. 
ALB. Save him, fave him. | 
Go. This is practice, Glo'ſter : 
By th' law of war, thou waſt not bound to anſwer 
An unknown oppoſite; thou art not vanquiſh'd, 
But cozen'd and beguil'd. 
ALB. Shut your mouth, dame, 


Or with this paper ſhall I ſtop it; 


Thou worſe than any thing, read thine own evil: 
No tearing, lady, I perceive you know it. 

GoN. Say if I do, the laws are mine, not thine, 
Who can arraign me for't ? 

ALB, Monſter, know'ſt thou this paper? 

Gon. Ask me not what I know 


[Exit Gon, 
ALB. Go after her, ſhe's deſperate, govern her. 


SCENE VIII. 


BasT. What you have charg'd me with, that I have 
done, : 

And more, much more; the time will bring it out. 
'Tis paſt and fo am I: but what art thou 
That haſt this fortune on me? if thou'rt noble, 
1 do forgive thee. | 

Ep. Let's exchange our charity: 
Iam no leſs in blood than thou art, Edmund; 
If more, the more thou'ſt wrong'd me. 
My name is Edgar, and thy father's ſon. 
The gods are juſt, and of our pleaſant vices 
Make inſtruments to plague us: 

Vo. III. P 


24 + — — - 
— 1 
* 4A — 
— - 
"= "> 


r 


— 1 — * 
— » - 
— : 


. 


— * 


114 Kix LEAR, V. 8. 


The dark and vitious place, where thee he got, 
Coſt him his eyes. 
BasT. Thou'ſt ſpoken right, 'tis true, 
The wheel is come full circle, I am here. 
AL 8. Methought thy very gate did propheſie 
A royal nobleneſs; I muſt embrace thee: 
Let {orrow ſplit my heart, if ever I 
Did hate thee, or thy father, 
ED. Worthy prince, Iknow't. 
ALB. Where have you hid yourſelf? 
How have you known the miſeries of your father ? 
EpG. By nurling them, my lord. Litt a brief tale, 
And when 'tis told, O that my heart would burſt. 
The bloody proclamation to eſcape 
That follow'd me ſo near, (O our lives ſweetneſs! 
That we the pain of death would hourly bear 
Rather thaa die at once) taught me to ſhift 
Into a madman's rags, t' aſſume a ſemblance 
The very dogs diſdain'd : and in this habit 
Met I my father with his bleeding rings, 
Their precious gems new loſt; became his guide, 
Led him, beg'd for him, ſav'd him from deſpair, 


Never (O fault) reveal'd myſelf unto him, 


Until ſome half hour paſt, when I was arm'd, 
Not ſure, though hoping of this good ſucceſs, 
I ask'd his bleſſing, and from firſt to laſt 

Told him my pilgrimage. But his flaw'd heart, 
Alack, too weak the conflict to ſupport, 
Twixt two extreams of paſſion, joy and grief, 
Burit ſmilingly. 

BasT. This ſpeech of yours hath moy'd me, 
And ſhall perchance do good, but ſpeak you on, 
You look as you had ſomething more to ſay. 

ALB, If there be more, more woful, hold it in, 


O 
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For I am almoſt ready to diſſolve, 
Hearing of this. 


SEN E IX. 
Enter à Gentleman. 
GEN T. Help, help! 
EDG. What kind of help? 
ALB. Speak man. 
Ep. What means this bloody knife? 
GENT. Tis hot, it ſmoaks, it came even from the 
heart 
Of O ſhe's dead. 
ALB. Who's dead? ſpeak man. 
Genr. Yourlady, Sir, your lady; and her ſiſter 
By her is poiſon'd; ſhe confeiſes it. 
BasrT. I was conc to them both, all three 
Now marry in an inſtant, 
EDG, Here's comes Kent, 
Enter KENT. 
ALB. Produce the bodies, be they live or dead, 
[GoONERILI and REGAN'S bodies brought out. 
This judgment of the heav'ns, that makes us tremble, 
Touches us not with pity. O! is this ſhe? 
The time will not allow the compliment 
Which very manners urge, 
KENT. I am come 
To bid my king and maſter aye good night, 
Is he not here? 
ALB, Great thing of us forgot! 
Speak Edmund, where's the King ? and where's Cor- 
delia ? 
See'ſt thou this object, Kent? 
KEN Tr. Alack, why thus? 
BasT. Yet Edmund was beloy'd : 
| 
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The one the other poiſon'd for my ſake, 
And after ſlew herſelf. 
ALB, Even ſo; cover their faces. 
BasrT. I pant for life; ſome good I mean to de 

Deſpight of mine own nature. Quickly ſend, 

(Be brief) into the caſtle, for my writ 

Is on the lite of Lear and on Cordelia: 

Nay, ſend in time. | 
ALB. Run, run, O run 
Ep d. To whom, my lord? who has the office ? 

Send thy token of reprieve, _ 

BasT. Well thought on, take my ſword, 

Give it the captain 
Epc. Haſte thee for thy life. 

Bas T. He hath commiſſion from thy wife and me, 

To hang Cordelia in the priſon, and 

Tolay the blame upon her own deſpair, 

AL 8B. The gods defend her, bear him hence a while. 


SCENE: X; 


Enter LEAR with CORDEL1A dead in his arms. 
LEaR. Howl, howl, how], howl, O you arc 
men of ſtone, | 
Had I your tongues and eyes, I'd uſe them ſo, 
That heaven's vault ſhould crack; ſhe's gone for ever! 
I know when one is dead, and when one lives; 
She's dead as earth! lend me a looking-glaſs, 
If that her breath will miſt or ſtain the ſtone, 
Why then ſhe lives. 
Kenr, Is this the promis'd end? 
LEAR. This feather ſtirs, ſhe lives; if it be ſo 
It is a chance which do's redeem all ſorrows 
"hat ever I have felt. 
KENT, O my good maſter ! 
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LEAR. Pr'ythee away 
Epo. Tis noble Kent your friend. 
Lr AR. A plague upon you murth'rers, traitors all, 
I might have ſav'd her, now ſhe's gone for ever! 
Cordelia, Cordelia, ſtay a little, Ha! 
Whar is't thou ſay'ſt? her voice was ever ſoft, 
Gentle and low, an excellent thing in woman, 
I kill'd the ſlave that was a hanging thee. 
GENT. *'Tis true, my lords, he did. 
LE AR. Did I not, fellow? 
I've ſeen the day, with my good biting faulchion 
J would have made them skip: Iam old now, 
And theſe ſame croſſes ſpoil me, Who are you ? 
Mine eyes are none o'th' beſt. I'Il tell you ſtrait. 
KENr. If fortune brag of two ſhe lov'd and hated, 
One of them we behold. 
LEAR. Are you not Kent? 
KENT. The fame; your ſeryant Kent; 
Where is your ſervant Caius ? 
LEAR. He's a good fellow, I can tell you that, 
He'll ſtrike, and quickly too : he's dead and rotten. 
Kxxr. No, my good lord, I am the very man.—--- 
LE a. I'Il fee that ſtrait, 
KENT. That from your * life of difference and 
decay, 
Fave follow'd your ſad ſteps — 
LE AR. You're welcome hither, 
KENT. + Twas no man elſe; all's cheerleſs, dark, 
and deadly: 
Yourcldelt daughters have fore-done themſelves, 
And deſp'rately are dead. 
LEAR. Ay, ſo] think. 


* firſt, + Nor. 
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ALB. He knows not what he ſays, and vain is it 
That we preſent us to him. 

EDG. Very bootleſs. 

Enter a Meſſenger. 

Mes. Edmund is dead, my lord. 

ALB. That's but a trifle, 
You lords and noble friends know our intent; 
What comfort to this great decay may come, 
Shall be apply'd. For us, we will reſign 
During the life of this old majeſty, 
To him our abſolute power : to you, your rights, 

[To EDGAR, 

With boot; and ſuch addition as your honours. 
Have more than merited. All friends ſhall taſte 
The wages of their virtue, and all foes 
The cup of their deſervings: O ſee, ſee 

LEAR. And my poor fool is hang'd: no, no, no 

life ? 

Why ſhould a dog, a horſe, a rat have life, 
And thou no br-ath at all? thou'lt come no more, 
Never, never, never, never, never 
Pray you undo this button. Thank you, Sir, 
Do you ſee this? look on her, look on her lips, 
Look there, Jook there [ He dies. 

Epc. He faints, my lord. 

KE NT. Break heart, I pr'ythee break. 

EDG. Look to my lord. 

KEN. Vex not his ghoſt: O let him paſs! he hates 

him, 

That would upon the rack of this rough world 
Stretch him out longer. 

Ep d. He is gone indeed. 


KENT. The wonder is, he hath endur'd ſo long: 
He but uſurpt his life, 
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Al B. Bear them from hence, our preſent buſineſs 
Is general woe: friends of my ſoul, you twain, 
Rule in this realm, and the gor'd ſtate ſuſtain. 

KeNnT. I havea journey, Sir, ſhortly to go; 
My maſter calls me, I mult not ſay no. [Dies. 

AB. The weight of this fad time we muſt obey, 

Speak what we feel, not what we onght to ſay. 
The oldeſt hath born moſt; we that are young 
Shall never ſee ſo much, nor live fo long. 


[Exeunt with a dead march, 
Eig. 
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